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Introduction 


there exists for most of us a deep fascination in tales of 
sheer terror and the supernatural— tales dealing with beings and 
events that transcend the ordinary course of nature. Had you 
not felt it yourself, you would never have borrowed this book, 
or received it as a gift, or even, perhaps, purchased it. And we, 
for our part, feel confident that the stories that follow will give 
you many a delectable shudder. 

This fascination of terror is an ancient one— as ancient as the 
human race. Therein lies its power— stronger than our intellect, 
stronger even than our fears— going down to the primitive core 
of our being. 


HOW DID IT ALL START? 

When did the dread of the supernatural first arise? Probably 
among the earliest men to evolve from'-an ape-like ancestor. As 
they roamed in search of their meager living in a generally hos- 
tile world, they must have been encompassed by many terrors. 
There was first and always the terrible dark, with its countless 
natural dangers. Then there were probably dragons and vicious 
demons— racial memories of an earlier age, with its bloody tyran- 
nosaurus and its creatures still more ape-like than our own primi- 
tive ancestors. But in some ways the most frightful of all were 
the dream-inspired ghosts of dead foe and friend. 

The researches of Sir James Frazer, the Scotch anthropologist, 
proved that almost identical myths and rites had sprung up dur- 
ing prehistoric times in countless different places. His master- 
piece, The Golden Bough , is a brilliant study in the magic and 
religions of modern savages as well as of primitive tribes, and 
it stresses and restresses the constantly recurring similarity in 
their beliefs and customs, at all times, all over the world. In re- 
gard to the evolution of religion, he attributes first importance 
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to the fear of the human dead, "which,” he says, "on the whole, 
I believe to have been probably the most powerful force in the 
making of primitive religion.” i 

As the great civilizations arose, the old fears were not lost. 
They lived on, even though refined and sublimated, and were 
often incorporated into the religions of the day. Egypt, above 
all, had its dark and priestly mysteries. But so did Greece and 
Rome— especially in the old Chthonian cults, with their worship 
of the gods and spirits of the underworld. 

The supernatural powers, however, retained their most vivid 
terrors in the gloomy forests of the north. The tribes and nations 
that dwelt there— influenced perhaps by the climate and the na- 
ture of the country in which they lived— were imaginative and 
poetic. No one today who knows the Irish and the Welsh, and 
the beauty of their literature, can doubt that. At any rate, the 
deep mysticism of the Celtic and Teutonic peoples prepared a 
fertile ground for the seeds planted centuries later by the over- 
wrought imaginations of the Middle Ages. 

It was then, in truth, that all the elements— fire, water, earth 
and air— were populated with as grisly a crew as the mind of 
man ever conceived. Ghouls, vampires, werewolves, witches, and 
the fiends and demons whom they served, were forever lurking 
just beyond the threshold, ready to pounce upon the unwary 
soul. There was also, of course, a heterogeneous assortment of 
the ordinary garden variety of ghosts. They will all reappear in 
many of the stories in this book. 

Truly, the life of man would have been precarious, had it not 
been for the secure protection of religion. But this very security, 
apparently, only provoked a certain number of curious and am- 
bitious persons into the practice of the Black Arts. They became 
alchemists, astrologers, professed witches and wizards, and dab- 
blers in the cabala and other secret rites. Some of them revived 
the old fertility rites in their search for new and supreme sensual 
thrills. They were generally supposed to engage in inversions of 
the current religions and parodies of their rituals— practices such 
as Satan-worship, with the orgies of the Witches’ Sabbath and 
the blasphemies of the Black Mass. For this, at any rate, they 
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were detested, execrated, tortured, and killed. Many of them no 
doubt were dangerous people, using evil means to achieve their 
questionable ends. The best of them were scarcely more than 
impatient and adventurous creatures, endeavoring to by-pass 
the accepted beliefs and find a short cut to the secret of the 
universe. We shall meet all of them, too, in these stories. 

But at last the bright day of the Renaissance began to spread 
over Europe; yet many of the old beliefs and terrors persisted. 
They come up again and again in the literature of the time. 
Shakespeare, truly representative of his age, presents them in 
great variety, from the noble ghost of Hamlet’s father to the 
sinister witches and bloody apparitions of Macbeth. The legend 
of the man who sells his soul to the Devil appears in the story 
of Dr. Faustus, and is given poetic and philosophic form by Mar- 
lowe, and again, two centuries later, by Goethe. 

MODERN TALES OF HORROR 

The real birth of the horror story, as we think of it today, 
took place in 1 764. Earlier examples had been little more than 
anecdotes or mere episodes in a laiger work. In that year Horace 
Walpole, an esthetic, witty English nobleman, published his 
novel The Castle of Otranto. Its setting, a Gothic castle of the 
thirteenth century, gave the name of Gothic Romances to a whole 
school of novels by various authors, who were stimulated by its 
success to copy its formula. This they did meticulously, and the 
world was treated to a bewildering array of crumbling castles, 
dark-browed villains, saintly heroines, high-born heroes dis- 
guised as peasants, and such assorted trappings as flickering 
lights, mouldy old manuscripts, and secret doors concealed be- 
hind fluttering tapestries. 

By far the best of these novels were Mrs. Ann Radcliffe’s The 
Mysteries of U dolpho (1794) and M. G. Lewis’s The Monk ( 1 796). 
They were all delightfully satirized by Jane Austen in Northanger 
Abbey , which was published posthumously in 1818. Romances 
of the Gothic type continued for a while to find a good market, 
but their, ever-recurring cast of characters and stage properties, 
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even though they survive in various subtler forms in the more 
sophisticated stories of a later day, have lost most of their power 
to enchant and terrify. 

In December, 1839, there appeared in Philadelphia two lit- 
tle volumes of Tales of the Grotesque and Arabesque , and the 
modem horror story sprang fully developed from the brow of 
Edgar Allan Poe. It is a form in which he has seldom been sur- 
passed. His style may at times appear rather lush to the taste of 
today, but at its best it is a perfect medium for his tales of mys- 
tery and imagination. “The Black Cat” and “The Facts in the 
Case of M. Valdemar” are among the very best of these. 

The comparatively recent birth of the modem horror story 
explains why only one of our authors (Balzac) was born before 
the nineteenth century. And he missed it by only a year or two. 

ARE THERE REALLY ANY GHOSTS? 

From the most ancient days, men have not merely believed 
in ghosts; they claim to have seen them, heard them, and even 
to have touched them. There never could be any doubt about 
the terror generally connected with such experiences, whether 
they were real or imaginary. And the mystery remains unsolved. 
From time to time we can read, in our own daily papers, about 
apparitions and spirit messages that have no reasonable explana- 
tion. 

As far as science goes, there has never been any satisfactory 
answer. Societies for Psychical Research have flourished all over 
the world, but their findings have never achieved any widespread 
acceptance. And none of the natural sciences has ever determined 
whether or not there are any rips or gaps in the impalpable cur- 
tain that divides the natural world of our experience from all 
the tremendous mystery that lies beyond. 

Many attempts, however, have been made. The great Ameri- 
can psychologist William James was fascinated by the problem, 
but never arrived at any positive conclusion. Many bereaved 
men and women have tried to get into communication with 
their lost loved ones, and it is unfortunately only natural that 
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miserable charlatans, calling themselves mediums, should have 
exploited their grief. It was to expose these unsavory creatures 
th^t Harry Houdini, the noted magician and escape artist, en- 
gaged in a passionate crusade up to the very end of his life. 

On the other hand, however, Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, the 
creator of Sherlock Holmes, and Sir Oliver Lodge, the eminent 
British physicist, were convinced students of psychic phenomena. 
And as recently as July 17th of this year (1943), there appeared 
in The New Yorker an article about a Dr. Oskar Goldberg, “a 
German scientist of undoubted repute, sponsored by Thomas 
Mann, Albert Einstein, and other Germans of equal standing.” 
Dr. Goldberg had been advertising for legitimate examples of 
ghosts and hauntmgs, because he wanted “to photograph the ap- 
paritions, by means of ultraviolet rays, to prove their existence, 
thoroughly and scientifically.” 

THE CREDIBILITY OF THE TALES 

The tales of pure terror, of course, are completely naturalistic 
in their content, and must stand or fall by their merit alone. But 
what about the supernatural stories? Can we, the children of a 
scientific age, give any credence to these medleys of devils, ghosts, 
and other psychical invasions? There is only one answer: we can 
and do. We are dealing with stories, not with scientific disserta- 
tions. And if, as stories, they have the ring of truth, we’ll believe 
them, as stories, implicitly. 

The great English poet and critic Coleridge, together with 
his friend Wordsworth, published in 1798 a slender volume of 
poems— the now famous Lyrical Ballads. Coleridge’s chief con- 
tribution to the joint work was “The Rime of the Ancient 
Mariner,” probably the best and certainly the best-known poem 
ever written on a supernatural theme. Years later, in discussing 
the Lyrical Ballads, Coleridge said: “It was agreed that my en- 
deavors should be directed to persons and characters supernatu- 
ral, or at least romantic; yet so as to transfer from our inward 
nature a human interest and a semblance of truth sufficient to 
procure for these shadows of imagination that willing suspen- 
[xv] 
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tion of disbelief for the moment , which constitutes poetic faith." 
(Italics ours.) 

This is one of the finest and most sensitive examples of opti- 
cal insight. It applies to stories in prose as well as in verse. If 
an author has been skillful in the exercise of his art, he must 
inevitably procure for the shadows of his imagination that will- 
ing suspension of disbelief for the moment that will leave his 
reader enthralled. , 

The difficulty of the writer’s problem is intensified if his 
imagination turns to fantasy, for fantasy is a more delicate bloom 
than terror, and not so easily nurtured to its full splendor. But 
ghosts are not all necessarily malevolent, and we have not hesi- 
tated to include the poetic symbolism of “The Celestial Omni- 
bus,” or the sincere and tender poignancy of “They,” or the 
humor of “The Ghost Ship,” or even the out-and-out comedy 
of “The Open Window.” 

Of course there is room for plenty of difference of opinion 
in regard to any story ever written. A tale that stirs one person 
deeply may seem merely silly to another. But the author will 
probably win our suspension of disbelief for the moment for his 
supernatural tale provided (1) that it is imaginatively conceived; 
(2) that it is realistically told; and (3) and this is most important, 
that it is consistent within itself. He may create any atmosphere 
and begin from any premises that he pleases, but he must take 
them and himself with profound seriousness, or he will destroy 
the mood and shatter our belief. 

As eminent a writer as Robert Louis Stevenson made the mis- 
take of violating the rule of consistency in his otherwise splendid 
tale of "The Body Snatcher.” He tells his story in a completely 
naturalistic manner, and develops it toward what should be a 
grisly climax. But when he arrives there, on his very last page, 
he drags in a purely supernatural solution. We never believe it 
for a moment, and the whole story falls to pieces. 

The stories of this collection all avoid the fatal mistake of 
Stevenson. Here and there one may still fail to convince or to 
please you. We can only assure you that we have chosen, from 
the great multitude we have read, no story which dops not, in 
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some way or other, thrill or delight us. That is the only test we 
could use, and we sincerely hope that the stories will appeal to 
ycju as strongly as they do to us. 

We suggest, however, that you do not read too many of them 
at one sitting. Too generous a ration of horror may defeat its 
intended purpose, and succeed only in creating a surfeit instead 
of a feast. 
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INTRODUCTION TO THE NOTES 


It will not escape notice that the stories of the supernatural in 
this volume considerably outnumber those of terror. The reason 
is simple. The literature of the tale of pure terror is comparatively 
limited. Good supernatural stories are far more plentiful. 

We have included a few stories, under both categories, that 
have been repeatedly anthologized. We realize, of course, that 
they are available elsewhere, but no collection as comprehensive 
as this could be considered complete without them. “The Fur- 
nished Room,” “A Rose for Emily,” “The Boarded Window,” 
“The Monkey’s Paw” have become classics in their field. In our 
desire to produce a definitive anthology, we did not hesitate to 
include a story simply because it was well known. In the case of 
certain authors— notably Rudyard Kipling and Algernon Black- 
wood— we have deliberately omitted the stories usually taken by 
anthologists, and have selected instead others not so famous but 
equally good. Only in the case oiTheT urn of the Screw by Henry 
James have we consciously left out a classic we would have liked 
to include. Our only reason is its length— it is really a complete 
short novel, and would have taken up more space than we could 
spare. For those who wish to find it elsewhere, it is available in 
many editions, notably in the Modem Library. 

One would naturally expect that these classic stories have be- 
come so famous just because of their excellence. That is true; but 
it is also remarkable that many others which are equally fine have 
not achieved anything like the same recognition. We have read 
hundreds and hundreds of stories— many of them commonplace, 
many of them unfortunately sheer trash. But we have also found 
, many— among them such masterpieces as “Sir Edmund Orme,” 
"The Rats in the Walls,” "The Great God Pan,” “They,” 
“Ancient Sorceries,” and the superbly titled “Oh, Whistle, and 
I’ll Come to You, My Lad”— which rank with the very best and 
which have never to our knowledge found their way into any 
anthology before. 

The stories are arranged chronologically, in both categories, 
according to the dates of birth of the authors. 




TALES 


OF TERROR 




H O N O R E D E BALZAC 


1 799 - 1*50 

La Grande Breteche 


Balzac was one of those geniuses— deplorably all too plentiful— who are driven to 
work at a fevertsh pace fust to keep up with their debts . Hts greatest achievement- 
known under the collective title of **The Human Comedy**— includes an enormous 
number of novels and short stories, dealing with the lives and characters of all the 
* social classes of the trance of his time 

He made it a practice to catch a few hours* sleep in the late afternoon and early 
evening Then , as midnight approached , he would go to his desk and write des 
perately until noon of the next day , sustained chiefly by vast quantities of black 
coffee 

44 La Grande Breteche** is basically a story of revenge— the motivating passion, 
as one might expect, in many of the tales in this volume . 


“ahJ madame,” replied the doctor, “I have some appalling 
stories in my collection. But each one has its proper hour in a con- 
versation— you know the pretty jest recorded by Chamfort, and 
said to the Due de Fronsac: ‘Between your sally and the present 
moment lie ten bottles of champagne.* ” 

“But it is two in the morning, and the story of Rosina has pre 
pared us,” said the mistress of the house. 

"Tell us. Monsieur Bianchonl’’ was the cry on every side. 

The obliging doctor bowed, and silence reigned. 

"At about a hundred paces from Vend6me, on the banks of the 
Loire,” said he, "stands an old brown house, crowned with very 
high roofs, and so completely isolated that there is nothing near it, 
not even a fetid tannery or a squalid tavern, such as are commonly 
seen outside small towns. In front of this house is a garden down 
to the river, where the box shrubs, formerly clipped close to edge 
the walks, now straggle at their own will. A few willows, rooted 
in the stream, have grown up quickly like an enclosing fence, and 
half hide the house. The wild plants we call weeds have clothed 
the bank with their beautiful luxuriance. The fruit-trees, neg- 
lected for these ten years past, no longer bear a crop, and theil 
suckers have formed a thicket. The espaliers are like a copse. Th< 
paths, once gravelled, are overgrown with purslane; but, to be atf 
curate, there is no trace of a path. 

[ 3 ] 
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"Looking down from the hill-top, to which cling the ruins of 
the old castle of the Dukes of Vendome, the only spot whence the 
eye can see into this enclosure, we think that at a time, difficult 
now to determine, this spot of earth must have been the joy of 
some country gentleman devoted to roses and tulips, in a word, 
to horticulture, but above all a lover of choice fruit. An arbour 
is visible, or rather the wreck of an arbour, and under it a table 
still stands, not entirely destroyed by time. From the aspect of 
this garden that is no more, the negative joys of the peaceful life 
of the provinces may be divined as we divine the history of a 
worthy tradesman when we read the epitaph on his tomb. To 
complete the mournful and tender impressions which seize the 
soul, on one of the walls there is a sundial graced with this homely 
Christian motto, 'Ultimam cogita.’ 

“The roof of this house is dreadfully dilapidated; the outside 
shutters are always closed; the balconies are hung with swallows' 
nests; the doors are for ever shut. Straggling grasses have outlined 
the flagstones of the steps with green; the ironwork is rusty. Moon 
and sun, winter, summer, and snow have eaten into the wood, 
warped the boards, peeled off the paint. The dreary silence is 
broken only by birds and cats, pole-cats, rats, and mice, free to 
scamper round, and fight, and eat each other. An invisible hand 
has written over it all; ‘Mystery.’ 

"If, prompted by curiosity, you go to look at this house from 
the street, you will see a large gate, with a round-arched top; the 
children have made many holes in it. I learned later that this door 
had been blocked for ten years. Through these irregular breaches 
you will see that the side towards the courtyard is in perfect har- 
mony with the side towards the garden. The same ruin prevails. 
Tufts of weeds outline the paving stones; the walls are scored by 
enormous cracks, and the blackened coping is laced with a thou- 
sand festoons of pellitory. The stone steps are disjointed; the 
bell-cord is rotten; the gutter-spouts broken. What fire from 
heaven can have fallen there? By what decree has salt been sown 
on this dwelling? Has God been mocked here? Or was France 
betrayed? These are the questions we ask ourselves. Reptiles 
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crawl over it, but give no reply. This empty and deserted house is 
a vast enigma of which the answer is known to none. 

• It was formerly a little domain, held in fief, and is known as 
La Grande Bret&che. During my stay at Venddme, where Des* 
pleins had left me in charge of a rich patient, the sight of this 
strange dwelling became one of my keenest pleasures. Was it not 
far better than a ruin? Certain memories of indisputable authen 
cicity attach themselves to a ruin; but this house, still standing, 
though being slowly destroyed by an avenging hand, contained a 
secret, an unrevealed thought. At the very least it testified to a 
caprice. More than once in the evening I attacked the hedge, run 
wild, which surrounded the enclosure. I braved scratches, I got 
into this ownerless garden, this plot which was no longer public 
or private; I lingered there for hours gazing at the disorder. I 
would not, as the price of the story to which this strange scene no 
doubt was due, have asked a single question of any gossiping 
native. On that spot I wove delightful romances, and abandoned 
myse 1 ? to little debauches of melancholy which enchanted me. If 
I had known the reason— perhaps quite commonplace— of this 
neglect, I should have lost the unwritten poetry which intoxicated 
me. To me this refuge represented the most various phases of 
human life, shadowed by misfortune; sometimes the calm of a 
cloister without the monks; sometimes the peace of the graveyard 
without the dead, who speak in the language of epitaphs; one 
day I saw in it the home of lepers; another, the house of the 
Atridje; but above all, I found there provincial life, with its con- 
templative ideas, its hour-glass existence. I often wept there, I 
never laughed. 

“More than once I felt involuntary terrors as I heard overhead 
the dull hum of the wings of some hurrying wood-pigeon. The 
earth is dank; you must be on the watch for lizards, vipers, and 
frogs, wandering about with the wild freedom of nature; above 
all, you must have no fear of cold, for in a few minutes you feel 
an icy cloak settle on your shoulders, like the Commendatore’s 
hand on Don Giovanni’s neck. 

“One evening I felt a shudder; the wind had turned an old rusty 
weathercock, and the creaking sounded like a cry from the house. 
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at the very moment when I was finishing a gloomy drama to ac- 
count for this monumental embodiment of woe. I returned to my 
inn, lost in gloomy thoughts. When I had supped, the hostess came 
into my room with an air of mystery, and said, 'Monsieur, here is 
Monsieur Regnault.’ 

“ ‘Who is Monsieur Regnault?’ 

“ ‘What, sir, don’t you know Monsieur Regnault?— Well, 
that’s odd,’ said she, leaving the room. 

“Suddenly I saw a man appear, tall, slim, dressed in black, 
hat in hand, who came in like a ram ready to butt his opponent, 
showing a receding forehead, a small pointed head, and a colour- 
less face of the hue of a glass of dirty water. You would have taken 
him for an usher. The stranger wore an old coat, much worn 
at the seams; but he had a diamond in his shirt frill, and gold 
rings in his ears. 

“ ‘Monsieur,’ said I, ‘whom have I the honour of addressing?’— 
He took a chair, placed himself in front of my fire, put his hat on 
my table, and answered while he rubbed his hands: ‘Dear me, it is 
very cold.— Monsieur, I am Monsieur Regnault.' 

“I was encouraging myself by saying to myself, ‘11 bondo cani' 
Seek!’ 

" ‘I am,’ he went on, ‘the notary at Vendome.’ 

“ ‘I am delighted to hear it, Monsieur,’ I exclaimed. ‘But I am 
not in a position to make a will for reasons best known to myself ’ 

“ ‘One moment'’ said he, holding up his hand as though to gain 
silence. ‘Allow me, Monsieur, allow me! I am informed that you 
sometimes go to walk in the garden of la Grande Breteche ’ 

“ ‘Yes, Monsieur.’ 

“ ‘One moment!’ said he, repeating his gesture. ‘That consti- 
tutes a misdemeanour. Monsieur, as executor under the will of 
the late Comtesse de Merret, I come in her name to beg you to 
discontinue the practice. One moment! I am not a Turk, and do 
not wish to make a crime of it. And besides, you are probably 
ignorant of the circumstances which compel me to leave the finest 
mansion in Venddme to fall into ruin. Nevertheless, Monsieur, 
you must be a man of education, and you should know that the 
laws forbid, under heavy penalties, any trespass on 'enclosed 
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property. A hedge is the same as a wall. But, the state in which 
the place is left may be an excuse for your curiosity. For my part, 
I should be quite content to make you free to come and go in the 
house; but being bound to respect the will of the testatrix, I have 
the honour, Monsieur, to beg that you will go into the garden no 
more. I myself, Monsieur, since the will was read, have never set 
foot in the house, which, as I had the honour of informing you, is 
part of the estate of the late Madame de Merret. We have done 
nothing there but verify the number of doors and windows to as- 
sess the taxes I have to pay annually out of the funds left for that 
purpose by the late Madame de Merret. Ah! my dear sir, her will 
made a gTeat commotion in the town.’ 

“The good man paused to blow his nose. I respected his volu- 
bility, perfectly understanding that the administration of Ma- 
dame de Merret’s estate had been the most important event of his 
life, his reputation, his glory, his Restoration. As I was forced to 
bid farewell to my beautiful reveries and romances, I now hoped 
to learn the truth on official authority. 

“ ‘Monsieur,’ said I, ‘would it be indiscreet if I were to ask you 
the reasons for such eccentricity?’ 

“At these words an expression, which revealed all the pleasure 
which men feel who are accustomed to ride a hobby, overspread 
the lawyer’s countenance. He pulled up the collar of his shirt with 
an air, took out his snuffbox, opened it, and offered me a pinch; 
on my refusing, he took a large one. He was happy! A man who 
has no hobby does not know all the good to be got out of life. A 
hobby is the happy medium between a passion and a monomania. 
At this moment I understood the whole bearing of Sterne’s charm- 
ing passion, and had a perfect idea of the delight with which my 
Uncle Toby, encouraged by Trim, bestrode his hobby-horse. 

" ‘Monsieur,’ said Monsieur Regnault, ‘I was head clerk in 
Monsieur Roguin’s office, in Paris. A first-rate house, which you 
may have heard mentioned? No! An unfortunate bankruptcy 
made it famous.— Not having money enough to purchase a prac- 
tice in Paris at the price to which they were run up in 1816, I 
came here and bought my predecessor’s business. I had relations 
in Venddme; among others, a wealthy aunt, who allowed me to 

[73 



Tales of Terror t 

marry her daughter.— Monsieur,' he went on after a little pause, 
‘three months after being licensed by the Keeper of the Seals, one 
evening, as I was going to bed— it was before my marriage— I was 
sent for by Madame la Comtesse de Merret, to her Chateau of 
Merret. Her maid, a good girl, who is now a servant in this inn, 
was waiting at my door with the Countess’s own carriage. Ah I one 
moment) I ought to tell you that Monsieur le Comte de Merret 
had gone to Paris to die two months before I came here. He came 
to a miserable end, flinging himself into every kind of dissipation. 
You understand? 

“ ‘On the day he left, Madame la Comtesse had quitted la 
Grande Breteche, having dismantled it. Some people even say that 
she had burnt all the furniture, the hangings— in short, all the 
chattels and furniture whatever used in furnishing the premises 
now let by the said M.— (Dear! what am I saying? I beg your par- 
don, I thought I was dictating a lease.)— in short, that she burnt 
everything in the meadow at Merret. Have you been to Merret, 
Monsieur?— No,’ said he, answering himself. ‘Ah, it is a very fine 
place.’ 

“ ‘For about three months previously,’ he went on, with a jerk 
of his head, ‘the Count and Countess had lived in a very eccentric 
way , they admitted no visitors; Madame lived on the ground floor, 
and Monsieur on the first floor. When the Countess was left 
alone, she was never seen except at church. Subsequently, at 
home, at the chateau, she refused to see the friends, whether 
gentlemen or ladies, who went to call on her. She was already very 
much altered when she left la Grande Breteche to go to Merret. 
That dear lady— I say dear lady, for it was she who gave me this 
diamond, but indeed I saw her but once— that kind lady was 
very ill; she had, no doubt, given up all hope, for she died without 
choosing to send for a doctor; indeed, many of our ladies fancied 
she was not quite right in her head. Well, sir, my curiosity was 
strangely excited by hearing that Madame de Merret had need of 
my services. Nor was I the only person who took an interest in the 
affair. That very night, though it was already late, all the town 
knew that I was going to Merret. 

“ ‘The waiting-woman replied but vaguely to the questions I 
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asked her on the way; nevertheless, she told me that her mistress 
had received the Sacrament in the course of the day at the hands 
of*the Cur£ of Merret, and seemed unlikely to live through the 
night. It was about eleven when I reached the cMteau. I went up 
the great staircase. After crossing some large, lofty, dark rooms, 
diabolically cold and damp, I reached the state bedroom where 
the Countess lay. From the rumours that were current concerning 
this lady (Monsieur, I should never end if I were to repeat all the 
tales that were told about her), I had imagined her a coquette. 
Imagine, then, that I had great difficulty in seeing her in the great 
bed where she was lying. To be sure, to light this enormous room, 
with old-fashioned heavy cornices, and so thick with dust that 
merely to see it was enough to make you sneeze, she had only an 
old Argand lamp. Ah I but you have not been to Merret. Well, the 
bed is one of those old-world beds, with a high tester hung with 
flowered chintz. A small table stood by the bed, on which I saw an 
“Imitation of Christ,” which, by the way, I bought for my wife, 
as well as the lamp. There were also a deep armchair for her con- 
fidential maid, and two small chairs. There was no fire. That was 
all the furniture; not enough to fill ten lines in an inventory. 

“ ‘My dear sir, if you had seen, as I then saw, that vast room, 
papered and hung with brown, you would have felt yoursell 
transported into a scene of romance. It was icy, nay more, fune- 
real,’ and he lifted his hand with a theatrical gesture and paused. 

" 'By dint of seeking, as I approached the bed, at last I saw 
Madame de Merret, under the glimmer of the lamp, which fell on 
the pillows. Her face was as yellow as wax, and as narrow as two 
folded hands. The Countess wore a lace cap, showing abundant 
hair, but as white as linen thread. She was sitting up in bed, and 
seemed to keep upright with great difficulty. Her large black eyes, 
dimmed by fever, no doubt, and half-dead already, hardly moved 
under the bony arch of her eyebrows.— There,' he added, pointing 
to his own brow. ‘Her forehead was clammy; her fleshless hands 
were like bones covered with soft skin; the veins and muscles were 
perfectly visible. She must have been very handsome; but at this 
moment I was startled into an indescribable emotion at the sight. 
Never, said those who wrapped her in her shroud, had any living 
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creature been so emaciated and lived. In short, it was awful to be- 
holdl Sickness had so consumed that woman, that she was no more 
than a phantom. Her lips, which were pale violet, seemed to me 
not to move when she spoke to me. 

“ ‘Though my profession has familiarized me with such spec- 
tacles, by calling me not unfrequently to the bedside of the dying 
to record their last wishes, I confess that families in tears and the 
agonies I have seen were as nothing in comparison with this lonely 
and silent woman in her vast chateau. I heard not the least sound, 
I did not perceive the movement which the sufferer’s breathing 
ought to have given to the sheets that covered her, and I stood 
motionless, absorbed in looking at her in a sort of stupor. In fancy 
I am there still.— At last her large eyes moved; she tried to raise her 
right hand, but it fell back on the bed, and she uttered these 
words, which came like a breath, for her voice was no longer a 
voice: “I have waited for you with the greatest impatience.” A 
bright flush rose to her cheeks. It was a great effort for her to 
speak. 

“ ‘Madame,’ I began. She signed to me to be silent. At that mo- 
ment the old housekeeper rose and said in my ear, “Do not speak; 
Madame la Comtesse is not in a state to bear the slightest noise, 
and what you would say might agitate her.” 

“ ‘I sat down. A few instants after, Madame de Merret collected 
all her remaining strength to move her right hand, and slipped 
it, not without infinite difficulty, under the bolster; she then 
paused a moment. With a last effort she withdrew her hand, and 
when she brought out a sealed paper, drops of perspiration rolled 
from her brow. “I place my will in your hands— Oh! God! Oh!” 
and that was all. She clutched a crucifix that lay on the bed, lifted 
it hastily to her lips, and died. 

“ ‘The expression of her eyes still makes me shudder as I think 
of it. She must have suffered much! There was joy in her last 
glance, and it remained stamped on her dead eyes. 

“ ‘I brought away the will, and when it was opened I found 
that Madame de Merret had appointed me her executor. She left 
the whole of her property to the hospital of Venddme, excepting 
a few legacies. But these were her instructions as relating to la 

[10] 



La Grande Bretiche 

9 

Grande BretSche: she ordered me to leave the place, for fifty yearc 
counting from the day of her death, in the staie in which it might 
be £t the time of her decease, forbidding anyone, whoever he 
might be, to enter the apartments, prohibiting any repairs what- 
ever, and even setting a salary to pay watchmen if it were needful 
to secure the absolute fulfilment of her intentions. At the expira- 
tion of that term, if the will of the testatrix has been duly carried 
qjit, the house is to become the property of my heirs, for, as you 
know, a notary cannot take a bequest. Otherwise la Grande Bre- 
teche reverts to the heirs-at-law, but on condition of fulfilling cer- 
tain conditions set forth in a codicil to the will, which is not to be 
opened till the expiration of the said term of fifty years. The will 
has not been disputed, so—’ and without finishing his sentence, 
the lanky notary looked at me with an air of triumph; I made him 
quite happy by offering him my congratulations. 

" 'Monsieur/ I said in conclusion, ‘you have so vividly im- 
pressed me that I fancy I see the dying woman whiter than her 
sheets; her glittering eyes frighten me; I shall dream of her to- 
night.— But you must have formed some idea as to the instructions 
contained in that extraordinary will.’ 

“ ‘Monsieur/ said he, with comical reticence, ‘I never allow my- 
self to criticize the conduct of a person who honours me with the 
gift of a diamond.’ 

“However, I soon loosened the tongue of the discreet notary of 
Vend6me, who communicated to me, not without long digres- 
sions, the opinions of the deep politicians of both sexes whose 
judgments are law in Vendome. But these opinions were so con- 
tradictory, so diffuse, that I was near falling asleep in spite of the 
interest I felt in this authentic history. The notary’s ponderous 
voice and monotonous accent, accustomed no doubt to listen to 
himself and to make himself listened to by his clients or fellow- 
townsmen, were too much for my curiosity. Happily, he soon went 
away. 

“ ‘Ah, ha. Monsieur/ said he on the staiTs, ‘a good many persons 
would be glad to live five-and-forty years longer; but— one mo- 
ment!’ an<J he laid the first finger of his right hand to his nostril 
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with a cunning look, ‘Mark my words!— To last as long as that— 
as long as that, you must not be past sixty now.’ 

“I closed my door, having been roused from my apathy by this 
last speech, which the notary thought very funny; then I sat down 
in my armchair, with my feet on the fire-dogs. I had lost myself in 
a romance & la RadclifFe, constructed on the juridical base given 
me by Monsieur Regnault, when the door, opened by a woman’s 
cautious hand, turned on the hinges. I saw my landlady come in, a 
buxom, florid dame, always good-humoured, who had missed her 
calling in life. She was a Fleming, who ought to have seen the light 
in a picture by Teniers. 

“ ‘Well, Monsieur,’ said she, 'Monsieur Regnault has no doubt 
been giving you his history of la Grande Bretfiche?’ 

“ ‘Yes, Madame Lepas.’ 

“ ‘And what did he tell you?’ 

“I repeated in a few words the creepy and sinister story of Ma- 
dame de Merret. At each sentence my hostess put her head for- 
ward, looking at me with an innkeeper’s keen scrutiny, a happy 
compromise between the instinct of a police constable, the astute- 
ness of a spy, and the cunning of a dealer. 

“ ‘My good Madame Lepas,’ said I as I ended, ‘you seem to 
know more about it. Heh? If not, why have you come up to me?’ 

“ ‘On my word, as an honest woman—’ 

“ ‘Do not swear; your eyes are big with a secret. You knew 
Monsieur de Merret, what sort of man was he?’ 

“ ‘Monsieur de Merret— well, you see he was a man you never 
could see the top of, he was so tall! A very good gentleman, from 
Picardy, and who had, as we say, his head close to his cap. He paid 
for everything down, so as never to have difficulties with anyone. 
He was hot-tempered, you see! All our ladies liked him very 
much.’ 

“ 'Because he was hot-tempered?’ I asked her. 

“ ‘Well, maybe,’ said she; ‘and you may suppose, sir, that a 
man had to have something to show for a figure-head before he 
could marry Madame de Merret, who, without any reflection on 
others, was the handsomest and richest heiress in our parts. She 
had about twenty thousand francs a year. All the town was at the 
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wedding; the bride was pretty and sweet-looking, quite a gem of a 
woman. Oh, they were a handsome couple in their day I’ 

“ ‘And were they happy together?’ 

“ ‘Hm, hmi so-so— so far as can be guessed, for, as you may sup- 
pose, we of the common sort were not hail-fellow-well-met with 
them— Madame de Merret was a kind woman and very pleasant, 
who had no doubt sometimes to put up with her husband’s tan- 
trums. But though he was rather haughty, we were fond of him. 
After all, it was his place to behave so. When a man is a bom 
nobleman, you see—’ 

" ‘Still, there must have been some catastrophe for Monsieur 
and Madame de Merret to part so violently?’ 

“ ‘I did not say there was any catastrophe, sir. I know nothing 
about it.’ 

“ ‘Indeed. Well, now, I am sure you know everything.’ 

“ ‘Well, sir, I will tell you the whole story.— When I saw Mon- 
sieur Regnault go up to see you, it struck me that he would speak 
to you about Madame de Merret as having to do with la Grande 
Breteche. That put it into my head to ask your advice, sir, seem- 
ing to me that you are a man of good judgment and incapable of 
playing a poor woman like me false— for I never did anyone a 
wrong, and yet I am tormented by my conscience. Up to now I 
have never dared to say a word to the people of these parts; they 
are all chatterers, with tongues like knives. And never till now, 
sir, have I had any traveller here who stayed so long in the inn 
as you have, and to whom I could tell the history of the fifteen 
thousand francs—’ 

“ ‘My dear Madame Lepas, if there is anything in your story of 
a nature to compromise me,’ I said, interrupting the flow of her 
words, ‘I would not hear it for all the world.’ 

“ ‘You need have no fears,’ said she; ‘you will see.’ 

“Her eagerness made me suspect that I was not the only person 
to whom my worthy landlady had communicated the secret of 
which I was to be a sole possessor, but I listened. 

“ ‘Monsieur,’ said she, ‘when the Emperor sent the Spaniards 
here, prisoners of war and others, I was required to lodge at the 
charge of the Government a young Spaniard sent to Venddme 
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on parole. Notwithstanding his parole, he had to show himself 
every day to the sub-prefect. He was a Spanish grandee— neither 
more nor less. He had a name in os and dia, something like Qagos 
de Fer&Iia. I wrote his name down in my books, and you may 
see it if you like. Ah! he was a handsome young fellow for a Span- 
iard, who are ugly they say. He was not more than five feet two or 
three m height, but so well made; and he had little hands that he 
kept so beautifully! Ah! you should have seen them. He had.as 
many brushes for his hands as a woman has for her toilet. He had 
thick, black hair, a flame in his eye, a somewhat coppery com- 
plexion, but which I admired all the same. He wore the finest 
linen I have even seen, though I have had princesses to lodge here, 
and, among others. General Bertrand, the Due and Duchesse 
d’Abrantes, Monsieur Descazes, and the King of Spain. He did 
not eat much, but he had such polite and amiable ways that it was 
impossible to owe him a grudge for that. Oh! I was very fond of 
him, though he did not say four words to me in a day, and it was 
impossible to have the least bit of talk with him; if he was spoken 
to, he did not answer; it is a way, a mania they all have, it would 
seem. 

“ ‘He read his breviary like a priest, and went to Mass and all 
the services quite regularly. And where did he post himself?— we 
found this out later.— Within two yards of Madame de Merret’s 
chapel. As he took that place the very first time he entered the 
church, no one imagined that there was any purpose in it. Besides, 
he never raised his nose above his book, poor young man! And 
then, Monsieur, of an evening he went for a walk on the hill 
among the ruins of the old castle. It was his only amusement, poor 
man; it reminded him of his native land. They say that Spain is 
all hills! 

“ ‘One evening, a few days after he was sent here, he was out 
very late. I was rathei uneasy when he did not come in till just on 
the stroke of midnight; but we all got used to his whims; he took 
the key of the door, and we never sat up for him. He lived in a 
house belonging to us in the Rue des Casernes. Well, then, one of 
our stable-boys told us one evening that, going down to wash the 
horses in the river, he fancied he had seen the Spanish grandee 
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swimming some little way off, just like a fish. When he came in, I 
told him to be careful of the weeds, and he seemed put out at hav- 
ing been seen in the water. 

“ ‘At last. Monsieur, one day, or Tather one morning, we did not 
find him in his room; he had not come back. By hunting through 
his things, I found a written paper in the drawer of his table, with 
fifty pieces of Spanish gold of the kind they call doubloons, worth 
about five thousand francs; and in a little sealed box ten thousand 
francs’ worth of diamonds. The paper said that in case he should 
not return, he left us this money and these diamonds in trust to 
found Masses to thank God for his escape and for his salvation. 

“ ‘At that time I still had my husband, who ran off in search of 
him. And this is the queer part of the story: he brought back the 
Spaniard’s clothes, which he had found under a big stone on a 
sort of breakwater along the river bank, nearly opposite la Grande 
Breteche. My husband went so early that no one saw him. After 
leading the letter, he burnt the clothes, and, in obedience to 
Count Fdr^dia’s wish, we announced that he had escaped. 

“ ‘The sub-prefect set all the constabulary at his heels; but, 
pshaw! he was never caught Lcpas believed that the Spaniard had 
drowned himself. I, sir, have never thought so; I believe, on the 
contrary, that he had something to do with the business about 
Madame de Merret, seeing that Rosalie told me that the crucifix 
her mistress was so fond of that she had it buried with her, was 
made of ebony and silver; now in the early days of his stay here, 
Monsieur Feredia had one of ebony and silver which I never saw 
later.— And now, Monsieur, do not you say that I need have no 
remorse about the Spaniard’s fifteen thousand francs? Are they 
not really and truly mine?’ 

“ ‘Certainly.— But have you never tried to question Rosalie?’ 
said I. 

“ ‘Oh, to be sure I have, sir. But what is to be done? That girl 
is like a wall. She knows something, but it is impossible to make 
her talk.’ 

“After chatting with me for a few minutes, my hostess left me a 
prey to vague and sinister thoughts, to romantic curiosity, and a 
religious dfead not unlike the deep emotion which comes upon 
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as when we go into a dark church at night and discern a feeble 
light glimmering under a lofty vault— a dim figure glides across— 
the sweep of a gown or of a priest’s cassock is audible— and we 
shiver! La Grande Bretecbe, with its rank grasses, its shuttered 
windows, its rusty ironwork, its locked doors, its deserted rooms, 
suddenly rose before me in fantastic vividness. I tried to get into 
She mysterious dwelling to search out the heart of this solemn 
Itory, this drama which had killed three persons. 

“Rosalie became in my eyes the most interesting being in Ven- 
dome. As I studied her, I detected signs of an inmost thought, 
in spite of the blooming health that glowed in her dimpled face. 
There was in her soul some element of ruth or of hope, her man- 
ner suggested a secret, like the expression of devout souls who 
pray m excess, or of a girl who has killed her child and for ever 
hears its last cry. Nevertheless, she was simple and clumsy in her 
ways, her vacant smile had nothing criminal in it, and you would 
have pronounced her innocent only liom seeing the large red and 
blue checked kerchief that covered her stalwart bust, tucked into 
the tight-laced square bodice of a lilac- and white-striped gown. 
‘No,’ said I to myself, ‘I will not quit Vendome without knowing 
the whole history of la Grande Breteche. To achieve dns end, I 
will make love to Rosalie if it proves necessary.’ 

“ ‘Rosalie!’ said I one evening. 

“ ‘Your servant, sir?’ 

“ ‘You are not married?' She started a little. 

“ ‘Ohi there is no lack of men if ever I take a fancy to be 
miserable!’ she replied, laughing. She got over her agitation at 
once; for every woman, from the highest lady to the inn-servant 
inclusive, has a native presence of mind. 

“ ‘Yes; you are fresh and good-looking enough never to lack 
lovers! But tell me, Rosalie, why did you become an inn-servant 
on leaving Madame de Merret? Did she not leave you some little 
annuity?’ 

“ ‘Oh yes, sir. But my place here is the best in all the town of 
Venddme.’ 

“This reply was such a one as judges and attorneys call evasive. 
Rosalie, as it seemed to me, held in this romantic affair the place 
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of a middle square of the chess-board; she was at the very centre 
of the interest and of the truth; she appeared to me to be tied into 
the knot of it. It was not a case for ordinary love-making; this girl 
contained the last chapter of a romance, and from that moment 
all my attentions were devoted to Rosalie. By dint of studying the 
girl, I observed in her, as in every woman whom we make our 
ruling thought, a variety of good qualities; she was clean and 
n^at; she was handsome, I need not say; she soon was possessed 
of every charm that desire can lend to a woman in whatever rank 
of life. A fortnight after the notary’s visit, one evening, or rather 
one morning, in the small hours, I said to Rosalie: 

“ ‘Come, tell me all you know about Madame de Merret.’ 

“ 'Oh!’ she cried in terror, ‘do not ask me that, Monsieut 
Horacel’ 

“Her handsome features clouded over, her bright colouring 
grew pale, and her eyes lost their artless, liquid brightness. 

“ ‘Well,’ she said, ‘I will tell you; but keep the secret carefully.’ 

“ ‘All right, my child; I will keep all your secrets with a thief’s 
honour, which is the most loyal known.’ 

“ ‘If it is all the same to you,’ said she, ‘I would rather it should 
be with your own.’ 

“Thereupon she set her head-kerchief straight, and settled 
herself to tell the tale, for there is no doubt a particular attitude 
of confidence and security is necessary to the telling of a narrative. 
The best tales are told at a certain hour— just as we are all here at 
table. No one ever told a story well standing up, or fasting. 

“If I were to reproduce exactly Rosalie’s diffuse eloquence, a 
whole volume would scarcely contain it. Now, as the event of 
which she gave me a confused account stands exactly midway 
between the notary’s gossip and that of Madame Lepas, as pre- 
cisely as the middle term of a rule-of-three sum stands between the 
first and third, I have only to relate it in as few words as may be. 

I shall therefore be brief. 

“The room at la Grande Breteche in which Madame de Merret 
slept was on the ground floor; a little cupboard in the wall, about 
four feet deep, served her to hang her dresses in. Three months 
before the evening of which I have to relate the events, Madame 
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de Merret had been seriously ailing, so much so that her husband 
had left her to herself, and had his own bedroom on the first 
floor. By one of those accidents which it is impossible to foresee, 
he came in that evening two hours later than usual from the club, 
where he went to read the papers and talk politics with the resi- 
dents in the neighbourhood. His wife supposed him to have come 
in, to be in bed and asleep. But the invasion of France had been 
the subject of a very animated discussion; the game of billiar/ds 
had waxed vehement; he had lost forty francs, an enormous sum 
at Vendome, where everybody is thrifty, and where social habits 
are restrained within the bounds of a simplicity worthy of all 
praise, and the foundation perhaps of a form of true happiness 
which no Parisian would care for. 

“For some time past Monsieur de Merret had been satisfied 
to ask Rosalie whether his wife was in bed; on the girl’s replying 
always in the affirmative, he at once went to his own room, with 
the good faith that comes of habit and confidence. But this e\e- 
ning, on coming in, he took it into his head to go to see Madame 
de Merret, to tell her of his ill-luck, and perhaps to lind coiv na- 
tion. During dinner he had observed that his wife was vtry be- 
comingly dressed, he reflected as he came home from the club that 
his wife was certainly much better, that convalescence had im- 
proved her beauty, discovering it, as husbands discover e\ ery- 
thing, a little too late. Instead of calling Rosalie, who was in the 
kitchen at the moment watching the cook and the coachman 
playing a puzzling hand at caids. Monsieur de Merret made his 
way to his wife’s room by the light of Ins lantern, which he set 
down on the lowest step of the stairs. His step, easy to recognize, 
rang under the vaulted passage. 

“At the instant when the gentleman turned the key to enter his 
wife's room, he fancied he heard the door shut of the closet of 
which I have spoken; but when he went in, Madame de Merret 
was alone, standing in front of the fireplace. The unsuspecting 
husband fancied that Rosalie was in the cupboard; nevertheless, 
a doubt, ringing in his ears like a peal of bells, put him on his 
guard; he looked at his wife, and read in her eyes an indescribably 
anxious and haunted expression. 
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“ ‘You are very late,’ said she.— Her voice, usually so clear and 
sweet, struck him as being slightly husky. 

“Monsieur de Merret made no reply, for at this moment Rosa- 
lie came in. This was like a thunderclap. He walked up and down 
the room, going from one window to another at a regular pace, 
his arms folded. 

“ ‘Have you had bad news, or are you ill?’ his wife asked him 
timidly, while Rosalie helped her to undress. He made no reply. 

“ ‘You can go, Rosalie,’ said Madame de Merret to her maid; 
‘I can put in my curl-papers myself.’— She scented disaster at the 
mere aspect of her husband’s face, and wished to be alone with 
him. As soon as Rosalie was gone, or supposed to be gone, for she 
lingered a few minutes in the passage. Monsieur de Merret came 
and stood facing his wife, and said coldly, ‘Madame, there is 
someone in your cupboard!’ She looked at her husband calmly, 
and replied quite simply, ‘No, Monsieur.’ 

“This ‘No’ wrung Monsieur de Merret’s heart; he did not be- 
lieve it; and yet his wife had never appeared purer or more saintly 
than she seemed to be at this moment. He rose to go and open the 
closet door. Madame de Merret took his hand, stopped him, 
looked at him sadly, and said in a voice of strange emotion, ‘Re- 
member, if you should find no one there, everything must be at 
an end between you and me.’ 

“The extraordinary dignity of his wife’s attitude filled him 
with deep esteem for her, and inspired him with one of those 
resolves which need only a grander stage to become immortal. 

“ ‘No, Josephine,’ he said, ‘I will not open it. In either event we 
should be parted for ever. Listen; I know all the purity of your 
soul, I know you lead a saintly life, and would not commit a deadly 
sin to save your life.’— At these words Madame de Merret looked 
at her husband with a haggard stare— ‘See, here is your crucifix,’ 
he went on. ‘Swear to me before God that there is no one in 
there; I will believe you— I will never open that door.’ 

“Madame de Merret took up the crucifix and said, ‘I swear it.’ 

“ ‘Louder,’ said her husband; ‘and repeat: “I swear before 
God that there is nobody in that closet.” ’ She repeated the words 
without flinching. 
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“ ‘That will do/ said Monsieur de Merret coldly. After a mo- 
ment’s silence: ‘You have there a fine piece of work which I never 
saw before,’ said he, examining the crucifix of ebony and silver, 
very artistically wrought. 

“ ‘I found it at Duvivier’s; last year when that troop of Spanish 
prisoners came through Venddme, he bought it of a Spanish 
monk.’ 

“ ‘Indeed,’ said Monsieur de Merret, hanging the crucifix on 
its nail; and he rang the bell. 

“He had not to wait for Rosalie. Monsieur de Merret went 
forward quickly to meet her, led her into the bay of the window 
that looked on to the garden, and said to her in an undertone: 

“ ‘I know that Gorenflot wants to marry you, that poverty alone 
prevents your setting up house, and that you told him you would 
not be his wife till he found means to become a master mason.— 
Well, go and fetch him; tell him to come here with his trowel and 
tools. Contrive to wake no one in his house but himself. His re- 
ward will be beyond your wishes. Above all, go out without saying 
a word— or else I’ and he frowned. 

“Rosalie was going, and he called her back. ‘Here, take my 
latch-key,’ said he. 

“ ‘Jeanl’ Monsieur de Merret called in a voice of thunder down 
the passage. Jean, who was both coachman and confidential serv- 
ant, left his cards and came. 

“ ‘Go to bed, all of you,’ said his master, beckoning him to come 
close; and the gentleman added in a whisper, ‘When they are all 
asleep— mind, asleep — you understand?— come down and tell me/ 

Monsieur de Merret, who had never lost sight of his wife while 
giving his orders, quietly came back to her at the fireside, and 
began to tell her the details of the game of billiards and the dis- 
cussion at the club. When Rosalie returned she found Monsieur 
and Madame de Merret conversing amiably. 

“Not long before this Monsieur de Merret had had new ceilings 
made to all the reception-rooms on the ground floor. Plaster is 
very scarce at Venddme; the price is enhanced by the cost of 
carriage; the gentleman had therefore had a considerable quan- 
tity delivered to him, knowing that he could always find pur- 
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chas ers for what might be left. It was this circumstance which 
suggested the plan he carried out. 

“ ‘Gorenflot is here, sir,’ said Rosalie in a whisper. 

“ ‘Tell him to come in,' said her master aloud. 

“Madame de Merret turned paler when she saw the mason. 

“ Gorenflot,’ said her husband, ‘go and fetch some bricks from 
the coachhouse; bring enough to wall up the door of this cup* 
board, you can use the plaster that is left for cement.’ Then, drag* 
ging Rosalie and the workman close to him— ‘Listen, Gorenflot,* 
said he, in a low voice, ‘you are to sleep here to-night; but to-mor. 
row morning you shall have a passport to take you abroad to a 
place I will tell you of. I will give you six thousand francs for your 
journey. You must live in that town for ten years; if you find you 
do not like it, you may settle in another, but it must be in the 
same country. Go through Paris and wait there till I join you. 1 
will there give you an agreement for six thousand francs more, 
to be paid to you on your return, provided you have carried out 
the conditions of the bargain. For that price you are to keep 
perfect silence as to what you have to do this night. To you, 
Rosalie, I will secure ten thousand francs, which will not be paid 
to you till your wedding day, and on condition of your marrying 
Gorenflot, but, to get married, you must hold your tongue. If not, 
no wedding gift!’ 

“ ‘Rosalie,’ said Madame de Merret, ‘come and brush my hair.’ 

“Her husband quietly walked up and down the room, keeping 
an eye on the door, on the mason, and on his wife, but without any 
insulting display of suspicion. Gorenflot could not help making 
some noise. Madame de Merret seized a moment when he was un- 
loading some bricks, and when her husband was at the other end 
of the room, to say to Rosalie: ‘My dear child, I will give you a 
thousand francs a year if only you will tell Gorenflot to leave a 
crack at the bottom.’ Then she added aloud quite coolly: ‘You 
had better help him.’ 

“Monsieur and Madame de Merret were silent all the time 
while Gorenflot was walling up the door. This silence was inten- 
tional on the husband’s part; he did not wish to give his wife the 
opportunity of saying anything with a double meaning. On 
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Madame de Merret’s side it was pride or prudence. When the wall 
was half built up, the cunning mason took advantage of his mas- 
ter’s back being turned to break one of the two panes in the top 
of the door with a blow of his pick. By this Madame de Merret 
understood that Rosalie had spoken to Gorenflot. They all three 
then saw the face of a dark, gloomy-looking man, with black hair 
and flaming eyes. 

“Before her husband turned round again the poor woman 
had nodded to the stranger, to whom the signal was meant to 
convey, ‘Hope.’ 

“At four o’clock, as day was dawning, for it was the month of 
September, the work was done. The mason was placed in charge 
of Jean, and Monsieur de Merret slept in his wife’s room. 

"Next morning when he got up he said with apparent careless- 
ness, ‘Oh, by the way, I must go to the Manie for the passport ’ 
He put on his hat, took two or three steps towards the door, 
paused, and took the crucifix. His wife was trembling with joy. 

“ ‘He will go to Duvivier’s,’ thought she. 

“As soon as he had left, Madame de Merret rang for Rosalie, 
and then in a terrible voice she cried: ‘The pick! Bring the pick! 
and set to work. I saw how Gorenflot did it yesterda) ; we shall 
have time to make a gap and build it up again.’ 

“In an instant Rosalie had brought her mistress a sort of 
cleaver, she, with a vehemence of which no words can give an 
idea, set to work to demolish the wall. She had already got out 
a few bricks, when, turning to deal a stronger blow than before, 
she saw behind her Monsieur de Merret. She fainted away. 

' ‘Lay Madame on her bed,’ said he coldiy. 

“Foreseeing what would certainly happen in his absence, he 
had laid this trap for his wife; he had merely written to the 
Mairie and sent for Duvivier. The jeweller arrived just as the 
disorder in the room had been repaired. 

“ ‘Duvivier,’ asked Monsieur de Merret, ‘did not you buy some 
crucifixes of the Spaniards who passed through the town?’ 

“ ‘No, Monsieur.’ 

“ ‘Very good; thank you,’ said he, flashing a tiger’s glare at his 
wife. ‘Jean,’ he added, turning to his confidential valet, ‘you can 
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serve my meals here in Madame de Merret’s room. She is ill, and 
I shall not leave her till she recovers.’ 

“The cruel man remained in his wife’s room for twenty days. 
During the earlieT time, when there was some little noise in the 
closet, and Josephine wanted to intercede for the dying man, he 
said, without allowing her to utter a word, ‘You swore on the 
Cross that there was no one there.’ ” 

• 

After this story all the ladies rose from table, and thus the spell 
under which Bianchon had held them was broken. But there were 
some among them who had almost shivered at the last words. 
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The Black Cat 


In the introduction to this volume we acclaimed Poe not merely as the true 
originator of the modern horror story, but as one of the greatest practitioners in 
the field He achteved a similar eminence with his mystery stones , of which 
*' Murders in the Rue Morgue " and 4t The Purloined Letter ” still rank with the 
best of their kind . 

J An amazing number of his tales have attained universal fame His own favorite 
was “Ltgeta” but we have taken the liberty of disregarding his preference and 
selecting instead the two we like best— * The Black Cat” and “The Facts in the 
Case of M Valdemar” 


for the most wild yet most homely narrative which I am 
about to pen, I neither expect nor solicit belief. Mad indeed 
Would I be to expect it, in a case where my very senses reject 
their own evidence. Yet, mad am I not— and very surely do I not 
dream. But to-morrow I die, and to-day I would unburden my 
soul. My immediate purpose is to place before the world, plainly, 
succinctly, and without comment, a series of mere household 
events. In their consequences, these events have terrified— have 
tortured— have destroyed me. Yet I will not attempt to expound 
them. To me, they have presented little but horror— to many 
they will seem less terrible than baroques. Hereafter, perhaps, 
some intellect may be found which will reduce my phantasm to 
the commonplace— some intellect more calm, more logical, and 
far less excitable than my own, which will perceive, in the cir- 
cumstances I detail with awe, nothing more than an ordinary 
succession of very natural causes and effects. 

From my infancy I was noted tor the docility and humanity of 
my disposition. My tenderness of heart was even so conspicuous 
as to make me the jest of my companions. I was especially fond 
of animals, and was indulged by my parents with a great variety 
of pets. With these I spent most of my time, and never was so 
happy as when feeding and caressing them. This peculiarity of 
character grew with my growth, and, in my manhood, I derived 
from it one of my principal sources of pleasure. To those who 
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have cherished an affection (or a faithful and sagacious dog, I 
need hardly be at the trouble of explaining the nature or the 
intensity of the gratification thus derivable. There is something 
in the unselfish and self-sacrificing love of a brute, which goes 
directly to the heart of him who has had frequent occasion to 
test the paltry friendship and gossamer fidelity of mere Man. 

I married early, and was happy to find in my wife a disposition 
not uncongenial with my own. Observing my partiality for do- 
mestic pets, she lost no opportunity of procuring those of the 
most agreeable kind. We had birds, gold-fish, a fine dog, rabbits, 
a small monkey, and a cat. 

This latter was a remarkably large and beautiful animal, en- 
tirely black, and sagacious to an astonishing degree. In speaking 
of his intelligence, my wife, who at heart was not a little tinctured 
with superstition, made frequent allusion to the ancient popular 
notion, which regarded all black cats as witches in disguise. Not 
that she was ever serious upon this point— and I mention the mat- 
ter at all for no better reason that that it happens, just now, to 
be remembered. 

Pluto— this was the cat’s iiame— was my favorite pet and play- 
mate. I alone fed him, and he attended me wherever I went 
about the house. It was even with difficulty that I could prevent 
him from following me through the streets. 

Our friendship lasted, in this manner, for several years, during 
which my general temperament and character— through the in- 
strumentality of the Fiend Intemperance— had (I blush to confess 
it) experienced a radical alteration for the worse. I grew, day 
by day, more moody, more irritable, more regardless of the feel- 
ings of others. I suffered myself to use intemperate language to 
my wife. At length, I even offered her personal violence. My 
pets, of course, were made to feel the change in my disposition. 

I not only neglected, but ill-used them. For Pluto, however, I 
still retained sufficient regard to restrain me from maltreating 
him, as I made no scruple of maltreating the rabbits, the monkey, 
or even the dog, when, by accident, or through affection, they 
came in my way. But my disease grew upon me— for what disease 
is like Alcohol!— and at length even Pluto, who was now becom- 
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ing old, and consequently somewhat peevish— even Pluto began 
to experience the effects of my ill temper. 

One night, returning home, much intoxicated, from one of my 
haunts about town, I fancied that the cat avoided my presence. 
I seized him; when, in his fright at my violence, he inflicted a 
slight wound upon my hand with his teeth. The rury of a demon 
instantly possessed me. I knew myself no longer. My original soul 
seemed, at once, to take its flight from my body; and a more 
than fiendish malevolence, gin-nurtured, thrilled every fibre of 
my frame I took from my waistcoat-pocket a penknife, opened 
it, grasped the poor beast by the throat, and deliberately cut one 
of its eyes from the socket! I blush, I burn, I shudder, while 1 
pen the damnable atrocity. 

When reason returned with the morning— when I had slept 
off the fumes of the night’s debauch— I experienced a sentiment 
half of horror, half of remorse, for the crime of which I had been 
guilty, but it was, at best, a feeble and equivocal feeling, and 
the soul remained untouched. I again plunged into excess, and 
soon drowned in wine all memory of the deed. 

In the meantime the cat slowly recovered The socket of the 
lost eye presented, it is true, a frightful appearance, but he no 
longer appeared to suffer any pain. He went about the house as 
usual, but, as might be expected, fled m extreme terror at my 
approach. I had so much of my old heart left, as to be at first 
grieved by this evident dislike on the part of a creature which 
had once so loved me. But this feeling soon gave place to irrita- 
tion. And then came, as if to my final and irrevocable overthrow, 
the spirit of Perverseness. Of this spirit philosophy takes no ac- 
count. Yet I am not more sure that my soul lives, than 1 am that 
perverseness is one of the primitive impulses of the human heart 
— one of the indivisible primary faculties, or sentiments, which 
give direction to the character of Man. Who has not, a hundred 
times, found himself committing a vile or a stupid action, for 
no other reason than because he knows he should not * Have we 
not a perpetual inclination, in the teeth of our best judgment, 
to violate that which is Law, merely because we understand it 
to be such? This spirit of perverseness, I say, came to my final 
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overthrow. It was this unfathomable longing of the soul to vex 
itself — to offer violence to its own nature— to do wrong for the 
wrong’s sake only— that urged me to continue and finally to con- 
summate the injury I had inflicted upon the unoffending brute. 
One morning, in cold blood, I slipped a noose about its neck and 
hung it to the limb of a tree;— hung it with the tears streaming 
from my eyes, and with the bitterest remorse at my heart;— hung 
it because I knew that it had loved me, and because I felt it had 
given me no reason of offence;— hung it because I knew that in 
so doing I was committing a sin— a deadly sin that would so 
jeopardize my immortal soul as to place it— if such a thing were 
possible— even beyond the reach of the infinite mercy of the Most 
Merciful and Most Terrible God. 

On the night of the day on which this most cruel deed was 
done, I was aroused from sleep by the cry of fire. The curtains 
of my bed were in flames. The whole house was blazing. It was 
with great difficulty that my wife, a servant, and myself, made 
our escape from the conflagration. The destruction was com- 
plete. My entire worldly wealth was swallowed up, and I resigned 
myself thenceforward to despair. 

I am above the weakness of seeking to establish a sequence of 
cause and effect, between the disaster and the atrocity. But I am 
detailing a chain of facts— and wish not to leave even a possible 
link imperfect. On the day succeeding the fire, I visited the 
ruins The walls, with one exception, had fallen in. This excep- 
tion was found in a compartment wall, not very thick, which 
stood about the middle of the house, and against which had 
rested the head of my bed. The plastering had here, in great 
measure, resisted the action of the fire— a fact which I attributed 
to its having been recently spread. About this wall a dense crowd 
were collected, and many persons seemed to be examining a par- 
ticular portion of it with very minute and eager attention. The 
words “strangel” “singular!” and other similar expressions, ex- 
cited my curiosity. I approached and saw, as if graven in bas-relief 
upon the white surface, the figure of a gigantic cat. The impres- 
sion was given with an accuracy truly marvellous. There was a 
rope about £he animal's neck. 
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When I first beheld this apparition— for I could scarcely regard 
it as less— my wonder and my terror were extreme. But at length 
reflection came to my aid. The cat, I remembered, had been hung 
in a garden adjacent to the house. Upon the alarm of fire, this 
garden had been immediately filled by the crowd— by some one 
of whom the animal must have been cut from the tree and 
thrown, through an open window, into my chamber. This had 
probably been done with the view of arousing me from sleep. 
The falling of other walls had compressed the victim of my 
cruelty into the substance of the freshly-spread plaster; the lime 
of which, with the flames, and the ammonia from the carcass, 
had then accomplished the portraiture as I saw it. 

Although I thus readily accounted to my reason, if not alto- 
gether to my conscience, for the startling fact just detailed, it did 
not the less fail to make a deep impression upon my fancy. For 
months I could not rid myself of the phantasm of the cat; 
and, during this period, there came back into my spirit a half- 
sentiment that seemed, but was not, remorse. I went so far as to 
regret the loss of the animal, and to look about me, among the 
vile haunts which I now habitually frequented, for another pet 
of the same species, and of somewhat similar appearance, with 
which to supply its place. 

One night as I sat, half stupefied, in a den of more than in- 
famy, my attention was suddenly drawn to some black object, 
reposing upon the head of one of the immense hogsheads of gin, 
or of rum, which constituted the chief furniture of the apart- 
ment. I had been looking steadily at the top of this hogshead for 
some minutes, and what now caused me surprise was the fact 
that I had not sooner perceived the object thereupon. I ap- 
proached it, and touched it with my hand. It was a black cat— 
a very large one— fully as large as Pluto, and closely resembling 
him in every respect but one. Pluto had not a white hair upon 
any portion of his body; but this cat had a large, although indefi- 
nite splotch of white, covering nearly the whole region of the 
breast. 

Upon my touching him, he immediately arose, purred loudly, 
rubbed against my hand, and appeared delighted witjh my notice. 
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This, then, was the very creature of which I was in search. I at 
once offered to purchase it of the landlord; but this person made 
no claim to it— knew nothing of it— had never seen it before. 

I continued my caresses, and when I prepared to go home, the 
animal evinced a disposition to accompany me. I permitted it to 
do so; occasionally stooping and patting it as I proceeded. When 
it reached the house it domesticated itself at once, and became im- 
mediately a great favorite with my wife. 

For my own part, I soon found a dislike to it arising within 
me. This was just the reverse of what I had anticipated; but— I 
know not how or why it was— its evident fondness for myself 
rather disgusted and annoyed me. By slow degrees these feel- 
ings of disgust and annoyance rose into the bitterness of hatred. 
I avoided the creature; a certain sense of shame, and the remem- 
brance of my former deed of cruelty, preventing me from phys- 
ically abusing it. I did not, for some weeks, strike, or otherwise 
violently ill use it; but gradually— very gradually— I came to look 
upon it with unutterable loathing, and to flee silently from its 
odious presence, as from the breath of a pestilence. 

What added, no doubt, to my hatred of the beast, was the dis- 
covery, on the morning after I brought it home, that, like Pluto, 
it also had been deprived of one of its eyes. This circumstance, 
however, only endeared it to my wife, who, as I have already said, 
possessed, in a high degree, that humanity of feeling which had 
once been my distinguishing trait, and the source of many of my 
simplest and purest pleasures. 

With my aversion to this cat, however, its partiality for myself 
seemed to increase. It followed my footsteps with a pertinacity 
which it would be difficult to make the reader comprehend. 
Whenever I sat, it would crouch beneath my chair, or spring 
upon my knees, covering me with its loathsome caresses. If I 
arose to walk it would get between my feet and thus nearly throw 
me down, or, fastening its long and sharp claws in my dress, 
clamber, in this manner, to my breast. At such times, although 
I longed to destroy it with a blow, I was yet withheld from so 
doing, partly by a memory of my former crime, but chiefly— let me 
confess it at once— by absolute dread of the beast. 
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• * * 
This dread was not exactly a dread of physical evil— and yet 1 
Should be at a loss how otherwise to define it. I am almost ashamed 
to own— yes, even in this felon’s cell, I am almost ashamed to 
own— that the terror and horror with which the animal inspired 
me, had been heightened by one of the merest chimeras it would 
be possible to conceive. My wife had called my attention, more 
than once, to the character of the mark of white hair, of which 
I have spoken, and which constituted the sole visible differeijce 
between the strange beast and the one I had destroyed. The 
reader will remember that this mark, although large, had been 
originally very indefinite; but, by slow degrees— degrees nearly 
imperceptible, and which for a long time my reason struggled 
to reject as fanciful— it had, at length, assumed a rigorous dis- 
tinctness of outline. It was now the representation of an object 
that I shudder to name— and for this, above all, I loathed, and 
dreaded, and would have rid myself of the monster had I dared 
—it was now, I say, the image of a hideous— of a ghastly thing— 
of the Gallows 1— oh, mournful and terrible engine of Horror 
and of Crime— of Agony and of Death! 

And now was I indeed wretched beyond the wretchedness of 
mere Humanity. And a brute beast — whose fellow I had con- 
temptuously destroyed-a brute beast to work out for me-for me, 
a man fashioned in the image of the High God— so much of in- 
sufferable woe! Alas! neither by day nor by night knew I the 
blessing of rest any morel During the former the creature left 
me no moment alone, and in the latter I started hourly from 
dreams of unutterable fear to find the hot breath of the thing 
upon my face, and its vast weight— an incarnate nightmare that 
I had no power to shake off— incumbent eternally upon my heart! 

Beneath the pressure of torments such as these the feeble rem- 
nant of the good within me succumbed. Evil thoughts became 
my sole intimates-the darkest and most evil of thoughts. The 
moodiness of my usual temper increased to hatred of all things 
and of all mankind; while from the sudden, frequent, and un- 
governable outbursts of a fury to which I now blindly abandoned 
myself, my uncomplaining wife, alas, was the most usual and the 
most patient of sufferers. 
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One day she accompanied me, upon some household errand, 
into the cellar of the old building which our poverty compelled 
us to inhabit. The cat followed me down the steep stairs, and, 
nearly throwing me headlong, exasperated me to madness. Up- 
lifting an axe, and forgetting in my wrath the childish dread 
which had hitherto stayed my hand, I aimed a blow at the ani- 
mal, which, of course, would have proved instantly fatal had 
it descended as I wished. But this blow was arrested by the hand 
of my wife. Goaded by the interference into a rage more than 
demoniacal, I withdrew my arm from her grasp and buried the 
axe in her brain. She fell dead upon the spot without a groan. 

This hideous murder accomplished, I set myself forthwith, 
and with entire deliberation, to the task of concealing the body. 
I knew that I could not remove it from the house, either by day 
or by night, without the risk of being observed by the neighbors. 
Many projects entered my mind. At one period I thought of 
cutting the corpse into minute fragments, and destroying them 
by fire. At another, I resolved to dig a grave for it in the floor of 
the cellar. Again, I deliberated about casting it in the well in the 
yard— about packing it in a box, as if merchandise, with the usual 
arrangements, and so getting a porter to take it from the house. 
Finally I hit upon what I considered a far better expedient than 
either of these. I determined to wall it up in the cellar, as the 
monks of the Middle Ages are recorded to have walled up their 
victims. 

For a purpose such as this the cellar was well adapted. Its walls 
were loosely constructed, and had lately been plastered through- 
out with a rough plaster, which the dampness of the atmosphere 
had prevented from hardening. Moreover, in one of the walls was 
a projection, caused by a false chimney, or fireplace, that had 
been filled up and made to resemble the rest of the cellar. I made 
no doubt that I could readily displace the bricks at this point, 
insert the corpse, and wall the whole up as before, so that no 
eye could detect anything suspicious. 

And in this calculation I was not deceived. By means of a crow- 
bar I easily dislodged the bricks, and, having carefully deposited 
the body against the inner wall, I propped it in that position, 
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while with little trouble I relaid the whole structure as it origi- 
nally stood. Having procured mortar, sand, and hair, with every 
possible precaution, I prepared a plaster which could not be dis- 
tinguished from the old, and with this I very carefully went over 
the new brick-work. When I had finished, I felt satisfied that all 
was right. The wall did not present the slightest appearance of 
having been disturbed. The rubbish on the floor was picked up 
with the minutest care. I looked around triumphantly, and said 
to myself: "Here at least, then, my labor has not been in vain.” 

My next step was to look for the beast which had been the 
cause of so much wretchedness; for I had, at length, firmly re- 
solved to put it to death. Had I been able to meet with it at the 
moment, there could have been no doubt of its fate; but it ap- 
peared that the crafty animal had been alarmed at the violence 
of my previous anger, and forbore to present itself in my present 
mood. It is impossible to describe or to imagine the deep, the 
blissful sense of relief which the absence of the detested creature 
occasioned m my bosom. It did not make its appearance during 
the night; and thus for one night, at least, since its introduction 
into the house, I soundly and tranquilly slept; aye, slept even 
with the burden of murder upon my soul. 

The second and the third day passed, and still my tormentor 
came not. Once again I breathed as a freeman. The monster, in 
terror, had fled the premises for everl I should behold it no morel 
My happiness was supreme 1 The guilt of my dark deed disturbed 
me but little. Some few inquiries had been made, but these had 
been readily answered. Even a search had been instituted— but of 
course nothing was to be discovered. I looked upon my future 
felicity as secured. 

Upon the fourth day of the assassination, a party of the police 
came, very unexpectedly, into the house, and proceeded again to 
make rigorous investigation of the premises. Secure, however, 
in the inscrutability of my place of concealment, I felt no em- 
barrassment whatever. The officers bade me accompany them in 
their search. They left no nook or corner unexplored. At length, 
for the third or fourth time, they descended into the cellar. I 
quivered not in a muscle. My heart beat calmly as that 'of one who 
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slumbers in innocence. I walked the cellar from end to end. I 
folded my arms upon my bosom, and roamed easily to and fro. 
The police were thoroughly satisfied and prepared to depart. The 
glee at my heart was too strong to be restrained. I burned to say if 
but one word, by way of triumph, and to render doubly sure their 
assurance of my guiltlessness. 

“Gentlemen,” I said at last, as the party ascended the steps, "I 
delight to have allayed your suspicions. I wish you all health and 
a little more courtesy. By the bye, gentlemen, this— this is a very 
well-constructed house,” (in the rabid desire to say something 
easily, I scarcely knew what I uttered at all),— “I may say an 
excellently well-constructed house. These walls— are you going, 
gentlemen?— these walls are solidly put together”; and here, 
through the mere frenzy of bravado, I rapped heavily with a 
cane which I held in my hand, upon that very portion of the 
brick-work behind which stood the corpse of the wife of my 
bosom. 

But may God shield and deliver me from the fangs of the Arch- 
Fiend! No sooner had the reverberation of my blows sunk into 
silence, than I was answered by a voice from within the tomb I— 
by a cry, at first muffled and broken, like the sobbing of a child, 
and then quickly swelling into one long, loud, and continuous 
scream, utterly anomalous and inhuman— a howl— a wailing 
shriek, half of horror and half of triumph, such as might have 
arisen only out of hell, conjointly from the throats of the damned 
in their agony and of the demons that exult in the damnation. 

Of my own thoughts it is folly to speak. Swooning, I staggered 
to the opposite wall. For one instant the party on the stairs re- 
mained motionless, through extremity of terror and awe. In the 
next a dozen stout arms were toiling at the wall. It fell bodily. 
The corpse, already greatly decayed and clotted with gore, stood 
erect before the eyes of the spectators. Upon its head, with red 
extended mouth and solitary eye of fire, sat the hideous beast 
whose craft had seduced me into murder, and whose informing 
voice had consigned me to the hangman. I had walled the monster 
up within the tomb. 
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of course I shall not pretend to consider it any matter tor 
wonder, that the extraordinary case of M. Valdemar has excited 
discussion. It would have been a miracle had it not— especially 
under the circumstances. Through the desire of all parties con- 
cerned, to keep the affair from the public, at least for the present, 
or until we had further opportunities for investigation— through 
our endeavors to effect this— a garbled or exaggerated account 
made its way into society, and became the source of many un- 
pleasant misrepresentations; and, very naturally, of a great deal 
of disbelief. 

It is now rendered necessary that I give the facts — as far as I 
comprehend them myself. They are, succinctly, these: 

My attention, for the last three years, had been repeatedly 
drawn to the subject of Mesmerism; and, about nine months ago, 
it occurred to me, quite suddenly, that in the series of experi- 
ments made hitherto, there had been a very remarkable and most 
unaccountable omission:— no person had as yet been mesmerized 
in articulo mortis. It remained to be seen, first, whether, in such 
condition, there existed in the patient any susceptibility to the 
magnetic influence; secondly, whether, if any existed, it was 
impaired or increased by the condition; thirdly, to what extent, 
or for how long a period, the encroachments of Death might be 
arrested by the process. There were other points to be ascertained, 
but these most excited my curiosity— the last in especial, from 
the immensely important character of its consequences. 

In looking around me for some object by whose means I might 
test these particulars, I was brought to think of my friend, M. 
Ernest Valdemar, the well-known compiler of the “Bibliotheca 
Forensica," and author (under the nom de plume of Issachar 
Marx) of the Polish versions of “Wallenstein” and “Gargantua/ 
M. Valdemar, who has resided principally at Harlem, N. Y., since 
the 'rear of 1839, is (or was) particularly noticeable- for the ex- 
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treme spareness of his person— his lower limbs much resembling 
those of John Pandolph; and, also, for the whiteness of his whisk- 
ers, in violent contrast to the blackness of his hair— the latter, in 
consequence, being very generally mistaken for a wig. His tem- 
perament was markedly nervous, and rendered him a good sub 
ject for mesmeric experiment. On two or three occasions I had 
put him to sleep with little difficulty, but was disappointed in 
other results which his peculiar constitution had naturally led 
me to anticipate. His will was at no period positively, or thor- 
oughly, under my control, and in regard to clairvoyance, I 
could accomplish with him nothing to be relied upon. I always 
attributed my failure at these points to the disordered stale 
of his health. For some months previous to my becoming ac- 
quainted with him, h:s physicians had declared him in a con- 
firmed phthisis. It was his custom, indeed, to speak calmly of his 
approaching dissolution, as of a matter neither to be avoided 
nor regretted. 

When the ideas to which I have alluded first occurred to me, 
it was of course very natural that I should think of M. Valdemar. 
I knew the steady philosophy of the man too well to apprehend 
any scruples from him ; and he had no relatives in America who 
would be likely to interfere. I spoke to him frankly upon the 
subject; and, to my surprise, his interest seemed vividly excited. 

I say to my surprise; for, although he had always yielded his 
person freely to my experiments, he had never before given me 
any tokens of sympathy with what I did. His disease was of that 
character which would admit of exact calculation in respect to 
the epoch of its termination in death; and it was finally arranged 
between us that he would send for me about twenty-four hours 
before the period announced by his physicians as that of his 
decease. 

It is now rather more than seven months since I received, from 
M. Valdemar himself, the subjoined note: 

“My Dear P 

“You may as well come now. D — and F are agreed that 

I cannot hold out beyond to-morrow midnight; and I think they, 
have hit the time very nearly. Valdemar” 
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I received this note within half an hour after it was written, and 
in fifteen minutes more I was in the dying man’s chamber. I had 
not seen him for ten days, and was appalled by the fearful altera- 
tion which the brief interval had wrought in him. His face wore 
a leaden hue; the eyes were utterly lustreless; and the emaciation 
was so extreme, that the skin had been broken through by the 
cheek-bones. His expectoration was excessive. The pulse was 
barely perceptible. He retained, nevertheless, in a very remark- 
able manner, both his mental power and a certain degree of 
physical strength. He spoke with distinctness— took some pal- 
liative medicines without aid— and, when I entered the room, 
was occupied in penciling memoranda in a pocket-book. He was 

propped up in bed by pillows. Doctors D and F were 

in attendance. 

After pressing Valdemar’s hand, I took these gentlemen aside, 
and obtained from them a minute account of the patient’s con- 
dition. The left lung had been for eighteen months in a semi- 
osseous or cartilaginous state, and was, of course, entirely useless 
for all purposes of vitality. The right, in its upper portion, was 
also partially, if not thoroughly, ossified, while the lower region 
was merely a mass of purulent tubercles, running one into an- 
other. Several extensive perforations existed; and, at one point, 
permanent adhesion to the ribs had taken place. These appear- 
ances in the right lobe were of comparatively recent date. The 
ossification had proceeded with very unusual rapidity; no sign 
of it had been discovered a month before, and the adhesion had 
only been observed during the three previous days. Independ- 
ently of the phthisis, the patient was suspected of aneurism ot 
the aorta; but on this point the osseous symptoms rendered an 
exact diagnosis impossible. It was the opinion of both physicians 
that M. Valdemar would die about midnight on the morrow 
(Sunday). It was then seven o’clock on Saturday evening. 

On quitting the invalid’s bedside to hold conversation with 
myself. Doctors D — and F — had bidden him a final farewell. 
It had not been their intention to return; but, at my request, 
they agreed to look in upon the patient about ten the next night. 

"When they had gone, I spoke freely with M. Valdemar on the 
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subject of his approaching dissolution, as well as, more particu- 
larly, of the experiment proposed. He still professed himself 
quite willing and even anxious to have it made, and urged me 
to commence it at once. A male and a female nurse were in at- 
tendance; but I did not feel myself altogether at liberty to engage 
in a task of this character with no more reliable witnesses than 
these people, in case of sudden accident, might prove. I there- 
fore postponed operations until about eight the next night, when 
the arrival of a medical student, with whom I had some acquaint- 
ance (Mr. Theodore L 1), relieved me from further embar- 

rassment. It had been my design, originally, to wait for the 
physicians; but I was induced to proceed, first, by the urgent 
entreaties of M. Valdemar, and secondly, by my conviction that 
I had not a moment to lose, as he was evidently sinking fast. 

Mr. L — 1 was so kind as to accede to my desire that he would 
take notes of all that occurred; and it is from his memoranda that 
what I now have to relate is, for the most part, either condensed 
or copied verbatim. 

It wanted about five minutes of eight when, taking the pa- 
tient’s hand, I begged him to state, as distinctly as he could, to 
Mr. L — 1, whether he (M. Valdemar) was entirely willing that 
I should make the experiment of mesmerizing him in his then 
condition. 

He replied feebly, yet quite audibly: “Yes, I wish to be mes- 
merized’’— adding immediately afterward: “I fear you have de- 
ferred it too long.” 

While he spoke thus, I commenced the passes which I had 
already found most effectual in subduing him. He was evidently 
influenced with the first lateral stroke of my hand across his fore- 
head; but, although I exerted all my powers, no further per- 
ceptible effect was induced until some minutes after ten o’clock, 

when Doctors D and F called, according to appointment. 

I explained to them, in a few words, what I designed, and as 
they opposed no objection, saying that the patient was already in 
the death agony, I proceeded without hesitation— exchanging, 
however, the lateral passes for downward ones, and directing my 
gaze entirely into the right eye of the sufferer. 
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By this time his pulse was imperceptible and his breathing 
was stertorous, and at intervals of half a minute. 

This condition was nearly unaltered for a quarter of an hour. 
At the expiration of this period, however, a natural although a 
very deep sigh escaped from the bosom of the dying man, and 
the stertorous breathing ceased— that is to say, its stertorousness 
was no longer apparent; the intervals were undiminished. The 
patient’s extremities were of an icy coldness. , 

At five minutes before eleven, I perceived unequivocal signs 
of the mesmeric influence. The glassy roll of the eye was changed 
for that expression of uneasy inward examination which is never 
seen except in cases of sleep-waking, and which it is quite im- 
possible to mistake. With a few rapid lateral passes I made the 
lids quiver, as in incipient sleep, and with a few more I closed 
them altogether. I was not satisfied, however, with this, but con- 
tinued the manipulations vigorously, and with the fullest exer- 
tion of the will, until I had completely stiffened the limbs of the 
slumberer, after placing them in a seemingly easy position. The 
legs were at full length; the arms were nearly so, and reposed on 
the bed at a moderate distance from the loins. The head was very 
slightly elevated. 

When I had accomplished this, it was fully midnight, and I 
requested the gentlemen present to examine M. Valdemar’s con- 
dition. After a few experiments, they admitted him to be in an 
unusually perfect state of mesmeric trance. The curiosity of both 

the physicians was greatly excited. Dr. D resolved at once 

to remain with the patient all night, while Dr. F — took leave 

with a promise to return at daybreak. Mr. L 1 and the nurses 

remained. 

We left M. Valdemar entirely undisturbed until about three 
o’clock in the morning, when I approached him and found him 

in precisely the same condition as when Dr. F went away 

—that is to say, he lay in the same position; the pulse was imper- 
ceptible; the breathing was gentle (scarcely noticeable, unless 
through the application of a mirror to the lips); the eyes were 
closed naturally; and the limbs were as rigid and as cold as 
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marble. Still, the general appearance was certainly not that of 
death. 

As I approached M. Valdemar I made a kind of half effort to 
influence his right arm into pursuit of my own, as I passed the 
latter gently to and fro above his person. In such experiments 
with this patient, I had never perfectly succeeded before, and 
assuredly I had little thought of succeeding now; but to my as- 
tqnishment, his arm very readily, although feebly, followed every 
direction I assigned it with mine. I determined to hazard a few 
words of conversation. 

“M. Valdemar,” I said, ‘‘are you asleep?” He made no answer, 
but I perceived a tremor about the lips, and was thus induced 
to repeat the question, again and again. At its third repetition, 
his whole frame was agitated by a very slight shivering; the eye- 
lids unclosed themselves so far as to display a white line of a 
ball; the lips moved sluggishly, and from between them, in a 
barely audible whisper, issued the words: 

“Yes;— asleep now. Do not wake me!— let me die so!” 

I here felt the limbs, and found them as rigid as ever. The 
right arm, as before, obeyed the direction of my hand. I ques- 
tioned the sleep-waker again: 

"Do you still feel pain in the breast, M. Valdemar?” 

The answer now was immediate, but even less audible than 
before: 

“No pain— I am dying!” 

I did not think it advisable to disturb him further just then, 

and nothing more was said or done until the arrival of Dr. F , 

who came a little before sunrise, and expressed unbounded as- 
tonishment at finding the patient still alive. After feeling the 
pulse and applying a mirror to the lips, he requested me to speak 
to the sleep-waker again. I did so, saying; 

“M. Valdemar, do you still sleep?” 

As before, some minutes elapsed ere a reply was made; and 
during the interval the dying man seemed to be collecting his 
energies to speak. At my fourth repetition of the question, he 
said very faintly, almost inaudibly: 

“Yes; still asleep— dying.” 
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It was now the opinion, or rather the wish, of the physicians 
that M. Valdemar should be suffered to remain undisturbed i« 
his present apparently tranquil condition, until death should 
supervene— and this, it was generally agreed, must now take place 
within a few minutes. I concluded, however, to speak to him once 
more, and merely repeated my previous question. 

While I spoke, there came a marked change over the coun- 
tenance of the sleep-waker. The eyes rolled themselves slowly 
open, the pupils disappearing upwardly; the skin generally as- 
sumed a cadaverous hue, resembling not so much parchment as 
white paper; and the circular hectic spots which, hitherto, had 
been strongly defined in the centre of each cheek, went out at 
once. I use this expression, because the suddenness of their de- 
parture put me in mind of nothing so much as the extinguish- 
ment of a candle by a puff of the breath. The upper lip, at the 
same time, writhed itself away from the teeth, which it had 
previously covered completely; while the lower jaw fell with an 
audible jerk, leaving the mouth widely extended, and disclosing 
in full view the swollen and blackened tongue. I presume that 
no member of the party then present had been unaccustomed to 
death-bed horrors; but so hideous beyond conception was the 
appearance of M. Valdemar at this moment, that there was a 
general shrinking back from the region of the bed. 

I now feel that I have reached a point of this narrative at 
which every reader will be startled into positive disbelief. It is 
my business, however, simply to proceed. 

There was no longer the faintest sign of vitality m M Val 
demar; and concluding him to be dead, we were consigning him 
to the charge of the nurses, when a strong vibratory motion was 
observable in the tongue. This continued for perhaps a minute. 
At the expiration of this period, there issued from the distended 
and motionless jaws a voice— such as it would be madness in me 
to attempt describing. There are, indeed, two or three epithets 
which might be considered as applicable to it in part; I might 
say, for example, that the sound was harsh, and broken and hol- 
low; but the hideous whole is indescribable, for the simple reason 
that no similar sounds have ever jarred upon the ear of humanity. 
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There were two particulars, nevertheless, which I thought then, 
and still think, might fairly be stated as characteristic of the in- 
tonation— as well adapted to convey some idea of its unearthly 
peculiarity. In the first place, the voice seemed to reach our ears 
—at least mine— from a vast distance, or from some deep cavern 
within the earth. In the second place, it impressed me (I fear, in- 
deed, that it will be impossible to make myself comprehended) 
as gelatinous or glutinous matters impress the sense of touch. 

* I have spoken both of “sound” and of “voice.” I mean to say 
that the sound was one of distinct— of even wonderfully, thrill- 
ingly distinct— syllabification. M. Valdemar spoke — obviously in 
reply to the question I had propounded to him a few minutes 
before. I had asked him, it will be remembered, if he still slept. 
He now said: 

"Yes;— no;— I have been sleeping— and now— now — I am dead." 

No person present even affected to deny, or attempted to re- 
press, the unutterable, shuddering horror which these few words, 

thus uttered, were so well calculated to convey. Mr. L 1 (the 

student) swooned. The nurses immediately left the chamber, and 
could not be induced to return. My own impressions I would not 
pretend to render intelligible to the reader. For nearly an hour, 
we busied ourselves, silently— without the utterance of a word 

—in endeavors to revive Mr. L 1. When he came to himself, we 

addressed ourselves again to an investigation of M. Valdemar’s 
condition. 

It remained in all respects as I have last described it, with the 
exception that the mirror no longer afforded evidence of respira- 
tion. An attempt to draw blood from the arm failed. I should 
mention, too, that this limb was no further subject to my will. I 
endeavored in vain to make it follow the direction of my hand. 
The only real indication, indeed, of the mesmeric influence, was 
now found in the vibratory movement of the tongue, whenever 
I addressed M. Valdemar a question. He seemed to be making 
an effort to reply, but had no longer sufficient volition. To 
queries put to him by any other person than myself he seemed 
utterly insensible— although I endeavored to place each member 
of the company in mesmeric rapport with him. I believe that I 
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have now related all that is necessary to an understanding of the 
sleep-waker’s state at this epoch. Other nurses were procured: 
and at ten o’clock I left the house in company with the two phy- 
sicians and Mr. L 1. 

In the afternoon we all called again to see the patient. His con- 
dition remained precisely the same. We had now some discussion 
as to the propriety and feasibility of awakening him; but we had 
little difficulty in agreeing that no good purpose would be served 
by so doing. It was evident that, so far, death (or what is usually 
termed death) had been arrested by the mesmeric process. It 
seemed clear to us all that to awaken M. Valdemar would be 
merely to insure his instant, or at least his speedy, dissolution. 

From this period until the close of last week — an interval of 
nearly seven months— we continued to make daily calls at M. 
Valdemar's house, accompanied, now and then, by medical and 
other friends. All this time the sleep-waker remained exactly as 
I have last described him. The nurses’ attentions were continual. 

It was on Friday last that we finally resolved to make the ex- 
periment of awakening, or attempting to awaken him; and it is 
the (perhaps) unfortunate result of this latter experiment which 
has given rise to so much discussion in private circles— to so much 
of what I cannot help thinking unwarranted popular feeling. 

For the purpose of relieving M. Valdemar from the mesmeric 
trance, I made use of the customary passes. These for a time were 
unsuccessful. The first indication of xevival was afforded by a 
partial descent of the iris. It was observed, as especially remark- 
able, that this lowering of the pupil was accompanied by the 
profuse out-flowing of a yellowish ichor (from beneath the lids) 
of a pungent and highly offensive odor. 

It was now suggested that I should attempt to influence the 
patient’s arm as heretofore. I made the attempt and failed Dr. 

F then intimated a desire to have me put a question. I did 

so, as follows: 

“M. Valdemar, can you explain to us what are your feelings or 
wishes now?” 

There was an instant return of the hectic circles on the cheeks* 
the tongue quivered, or rather rolled violently in the mouth 
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(although the jaws and lips remained rigid as before), and at 
length the same hideous voice which I have already described, 
broke forth: 

“For God’s sake!— quickl— quick!— put me to sleep— or, quick! 
—waken me!— quick !— Isay to you that I am dead!" 

I was thoroughly unnerved, and for an instant remained unde- 
cided what to do. At first I made an endeavor to recompose the 
patient; but, failing in this through total abeyance of the will, 
I Retraced my steps and as earnestly struggled to awaken him. In 
this attempt I soon saw that I should be successful— or at least I 
soon fancied that my success would be complete— and I am sure 
that all in the room were prepared to see the patient awaken. 

For what really occurred, however, it is quite impossible that 
any human being could have been prepared. 

As I rapidly made the mesmeric passes, amid ejaculations of 
“dead! dead!” absolutely bursting from the tongue and not from 
the lips of the sufferer, his whole frame at once— within the space 
of a single minute, or less, shrunk— crumbled— absolutely rotted 
away beneath my hands. Upon the bed, before that whole com 
pany, there lay a nearly liquid mass of loathsome— of detestable 
putrescence. 



WILKIE COLLINS 


1814-1889 

A Terribly Strange Bed 


Although Poe was the originator of the short mystery story, tt was Wilkie Collins 
who, with The Moonstone, produced the first full-length detective novel . He was 
a fairly prolific writer, but, aside from The Moonstone and The Woman in White, 
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shortly after my education at college was finished, I hap- 
pened to be staying at Paris with an English friend. We were 
both young, and lived rather a wild life. 

One night I said to my friend, "Let us go somewhere where 
we can see a little genuine gambling, with no false glitter thrown 
over it. Let us get away from fashionable Frascati’s to a house 
where they don’t mind letting in a man with a ragged coat." 

"Very well,” said he, “we needn’t go out of the Palais Royal 
to find the sort of company you want. Here’s the place just before 
us; as blackguard a place as you could possibly want to see.” 

Entering the house, we went upstairs, left our hats and sticks 
with the doorkeeper and were admitted into the chief gambling 
room. We had come to see blackguards, but the people assem- 
bled there were something worse, and the quiet of the room was 
horrible. The thin, haggard, long-haired young man, whose 
sunken eyes fiercely watched the turning up of the cards, never 
spoke; the flabby, fat-faced pimply player, who pricked his piece 
of pasteboard perseveringly, to register how often black won, 
and how often red— never spoke; the dirty, wrinkled, old man, 
with the vulture eyes and the darned greatcoat, who had lost his 
last sou, and still looked on desperately, after he could play no 
longer— never spoke. Even the voice of the croupier sounded as 
if it were dulled and thickened by the atmosphere of the room. 
I had entered the place to laugh, but I soon found it necessary 
to take refuge in excitement from the depression of spirits which 
began to steal on me. 

I sought the nearest excitement by going to the table, and be- 
ginning to play. Unfortunately, as the event will show, I won— 
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won prodigiously; won incredibly; won at such a rate that the 
regular players at the table crowded round me; and staring at 
my stakes with hungry, superstitious eyes, whispered to one 
another that the English stranger was going to break the bank. 

The game was Rouge et Noir. I had played it in every city in 
Europe, but a gambler, in the strict sense of the word, I had 
never been. My gaming was a mere idle amusement. I never 
practised it so incessantly as to lose more than I could afford, or 
’ to gain more than I could pocket without being thrown off my 
balance by my good luck. 

On this occasion it was very different— now, for the first time 
in my life I felt what the passion of play really was. My success 
first bewildered, and then intoxicated me. Incredible as it may 
appear, I only lost when I attempted to estimate chances, and 
played according to previous calculation. If I left everything to 
luck, and staked without any care or consideration, I was sure 
to win— to win in the face of every recognized probability in 
favour of the bank. 

Time after time, I staked higher, and still won. The excite- 
ment in the room rose to fever pitch. The silence was interrupted 
by muttered oaths every time the gold was shovelled across to 
my side of the table— until the imperturbable croupier dashed 
his rake on the floor in a fury of astonishment at my success. 
Only one man present preserved his self-possession; and that man 
was my friend. He came to my side, and whispering in English, 
begged me to leave the place satisfied with what I had already 
gained. He repeated his warnings and entreaties several times; 
and only left me and went away after I had rejected his advice 
(for I was to all intents and purposes gambling drunk) in terms 
which rendered it impossible for him to address me again that 
night. 

Shortly after he had gone, a hoarse voice behind me cried; 
“Permit me, my dear sir! permit me to restore to their proper 
place two Napoleons which you have dropped. Wonderful luck, 
sirl I pledge you my word of honour as an old soldier, in the 
course of my long experience in this sort of thing, I never saw 
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such luck as yours— never! Go on, sir. Sacr6 mille bombes! Go on 
boldly, and break the bank!” 

Turning round I saw, nodding and smiling at me with invet- 
erate civility, a tall man, dressed in a frogged and braided surtout. 
If I had been in my senses, I should have considered him as being 
rather a suspicious specimen of an old soldier. He had goggling 
blood-shot eyes, mangy mustachios, a broken nose, and the 
dirtiest pair of hands I ever saw— even in France. However, in 
the reckless triumph of that moment, I was ready to fraternize 
with anybody who encouraged me in my game. I accepted the 
old soldier’s offered pinch of snuff; clapped him on the back, 
and swore he was the most glorious relic of the Grand Army 
that I had met. 

"Go on,” cried my military friend, snapping his fingers in 
ecstasy— "Go on, and win! Break the bank. Mille tonnerres! My 
gallant English comrade, break the bank!” 

And I did go on— went on at such a rate, that in another quarter 
of an hour the croupier called out: “Gentlemen! The bank has 
discontinued for tonight.” All the notes, and all the gold in that 
"bank” now lay in a heap under my hands. 

“Tie up the money in your pocket-handkerchief, my worthy 
sir,” said the old soldier, as I plunged my hands into my heap of 
gold. "Tie it up, as we used to tie up a bit of dinner in the Grand 
Army: your winnings are too heavy for any breeches pocket that 
ever was sewed. There, that’s it!— shovel them in, notes and all! 
Cr&lie! what luck! Now then, sir— two tight double knots each 
way with your honourable permission, and the money’s safe. 
Feel it! feel it, fortunate sir! hard and round as a cannon ball. 
Ah! bah! if they had only fired such cannon balls at us at Auster- 
litz. Nom d’une pipe ... if they only had! And now as an an- 
cient grenadier, what remains for me to do? Simply this: to 
entreat my valued English friend to drink a bottle of champagne 
with me, before we part.” 

"Excellent! Champagne by all means!” 

“Bravo! the Englishman; another glass. Ah! bah!— the bottle 
is emptyl Never mind! Vive le vin! I, the old soldier, order an- 
other bottle, and half a pound of bon-bons with it.” 
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“No, no, ex-brave; your bottle last time; my bottle this. Toast 
away! The French Army!— the great Napoleon!— the present com- 
pany!” 

By the time the second bottle of champagne was emptied, I 
felt as if I had been drinking liquid fire— my brain seemed all 
a-flame. "Ex-brave of the French Army!” cried I, in a mad state 
of exhilaration, “I am on firel Let us have a third bottle of cham 
pagne to put the flame out!” 

The old soldier placed his dirty forefinger by the side of his 
broken nose; and solemnly ejaculated, “Coffee! 

“Listen, my dear sir, to an old soldier’s advice. Coffee will help 
to rid you of your exaltation of spirits before going home. With 
all that money it is a sacred duty to yourself to have your wits 
about you. You are known to be a winner to an enormous extent 
by several gentlemen present tonight, who are in many ways 
worthy and excellent fellows; but they are mortal men, my dear 
sir, and they have their amiable weaknesses!” 

As the ex-brave ended, the coffee came in, ready poured out 
in two cups. My attentive friend handed me one of the cups with 
a bow. I was parched with thirst, and drank it at a draught. Al- 
most instantly afterwards, I was seized with a fit of giddiness, and 
felt more completely intoxicated than ever. I rose from my 
chair, holding on by the table to keep my balance; and stam- 
mered out that I felt unwell— so unwell that I did not know how 
I was to get home. 

“My dear friend,” answered the old soldier, “it would be mad 
ness to go home in your present state; you would be sure to lose 
your money; you might be robbed and murdered with the greatest 
ease 1 am going to sleep here; do you sleep here, too— they make 
up capital beds in this house— take one; sleep off the effects of 
the wine, and go home safely with your winnings tomorrow— to- 
morrow in broad daylight.” 

I had but two ideas left— one, that I must never let go of my 
handkerchief full of money; the other, that I must lie down 
somewhere immediately, and fall into a comfortable sleep. So I 
agreed to the proposal about the bed, and preceded by the 
croupier, we passed along some passages and up a flight of stair* 
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into the bedroom which I was to occupy. The ex-brave shook me 
warmly by the hand; proposed that we should breakfast together, 
and then, followed by the croupier, left me for the night. 

I ran to the washstand; drank some of the water in my jug; 
poured the rest out, plunged my face into it, then sat down in a 
chair and tried to compose myself. I soon felt better. The change 
for my lungs, from the fetid atmosphere of the gambling room 
to the cool air of the apartment I now occupied; the almost 
equally refreshing change for my eyes, from the glaring gas-lights 
of the “Salon” to the dim, quiet flicker of one bedroom candle, 
aided wonderfully the restorative effects of cold water. The giddi- 
ness left me, and I began to feel more like a reasonable being. My 
first thought was the risk of sleeping all night in a gambling 
house; my second, of the still greater risk of trying to get out 
after the house was closed, and of going home alone at night, 
through the streets of Paris, with a large sum of money about me. 
I had slept in worse places than this on my travels, so I deter- 
mined to lock my door, and take my chance till the next morning. 

Accordingly I looked under the bed and into the cupboard; 
tried the fastening of the window; and then, satisfied that I had 
taken every proper precaution, pulled off my upper clothing, put 
my light, which was a dim one, on the hearth among a feathery 
litter of wood ashes, and got into bed with the handkerchief full 
of money under my pillow. 

I soon felt not only that I could not go to sleep, but that I 
could not even close my eyes. I was wide awake and every one of 
my senses seemed to be preternaturally sharpened. I raised my- 
self on my elbow, and looked about the room— which was bright- 
ened by a lovely moonlight pouring through the window— to see 
if it contained any pictures or ornaments that I could at all clearly 
distinguish. While my eyes wandered from wall to wall, a re- 
membrance of Le Maistre’s delightful little book " Voyage autour 
de ma Chambre ” occurred to me. I resolved to imitate the French 
author, and find occupation and amusement enough to beguile 
the tedium of my wakefulness, by making a mental inventory of 
every article of furniture I could see, and by following to their 
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sources the multitude of associations which even a chair, a table, 
or a washstand may be able to call forth. 

In the nervous, unsettled state of my mind at that moment, 1 
found it much easier to make my inventory than to make my 
reflections and thereupon soon gave up all hope of thinking in 
Le Maistre’s fanciful track— or, indeed, of thinking at all. I 
looked about the room at the different articles of furniture, and 
did nothing more. 

There was, first, the bed I was lying in: a four-post bed, with 
the regular top lined with chintz— the regular fringed valance 
all round— the regular stifling unwholesome curtains, which I 
remembered having mechanically drawn back against the posts 
when I first got into the room. There was the marble-topped 
washstand, from which the water I had spilt, in my hurry to 
pour it out, was still dripping, slowly and more slowly, on to the 
brick floor. Then two small chairs, with my coat, waistcoat, and 
trousers flung on them. Then a large elbow chair, covered with 
dirty-white dimity, with my cravat and shirt collar thrown over 
the back. Then a chest of drawers with two of the brass handles 
off, and a tawdry, broken china inkstand placed on it by way 
of ornament. Then the dressing table, with a small looking-glass, 
and a large pincushion. Then the window— an unusually large 
window. Then a dark old picture, which the feeble candle dimly 
showed me. It was the picture of a fellow in a high Spanish hat, 
crowned with a plume of towering feathers. A swarthy, sinister 
ruffian, looking upward— it might be at some tall gallows on 
which he was going to be hanged. At any rate, he had the appear- 
ance of thoroughly deserving it. 

This picture put a kind of constraint upon me to look up- 
ward too— at the top of the bed. It was a gloomy and not an in- 
teresting object, and I looked back at the picture. I counted 
the feathers in the man’s hat— they stood out in relief— three 
white, two green. I observed the crown of his hat, which was of 
a conical shape, according to the fashion supposed to have been 
favoured by Guy Fawkes. I wondered what he could be looking 
up at. It must be the high gallows, and he was going to be hanged 
presently. Would the executioner come into possession of his 
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conical crowned hat and plume of feathers? I counted the feathers 
again— three white and two green. 

While I still lingered over this very improving and intellectual 
employment, my thoughts insensibly began to wander. I became 
absorbed in past scenes; but suddenly, in an instant, the thread 
on which my memories hung, snapped. My attention came back 
to present things more vividly than ever, and I found myself 
looking hard at the picture. 

Looking at what? 

Good God, the man had pulled his hat down on liis brows! 
No!— the hat itself was gone! Where was the conical crown? 
Where the feathers— three white, two green? Not there! In the 
place of the hat and feathers, what dusky object was it that now 
bid his forehead, his eyes, his shading hand? 

Was the bed moving? 

I turned on my back and looked up. Was I mad? drunk? dream- 
ing? giddy again? or was the top of the bed really moving down 
— sinking »lowly, regularly, silently, horribly, right down through- 
out the whole of its length and breadth— right down upon me, 
as I lay underneath? 

A deadly, paralyzing coldness stole over me. I turned my head 
on the pillow, determined to test whether the bed-top was really 
moving or not, by keeping my eye on the man in the picture. 

The next look in that direction was enough. The dull, black, 
frowsy outline of the valance above me was within an inch of 
being parallel with his waist. I still looked breathlessly. Steadily 
and slowly— very slowly— I saw the figure, and the line of frame 
below the figure, vanish, as the valance moved down before it. 

I am, constitutionally, anything but timid. I have been on 
more than one occasion in peril of my life, and have not lost my 
self-possession for an instant; but when the conviction first set- 
tled on my mind that the bed-top was actually moving, was 
steadily and continuously sinking down upon me, I looked up 
shuddering, helpless, panic-stricken, beneath the hideous ma- 
chinery for murder, which was advancing closer and closer, to 
suffocate me where I lay. 

Motionless, speechless, breathless, I lay. The candle, fully 
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spent, went out; but the moonlight still brightened the room. 
Down and down, without pausing and without a sound, came 
the bed-top, and still my panic terror seemed to bind me faster 
and faster to the mattress on which I lay— down and down it sank, 
till the dusty odour from the lining of the canopy came stealing 
into my nostrils. 

At that final moment the instinct of self-preservation startled 
jne out of my trance, and I moved. There was just room for me 
to roll myself sideways off the bed. As I dropped noiselessly to 
the floor, the edge of the murderous canopy touched roe on the 
shoulder. 

Without stopping to draw my breath, without wiping the cold 
sweat from my face, I rose instantly on my knees to watch the 
bed-top. I was literally spell-bound by it. 

It descended— the whole canopy with the fringe round it, rame 
down— down— close down; so close that there was not room now 
to squeeze my finger between the bed-top and the bed. I felt at 
the sides and discovered that what had appeared to me from be- 
neath to be the ordinary light canopy of a four-post bed, was in 
reality a thick broad mattress, the substance of which was con- 
cealed by the valance and its fringe. I looked up and saw the 
four posts rising hideously bare. In the middle of the bed-top 
was a huge wooden screw that had evidently worked it down 
through a hole in the ceiling, in the way ordinary presses are 
worked down on to the substance selected for compression. The 
apparatus moved without making the faintest noise. There had 
been no creaking as it came down. Still, as I looked on it, I could 
not move, I could hardly breathe, but I began to recover the 
power of thinking, and in a moment had discovered in all its 
horror the murderous conspiracy framed against me. 

My cup of coffee had been drugged, but— drugged too strongly. 
I had been saved from being smothered by having taken an 
overdose of some narcotic. How I had chafed and fretted at the 
fever-fit which had preserved my life by keeping me awakel How 
recklessly I had confided myself to the two wretches who had 
led me into this room, determined, for the sake of my winnings. 
to kill me in my sleep by the surest and most horrible contrivance 
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for secretly accomplishing my destruction! How many men, win- 
ners like me, had slept, as I had proposed to sleep, in that bed, 
and had never been seen or heard of more? 

Ere long, all thought was suspended by the sight of the mur- 
derous canopy moving once more. After it had remained on the 
bed— as nearly as I could guess— about ten minutes, it began to 
move up again. The villains who worked it from above evidently 
believed that their purpose was accomplished. Slowly and silently, 
as it had descended, that horrible bed-top rose towards its former 
place. When it reached the upper extremities of the four posts, 
it reached the ceiling too. Neither hole nor screw could be seen; 
the bed became in appearance an ordinary bed again— the canopy 
an ordinary canopy. 

Now, for the first time I was able to move, to rise from my 
knees, to dress myself, and to consider how I should escape. If 
I betrayed by the smallest noise that the attempt to suffocate 
me had failed, I was certain to be murdered. Had I made any 
noise already? I listened intently, looking towards the door. 

No! No footsteps in the passage outside— no sound of a tread 
light or heavy. In the room above— absolute silence. Besides lock- 
ing and bolting my door, I had moved an old wooden chest 
against it. To remove this chest— my blood ran cold as imagina- 
tion suggested what might be its contents— without making some 
disturbance was impossible; and moreover, to think of escaping 
through the house, now barred up for the night, would be sheer 
insanity. One chance was left me— the window. I stole to it on 
tiptoe. 

My bedroom was on the first floor, above an entresol, and 
x>ked into the back street. I raised my hand to open the win- 
dow, knowing that on that action hung, by the merest hair’s 
breadth, my chance of safety— for they keep vigilant watch in a 
House of Murder. If any part of the frame cracked, if the hinge 
creaked, I was a lost man! It must have occupied me at least five 
minutes, reckoning by time— five hours, reckoning by suspense 
—to open that window. I succeeded in doing it silently— in doing 
it with the dexterity of a house-breaker— and then looked down 
into the street. To leap the distance beneath me would be almost 
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certain destruction. Next, I looked at the sides of the house. 
Down the left ran a thick water-pipe— it passed close to the outer 
edge of the window. 

To some the means of escape which I had discovered might 
have seemed difficult— to me the prospect of slipping down the 
pipe into the street did not suggest even a thought of peril. 

I had already got one leg over the sill, when I remembered the 
handkerchief, filled with money, under my pillow. I could well 
have afforded to leave it behind me, but I was determined that 
the miscreants of the gambling-house should miss their plunder 
as well as their victim. I went back to the bed therefore and tied 
the heavy handkerchief at my back by my cravat. 

Just as I had made it tight and fixed in a comfortable place, 
I thought I heard a sound of breathing outside the door. The 
chill feeling of horror ran through me again as I listened. Nol 
Dead silence still in the passage— I had only heard the night air 
blowing softly into the room. The next moment I was on the 
window-sill— and the next I had a firm grip on the water-pipe. 

I slid down into the street easily and quietly, as I thought I 
should, and immediately set off at the top of my speed to a branch 
Prefecture of Police, which I knew was in the immediate neigh- 
bourhood. A Sub-prefect and several of his subordinates were up. 
But, when I began my story, in a breathless hurry and very bad 
French, I could see that the Sub-prefect suspected me of being 
a drunken Englishman who had been robbed. He soon altered 
his opinion, and before I had concluded, he shoved the papers 
before him into a drawer, put on his hat, supplied me with an- 
other (for I was bareheaded) and ordered a file of soldiers, desired 
his expert followers to get ready all sorts of tools for breaking 
open doors and ripping up brick flooring, and took my arm, in 
the most friendly and familiar manner possible, to lead me with 
him out of the house. 

Sentinels were placed at the back and front of the house the 
moment we got to it; a tremendous battery of knocks was directed 
against the door; a light appeared at a window; I was told to 
conceal myself behind the police— then came more knocks, and 
a cry of "Open in the name of the law!" At that terrible sum- 
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mons bolts and locks gave way before an invisible hand, and the 
moment after, the Sub-prefect was in the passage, confronting 
a waiter half-dressed and ghastly pale. 

“We want to see the Englishman who is sleeping in this house." 

“He went away hours ago.” 

“He did no such thing. His friend went away; he remained. 
Show us to his bedroom.” 

“I swear to you, Monsieur Le Sous-pr^fet, he is not here! He—”, 

“I swear to you, Monsier le Garmon, he is. He slept here— he 
didn’t find your bed comfortable— he came to us to complain of 
it— he is here among my men— and here am I ready to look for 
a flea or two in his bedstead. Renaudin,” calling to one of his 
subordinates, and pointing to the waiter— “collar that man, and 
tie his hands behind him. Now, then, gentlemen, let us walk 
upstairs!” Every man and woman in the house was secured— the 
“Old Soldier” first. I identified the bed in which I had slept and 
we then went on to the room above. 

No object that was at all extraordinary appeared in any part 
of it. The Sub-prefect looked round the place, commanded every- 
body be silent, stamped twice on the floor, called for a candle, 
looked attentively at the spot he had stamped on, and ordered 
the flooring there to be carefully taken up. This was done in no 
time. Lights were produced, and we saw a deep raftered cavity 
between the floor of this room and the ceiling of the room be- 
neath. Through this cavity there ran perpendicularly a sort of 
case of iron thickly greased, and inside the case appeared the 
screw, which communicated with the bed-top below. Extra 
lengths of screw, freshly oiled, levers covered with felt; the com- 
plete upper works of a heavy press— constructed with infernal 
ingenuity to join the fixtures below, and when taken to pieces 
again to go into the smallest possible compass— were next dis- 
covered and pulled out on the floor. After some little difficulty 
the Sub-prefect succeeded in putting the machinery together, 
and leaving his men to work it, descended with me to the bed- 
room. The smothering canopy was then lowered, but not so 
noiselessly as I had seen it lowered. When I mentioned this to 
the Sub-prefect, his answer, simple as it was, was significant. “My 
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men," said he, "are working down the bed-top for the first time 
—the men whose money you won were in better practice.’’ 

We left the house in the possession of two police agents— the 
inmates having been removed to prison. The Sub-prefect, after 
taking down my proces-verbal in his office, returned with me to 
my hotel to get my passport. “Do you think,” I asked, as I gave 
it to him, "that any men have really been smothered in that bed. 
as they tried to smother me?” 

“I have seen dozens of drowned men laid out at the Morgue,” 
answered the Sub-prefect, “in whose pocket-books were found 
letters, stating that they had committed suicide in the Seine, be- 
cause they had lost everything at the gaming-table. Do I know 
how many of those men entered the same gaming-house that you 
entered? won as you won? took that bed as you took it? slept in 
it? were smothered in it? and were thrown into the river, with 
a letter of explanation written by the murderers and placed in 
their pocket-books? No man can say how many or how few have 
escaped the fate from which you have escaped.” 

The rest of my story is soon told. I was examined; the gam 
bling-house was searched from top to bottom; the prisoners were 
separately interrogated; and two of the less guilty made a con- 
fession. I discovered that the Old Soldier was the master of the 
gambling-house; justice discovered that he had been drummed 
out of the army as a vagabond years ago; that he had been guilty 
of all sorts of villainies since; that he was in possession of stolen 
property, which the owner identified; and that he, the croupier, 
another accomplice, and the woman who had made my coffee, 
were all in the secret of the bedstead. There appeared to be some 
doubt as to whether the servants attached to the house knew 
anything of the suffocating machinery; and they received the 
benefit of that doubt, by being treated simply as thieves and 
vagabonds. As for the Old Soldier and his two head myrmidons, 
they went to the galleys; the woman who had drugged my coffee 
was imprisoned for I forget how many years; the regular visitors 
to the gambling-house were considered “suspicious,” and placed 
under “surveillance”; and I became for a week the “lion” of 
Parisian society. 
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My adventure cured me of ever again trying Rouge et Noir 
as an amusement. The sight of a green cloth, with packs of cards 
and heaps of money on it, will henceforth be for ever associated 
in my mind with the sight of a bed-canopy descending to suffo* 
cate me in the silence and darkness of the night 



AMBROSE BIERCE 


1838-19147 

The Boarded Window 


A horn adventurer, Ambrose Bierce joined the Indiana Infantry in 1861, and 
fought courageously throughout the Civil War Then he went to San Francisco , 
where he followed his chosen profession of journalist and became editor **f the 
Ijlews Letter His aggressiveness and sharp-tongued wit stood him tn good stead , 
and his stones and sketches won great populanty. 

Hts success dimmed somewhat as he grew older, but hts adventurous sptnt 
remained untamed At the age of seventy -five, he went off to Mexico to join Vi Ha's 
band of revolutionists. He was never heard of again . 


in 1830, only a few miles away from what is now the great city 
of Cincinnati, lay an immense and almost unbroken forest. The 
whole Tegion was sparsely settled by people of the frontier- 
restless souls who no sooner had hewn fairly habitable homes out 
of the wilderness and attained to that degree of prosperity which 
to-day we should call indigence than, impelled by some mysteri 
ous impulse of their nature, they abandoned all and pushed 
farther westward, to encounter new perils and privations in the 
effort to regain the meagre comforts which they had voluntarily 
renounced. Many of them had already forsaken that region for 
the remoter settlements, but among those remaining was one who 
had been of those first arriving. He lived alone in a house of logs 
surrounded on all sides by the great forest, of whose gloom and 
silence he seemed a part, for no one had ever known him to smile 
nor speak a needless word. His simple wants were supplied by the 
sale or barter of skins of wild animals in the river town, for not a 
thing did he grow upon the land which, if needful, he might have 
claimed by right of undisturbed possession. There were evidences 
of “improvement”— a few acres of ground immediately about the 
house had once been cleared of its trees, the decayed stumps of 
which were half concealed by the new growth that had been 
suffered to repair the ravage wrought by the ax. Apparently the 
man’s zeal for agriculture had burned with a failing flame, ex- 
piring in penitential ashes. 

The little log house, with its chimney of sticks, its roof d 
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warping clapboards weighted with traversing poles and its “chink- 
ing” of clay, had a single door and, directly opposite, a window. 
The latter, however, was boarded up— nobody could remember a 
time when it was not. And none knew why it was so closed; cer- 
tainly not because of the occupant’s dislike of light and air, for 
on those rare occasions when a hunter had passed that lonely 
spot the recluse had commonly been seen sunning himself on his 
doorstep if heaven had provided sunshine for his need. I fancy 
there are few persons living to-day who ever knew the secret of 
that window, but I am one, as you shall see. 

The man’s name was said to be Murlock. He was apparently 
seventy years old, actually about fifty. Something besides years 
had had a hand in his aging. His hair and long, full beard were 
white, his gray, lustreless eyes sunken, his face singularly seamed 
with wrinkles which appeared to belong to two intersecting sys- 
tems. In figure he was tall and spare, with a stoop of the shoulders 
—a burden bearer. I never saw him; these particulars I learned 
'rom my grandfather, from whom also I got the man’s story when 
1 was a lad. He had known him when living near by in that early 
day. 

One day Murlock was found in his cabin, dead. It was not a 
time and place for coroners and newspapers, and I suppose it was 
agreed that he had died from natural causes or I should have been 
told, and should remember. I know only that with what was prob- 
ably a sense of the fitness of things the body was buried near the 
cabin, alongside the grave of his wife, who had preceded him by 
so many years that local tradition had retained hardly a hint of 
her existence. That closes the final chapter of this true story- 
excepting, indeed, the circumstance that many years afterward, 
in company with an equally intrepid spirit, I penetrated to the 
place and ventured near enough to the ruined cabin to throw a 
stone against it, and ran away to avoid the ghost which every 
well-informed boy thereabout knew haunted the spot. But there 
is an earlier chapter— that supplied by my grandfather. 

When Murlock built his cabin and began laying sturdily about 
with his ax to hew out a farm— the rifle, meanwhile, his means of 
support— he was young, strong and full of hope. In that eastern 
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country whence he came he had married, as was the fashion, a 
young woman in all ways worthy of his honest devotion, who 
shared the dangers and privations of his lot with a willing spirit 
and light heart. There is no known record of her name; of her 
charms of mind and person tradition is silent and the doubter is 
at liberty to entertain his doubt; but God forbid that I should 
share itl Of their affection and happiness there is abundant as- 
surance in every added day of the man’s widowed life; for what 
but the magnetism of a blessed memory could have chained that 
venturesome spirit to a lot like that? 

One day Murlock returned from gunning in a distant part oi. 
the forest to find his wife prostrate with fever, and delirious. 
There was no physician within miles, no neighbor; nor was she 
in a condition to be left, to summon help. So he set about the 
task of nursing her back to health, but at the end of the third 
day she fell into unconsciousness and 50 passed away, apparently, 
with never a gleam of returning reason. 

From what we know of a nature like his we may venture to 
sketch in some of the details of the outline picture drawn by my 
grandfather. When convinced that she was dead, Murlock had 
sense enough to remember that the dead must be prepared for 
burial. In performance of this sacred duty he blundered now and 
again, did certain things incorrectly, and others which he did 
correctly were done over and over. His occasional failures to ac- 
complish some simple and ordinary act filled him with astonish- 
ment, like that of a drunken man who wonders at the suspension 
of familiar natural laws. He was surprised, too, that he did not 
weep— surprised and a little ashamed; surely it is unkind not to 
weep for the dead. “To-morrow,’’ he said aloud, “I shall have to 
make the coffin and dig the grave; and then I shall miss her, when 
she is no longer in sight; but now— she is dead, of course, but it is 
all right— it must be all right, somehow. Things cannot be so bad 
as they seem.” 

He stood over the body in the fading light, adjusting the hair 
and putting the finishing touches to the simple toilet, doing all 
mechanically, with soulless care. And still through his conscious- 
ness ran an undersense of conviction that all was right— that he 
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should have her again as before, and everything explained. He 
had had no experience in grief; his capacity had not been enlarged 
by use. His heart could not contain it all, nor his imagination 
rightly conceive it. He did not know he was so hard struck; that 
knowledge would come later, and never go. Grief is an artist of 
powers as various as the instruments upon which he plays his 
dirges for the dead, evoking from some the sharpest, shrillest 
notes, from others the low, grave chords that throb recurrent like 
the slow beating of a distant drum. Some natures it startles; some 
it stupefies. To one it comes like the stroke of an arrow, stinging 
all the sensibilities to a keener life; to another as the blow of a 
bludgeon, which in crushing benumbs. We may conceive Mur- 
lock to have been that way affected, for (and here we are upon 
surer ground than that of conjecture) no sooner had he finished 
his pious work than, sinking into a chair by the side of the table 
upon which the body lay, and noting how white the profile 
showed in the deepening gloom, he laid his arms upon the table's 
edge, and dropped his face into them, tearless yet and unutterably 
weary. At that moment came in through the open window a long, 
wailing sound like the cry of a lost child in the far deeps of the 
darkening wood! But the man did not move. Again, and nearer 
than before, sounded that unearthly cry upon his failing sense. 
Perhaps it was a wild beast; perhaps it was a dream. For Murlock 
was asleep. 

Some hours later, as it afterward appeared, this unfaithful 
watcher awoke and lifting his head from his arms intently lis- 
tened— he knew not why. There in the black darkness by the side 
of the dead, recalling all without a shock, he strained his eyes to 
see— he knew not what. His senses were all alert, his breath was 
suspended, his blood had stilled its tides as if to assist the silence. 
Who— what had waked him, and where was it? 

Suddenly the table shook beneath his arms, and at the same 
moment he heard, or fancied that he heard, a light, soft step — 
another— sounds as of baTe feet upon the floorl 

He was terrified beyond the power to cry out or move. Perforce 
he waited— waited there in the darkness through seeming centu- 
ries of such dread as one may know, yet live to tell. He tried 
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vainly to speak the dead woman’s name, vainly to stretch forth 
his hand across the table to learn if she were there. His throat was 
powerless, his arms and hands were like lead. Then occurred 
something most frightful. Some heavy body seemed hurled 
against the table with an impetus that pushed it against his breast 
so sharply as nearly to overthrow him, and at the same instant he 
heard and felt the fall of something upon the floor with so violent 
a thump that the whole house was shaken by the impact. A scuf- 
fling ensued, and a confusion of sounds impossible to describe. 
Murlock had risen to his feet. Fear had by excess forfeited control 
of his faculties. He flung his hands upon the table. Nothing was 
therel 

There is a point at which terror may turn to madness; and 
madness incites to action. With no definite intent, from no mo- 
tive but the wayward impulse of a madman, Murlock sprang to 
the wall, with a little groping seized his loaded rifle, and without 
aim discharged it. By the flash which ht up the room with a vivid 
illumination, he saw an enormous panther dragging the dead 
woman '©ward the window, its teeth fixed in her throatl Then 
there were darkness blacker than before, and silence; and when 
he returned to consciousness the sun was high and the wood vocal 
with songs of birds. 

The body lay near the window, where the beast had left it 
when frightened away by the flash and report of the rifle. The 
clothing was deranged, the long hair in disorder, the limbs lay 
anyhow. From the throat, dreadfully lacerated, had issued a pool 
of blood not yet entirely coagulated. The ribbon with which he 
had bound the wrists was broken; the hands were tightly clenched. 
Between the teeth was a fragment of the animal’s ear. 
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Thomas Hardy was one of the great English novelists. His Tess of the D’Urber* 
villes and Jude the Obscure, published in 1891 and 1895, were viciously criticized 
because of their frankness and pessimism, and Hardy, disgusted , renounced the 
writing of novels forever. He declared that he had had his say , and would thence- 
forth devote himself to poetry, which he had always preferred. He then proceeded 
to accomplish the remarkable feat of becoming an excellent poet, even though he 
began his career in his late fifties, whereas most poets do their best work before 
they are thirty 

Upon hts death at the age of eighty-seven, Hardy's ashes were deposited in the 
Poet's Corner, Westminster Abbey, but his heart was buned in a churchyard near 
the town of Dorchester, where he had been bom and died . 

44 The Three Strangers/' probably hts best story, ts one of the Wessex Tales. 


among the few features of agricultural England which retain an 
appearance but little modified by the lapse of centuries may be 
reckoned the high, grassy and furzy downs, coombs, or ewe-leases, 
as they are indifferently called, that fill a large area of certain 
counties in the south and southwest. If any mark of human occu- 
pation is met with hereon, it usually takes the form of the solitary 
cottage of some shepherd. 

Fifty years ago such a lonely cottage stood on such a down, and 
may possibly be standing there now. In spite of its loneliness, 
however, the spot, by actual measurement, was not more than 
five miles from a county-town. Yet that affected it little. Five 
miles of irregular upland, during the long inimical seasons, with 
their sleets, snows, rains, and mists, afford withdrawing space 
enough to isolate a Timon or a Nebuchadnezzar; much less, in 
fair weather, to please that iess repellent tribe, the poets, philoso- 
phers, artists, and others who “conceive and meditate of pleasant 
things.” 

Some old earthen camp or barrow, some clump of trees, at 
least some starved fragment of ancient hedge is usually taken 
advantage of in the erection of these forlorn dwellings. But, in 
the present case, such a kind of shelter had been disregarded. 
Higher Crowstairs, as the house was called, stood quite detached 
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and undefended. The only reason for its precise situation seemed 
to be the crossing of two footpaths at right angles hard by, which 
may have crossed there and thus for a good five hundred years. 
Hence the house was exposed to the elements on all sides. But, 
though the wind up here blew unmistakably when it did blow, 
and the rain hit hard whenever it fell, the various weathers of the 
winter season were not quite so formidable on the coomb as they 
were imagined to be by dwellers on low ground. The raw rimes 
were not so pernicious as in the hollows, and the frosts were 
scarcely so severe. When the shepherd and his family who ten- 
anted the house were pitied for their sufferings from the exposure, 
they said that upon the whole they were less inconvenienced by 
“wuzzes and flames” (hoarses and phlegms) than when they had 
lived by the stream of a snug neighboring valley. 

The night of March 28, 182—, was precisely one of the nights 
that were wont to call forth these expressions of commiseration. 
The level rainstorm smote walls, slopes, and hedges like the cloth- 
yard shafts of Senlac and Crecy. Such sheep and outdoor animals 
as had no shelter stood with their buttocks to the winds; while 
the tails of little birds trying to roost on some scraggy thorn were 
blown inside-out like umbrellas. The gable-end of the cottage 
was stained with wet, and the eavesdroppings flapped against the 
wall. Yet never was commiseration for the shepherd more mis- 
placed. For that cheerful rustic was entertaining a large party in 
glorification of the christening of his second girl. 

The guests had arrived before the ram began to fall, and they 
were all now assembled in the chief or living room of the dwelling. 
A glance into the apartment at eight o’clock on this eventful 
evening would have resulted in the opinion that it was as cosy and 
comfortable a nook as could be wished for in boisterous weather. 
The calling of its inhabitant was proclaimed by a number of 
highly polished sheep crooks without stems that were hung orna- 
mentally over the fireplace, the curl of each shining crook varying 
from the antiquated type engraved in the patriarchal pictures of 
old family Bibles to the most approved fashion of the last local 
sheep-fair. The room was lighted by half a dozen candles having 
wicks only a trifle smaller than the grease which enveloped them, 
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in candlesticks that were never used but at high-days, holy-days, 
and family feasts. The lights were scattered about the room, two 
of them standing on the chimney piece. This position of candles 
was in itself significant. Candles on the chimney piece always 
meant a party. 

On the hearth, in front of a back-brand to give substance, blazed 
a fire of thorns, that crackled “like the laughter of the fool." 

Nineteen persons were gathered here. Of these, five women, 
wearing gowns of various bright hues, sat in chairs along the wall; 
girls shy and not shy filled the window-bench; four men, includ- 
ing Charley Jake the hedge-carpenter, Elijah New the parish- 
clerk, and John Pitcher, a neighboring dairyman, the shepherd’s 
father-in-law, lolled in the settle; a young man and maid, who 
were blushing over tentative pourparlers on a life companion- 
ship, sat beneath the corner-cupboard; and an elderly engaged 
man of fifty or upward moved restlessly about from spots where 
his betrothed was not to the spot where she was. Enjoyment was 
pretty general, and so much the more prevailed in being unham- 
pered by conventional restrictions. Absolute confidence in each 
other’s good opinion begat perfect ease, while the finishing stroke 
of manner, amounting to a truly princely serenity, was lent to 
the majority by the absence of any expression or trait denoting 
that they wished to get on in the world, enlarge their minds, or 
do any eclipsing thing whatever— which nowadays so generally 
nips the bloom and bonhomie of all except the two extremes of 
the social scale. 

Shepherd Fennel had married well, his wife being a dairyman’s 
daughter from a vale at a distance, who brought fifty guineas in 
her pocket— and kept them there, till they should be required for 
ministering to the needs of a coming family. This frugal woman 
had been somewhat exercised as to the character that should be 
given to the gathering. A sit-still party had its advantages; but an 
undisturbed position of ease in chairs and settles was apt to lead 
on the men to such an unconscionable deal of toping that they 
would sometimes fairly drink the house dry. A dancing-party was 
the alternative; but this, while avoiding the foregoing objection 
on the score of good drink, had a counterbalancing disadvantage 
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in the matter of good victuals, the ravenous appetites engendered 
by the exercise causing immense havoc in the buttery. Shep- 
herdess Fennel fell back upon the intermediate plan of mingling 
short dances with short periods of talk and singing, so as to hinder 
any ungovernable rage in either. But this scheme was entirely con- 
fined to her own gentle mind: the shepherd himself was in the 
mood to exhibit the most reckless phases of hospitality. 

The fiddler was a boy of those parts, about twelve years of age, 
who had a wonderful dexterity in jigs and reels, though his fingers 
were so small and short as to necessitate a constant shifting for the 
high notes, from which he scrambled back to the first position 
with sounds not of unmixed purity of tone. At seven the shrill 
tweedle-dee of this youngster had begun, accompanied by a boom- 
ing ground-bass from Elijah New, the parish-clerk, who had 
thoughtfully brought with him his favorite musical instrument, 
the serpent. Dancing was instantaneous, Mrs. Fennel privately 
enjoining the players on no account to let the dance exceed the 
length of a quarter of an hour. 

But Elijah and the boy, in the excitement of their position, 
quite forgot the injunction. Moreover, Oliver Giles, a man of 
seventeen, one of the dancers, who was enamored of his partner, 
a fair girl of thirty-three rolling years, had recklessly handed a 
new crown-piece to the musicians, as a bribe to keep going as long 
as they had muscle and wind. Mrs. Fennel, seeing the steam begin 
to generate on the countenances of her guests, crossed over and 
touched the fiddler’s elbow and put her hand on the serpent's 
mouth. But they took no notice, and fearing she might lose her 
character of genial hostess if she were to interfere too markedly, 
she retired and sat down helpless. And so the dance whizzed on 
with cumulative fury, the performers moving in their planet- 
like courses, direct and retrograde, from apogee to perigee, till 
the hand of the well-kicked clock at the bottom of the room had 
traveled over the circumference of an hour. 

While these cheerful events were in course of enactment within 
Fennel’s pastoral dwelling, an incident having considerable bear- 
ing on the party had occurred in the gloomy night without Mrs. 
Fennel’s concern about the growing fierceness of the dance cot 
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responded in point of time with the ascent of a human figure to 
the solitary hill of Higher Crowstairs from the direction of the 
distant town. This personage strode on through the rain without 
a pause, following the little-worn path which, further on in its 
course, skirted the shepherd’s cottage. 

It was nearly the time of full moon, and on this account, though 
the sky was lined with a uniform sheet of dripping cloud, ordi- 
nary objects out of doors were readily visible. The sad, wan light 
revealed the lonely pedestrian to be a man of supple frame; his 
gait suggested that he had somewhat passed the period of perfect 
and instinctive agility, though not so far as to be otherwise than 
rapid of motion when occasion required. At a rough guess, he 
might have been about forty years of age. He appeared tall, but a 
recruiting sergeant, or other person accustomed to the judging 
of men’s heights by the eye, would have discerned that this was 
chiefly owing to his gauntness, and that he was not more than five- 
feet-eight or nine. (J 3 >£ /-/Y 

Notwithstanding the regularity of his tread, there was caution 
in it, as in that of one who mentally feels his way; and despite the 
fact that it was not a black coat nor a dark garment of any sort 
that he wore, there was something about him which suggested 
that he naturally belonged to the black-coated tribes of men. His 
clothes were of fustian, and his boots hobnailed, yet in his progress 
he showed not the mud-accustomed bearing of hobnailed and 
fustianed peasantry. 

By the time that he had arrived abreast of the shepherd’s prem- 
ises the rain came down, or rather came along, with yet more 
determined violence. The outskirts of the little settlement par- 
tially broke the force of wind and rain, and this induced him to 
stand still. The most salient of the shepherd’s domestic erections 
was an empty sty at the forward corner of his hedgeless garden, 
for in these latitudes the principle of masking the homelier fea- 
tures of your establishment bv a conventional frontage was un- 
known. The traveler’s eye was attracted to this small building by 
the pallid shine of the wet slates that covered it. He turned aside, 
and, finding it empty stood under the pent-roof for shelter. 

_While he stood, the boom of the serpent within the adjacent 
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house, and the lesser strains of the fiddler, reached the spot as an 
accompaniment to the surging hiss of the flying rain on the sod, its 
louder beating on the cabbage-leaves of the garden, on the eight 
or ten beehives just discernible by the path, and its dripping from 
the eaves into a row of buckets and pans that had been placed 
under the walls of the cottage. For at Higher Crowstairs, as at all 
such elevated domiciles, the grand difficulty of housekeeping was 
an insufficiency of water; and a casual rainfall was utilized by 
turning out, as catchers, every utensil that the house contained. 
Some queer stories might be told of the contrivances for economy 
in suds and dishwaters that are absolutely necessitated in upland 
habitations during the droughts of summer. But at this season 
there were no such exigencies; a mere acceptance of what the skies 
bestowed was sufficient for an abundant store. 

At last the notes of the serpent ceased and the house was silent, 
This cessation of activity aroused the solitary pedestrian from 
the reverie into which he had elapsed, and, emerging from the 
shed, with an apparently new intention, he walked up the path 
to the house-door. Arrived here. Ins first act was to kneel down 
on a large stone beside the row of vessels, and to drink a copious 
draught from one of them. Having quenched his thirst, he rose 
and lifted his hand to knock, but paused with his eye upon the 
panel. Since the dark surface of the wood revealed absolutely 
nothing, it was evident that he must be mentally looking through 
the door, as if he wished to measure thereby all the possibilities 
that a house of this sort might include, and how they might bear 
upon the question of his entry. 

In his indecision he turned and surveyed the scene around. 
Not a soul was anywhere visible. The garden path stretched down- 
ward from his feet, gleaming like the track of a snail; the roof of 
the little well (mostly dry), the well-cover, the top rail of the 
garden-gate, were varnished with the same dull liquid glaze; 
while, far away in the vale, a faint whiteness of more than usual 
extent showed that the rivers were high in the meads. Beyond all 
this winked a few bleared lamplights through the beating drops— 
lights that denoted the situation of the county-town from which 
he had appeared to come. The absence of all notes of life in that 
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direction seemed to clinch his intentions, and he knocked at the 
door. 

Within, a desultory chat had taken the place of movement and 
musical sound. The hedge-carpenter was suggesting a song to the 
company, which nobody just then was inclined to undertake, so 
that the knock afforded a not unwelcome diversion. 

"Walk ml" said the shepherd, promptly. 

The latch clicked upward, and out of the night our pedestrian 
appeared upon the door-mat. The shepherd arose, snuffed two 
of the nearest candles, and turned to look at him. 

Their light disclosed that the stranger was dark in complexion 
and not unprepossessing as to feature. His hat, which for a mo- 
ment he did not remove, hung low over his eyes, without con- 
cealing that they were large, open, and determined, moving with 
a flash rather than a glance round the room. He seemed pleased 
with his survey, and, baring his shaggy head, said, in a rich, deep 
voice: “The rain is so heavy, friends, that I ask leave to come in 
and rest awhile.” 

“To be sure. Stranger,” said the shepherd. “And faith, you’ve 
been lucky in choosing your time, for we are having a bit of a 
fling for a glad cause— though, to be sure, a man could hardly 
wish that glad cause to happen more than once a year.” 

“Nor less," spoke up a woman. “For ’tis best to get your family 
over and done with, as soon as you can, so as to be all the earlier 
out of the fag o’t.” 

“And what may be this glad cause?” asked the stranger. 

"A birth and christening,” said the shepherd. 

The stranger hoped his host might not be made unhappy either 
by too many or too few of such episodes and, being invited by a 
gesture to a pull at the mug, he readily acquiesced. His manner, 
which, before entering, had been so dubious, was now altogether 
that of a careless and candid man. 

“Late to be traipsing athwart this coomb— hey?” said the en- 
gaged man of fifty. 

“Late it is. Master, as you say.— I’ll take a seat in the chimney 
corner, if you have nothing to urge against it. Ma’am; for I am a 
little moist on the side that was next the rain.” 
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Mrs. Shepherd Fennel assented, and made room for the self- 
invited comer, who, having got completely inside the chimney 
comer, stretched out his legs and arms with the expansiveness of 
a person quite at home. 

"Yes, I am rather cracked in the vamp,’’ he said freely, seeing 
that the eyes of the shepherd’s wife fell upon his boots, “and I am 
not well fitted either. I have had some rough times lately, and 
have been forced to pick up what I can get in the way of wearing, 
but I must find a suit better fit for working-da/s when I reach 
home.” 

“One of hereabouts?” she inquired. 

"Not quite that— further up the country.” 

“I thought so. And so be I; and by your tongue you come from 
my neighborhood.” 

“But you would hardly have heard of me,” he said quickly. 
“My time would be long before yours, Ma’am, you see.” 

This testimony to the youthfulness of his hostess had the effect 
of stopping her cross-examination. 

"There is only one thing more wanted to make me haopy,” 
continued the newcomer, “and that is a little baccy, which I am 
sorry to say I am out of.” 

“I’ll fill your pipe,” said the shepherd. 

“I must ask you to lend me a pipe likewise.” 

“A smoker, and no pipe about ’ee?” 

“I have dropped it somewhere on the road.” 

The shepherd filled and handed him a new clay pipe, saying, as 
he did so, “Hand me your baccy-box— I’ll fill that too, now I am 
about it.” 

The man went through the movement of searching his pockets. 

“Lost that too?” said his entertainer, with some surprise. 

"I am afraid so,” said the man with some confusion. "Give it to 
me in a screw of paper.” Lighting his pipe at the candle with a 
suction that drew the whole flame into the bowl, he resettled 
himself in the corner and bent his looks upon the faint steam 
from his damp legs, as if he wished to say no more. 

Meanwhile the general body of guests had been taking little 
notice of this visitor by reason of an absorbing discussion in which 
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they were engaged with the band about a tune for the next dance. 
The matter being settled, they were about to stand up when an 
interruption came in the shape of another knock at the door. 

At sound of the same the man in the chimney comer took up 
the poker and began stirring the brands as if doing it thoroughly 
were the one aim of his existence; and a second time the shepherd 
said, “Walk in!” In a moment another man stood upon the straw- 
woven door-mat. He too was a stranger. 

This individual was one of a type radically different from the 
first. There was more of the commonplace in his manner, and a 
certain jovial cosmopolitanism sat upon his features. He was sev- 
eral years older than the first arrival, his hair being slightly 
frosted, his eyebrows bristly, and his whiskers cut back from his 
cheeks. His face was rather full and flabby, and yet it was not al 
together a face without power. A few grog-blossoms marked the 
neighborhood of his nose. He flung back his long drab greatcoat, 
revealing that beneath it he wore a suit of cinder-gray shade 
throughout, large heavy seals, of some metal or other that would 
take a polish, dangling from his fob as his only personal ornament. 
Shaking the water drops from his low-crowned glazed nat, he 
said, “I must ask for a few minutes’ shelter, comrades, or I shall 
be wetted to my skin before I get to Casterbridge.” 

“Make yourself at home, Master,” said the shepherd, perhaps a 
trifle less heartily than on the first occasion. Not that Fennel had 
the least tinge of niggardliness in Ins composition; but the room 
Was far from large, spare chairs were not numerous, and damp 
companions were not altogether desirable at close quarters for 
the women and girls in their bright-colored gowns. 

However, the second comer, after taking off his greatcoat, and 
hanging his hat on a nail in one of the ceiling-beams as if he had 
been specially invited to put it there, advanced and sat down at the 
table. This had been pushed so closely into the chimney corner, 
to give all available room to the dancers, that Us inner edge 
grazed the elbow of the man who had ensconced himself by the 
fire: and thus the two strangers were brought into close com- 
panionship. They nodded to each other by wav ol breaking the 
ice of unacquaintance, and the first stranger handed his neighbor 
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the family mug— a huge vessel of brown ware, having its uppet 
edge worn away like a threshold by the rub of whole generations 
of thirsty lips that had gone the way of all flesh, and bearing the 
following inscription burnt upon its rotund side in yellow letters: 

THERE IS NO FUN 
UNTiL i CUM. 

The other man, nothing loth, raised the mug to his lips, and 
drank on, and on, and on— till a curious blueness overspread the 
countenance of the shepherd’s wife, who had regarded with no 
little surprise the first stranger’s free offer to the second of what 
did not belong tc him to dispense. 

"I knew it!” said the toper to the shepherd with much satisfac- 
tion. “When I walked up your garden before coming in, and saw 
the hives all of a row, I said to myself, ‘Where there’s bees there’s 
honey, and where there’s honey there’s mead.’ But mead of such 
a truly comfortable sort as this I really didn’t expect to meet in 
my older days.” He took yet another pull at the mug, till it as- 
sumed an ominous elevation. 

“Glad you enjoy it!" said the shepherd warmly. 

"It is goodish mead,” assented Mrs. Fennel, with an absence of 
enthusiasm which seemed to say that it was possible to buy praise 
for one’s cellar at too heavy a price. “It is trouble enough to make 
—and really I hardly think we shall make any more. For honey 
sells well, and we ourselves can make shift with a drop o’ small 
mead and metheglin for common use from the comb-washings.” 

“Oh, but you’ll never have the heart!” reproachfully cried the 
stranger in cinder-gray, after taking up the mug a third time and 
setting it down empty. “I love mead, when 'tis old like this, as I 
love to go to church o’ Sundays, or to relieve the needy any day ol 
the week.” 

“Ha, ha, ha!” said the man in the chimney corner, who, in spite 
of the taciturnity induced by the pipe of tobacco, could not or 
would not refrain from this slight testimony to his comrade’s 
humor. 

Now the old mead of those days, brewed of the purest first-year 
or maiden honey, four pounds to the gallon— with its due com* 
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plement of white of eggs, cinnamon, ginger, cloves, mace, rose* 
mary, yeast, and processes of working, bottling, and cellaring 
—tasted remarkably strong; but it did not taste so strong as it ac- 
tually was. Hence, presently, the stranger in cinder-gray at the 
table, moved by its creeping influence, unbuttoned his waistcoat, 
threw himself back in his chair, spread his legs, and made his 
presence felt in various ways. 

"Well, well, as I say,” he resumed, “I am going to Casterbridge, 
and to Casterbridge I must go. I should have been almost there 
by this time; but the rain drove me into your dwelling, and I’m 
not sorry for it.” 

"You don’t live in Casterbridge?” said the shepherd. 

“Not as yet; though I shortly mean to move there.” 

"Going to set up in trade, perhaps?” 

"No, no,” said the shepherd’s wife. “It is easy to see that the 
gentleman is rich, and don’t want to work at anything.” 

The cinder-gray stranger paused, as if to consider whether he 
would accept that definition of himself. He presently rejected it 
by answering. “Rich is not quite the word for me. Dame. I do 
work, and I must work. And even if I only get to Casterbridge by 
midnight I must begin work there at eight tomorrow morning. 
Yes, het or wet, blow or snow, famine or sword, my day’s work 
tomorrow must be done.” 

"Poor man! Then, in spite o’ seeming, you be worse off than 
we,” replied the shepherd’s wife. 

“ ’Tis the nature of my trade, men and maidens. ’T is the nature 
of my trade more than my poverty. . . . But really and truly I 
must up and off, or I shan’t get a lodging in the town.” However, 
the speaker did not move, and directly added, "There’s time for 
one more draught of friendship before I go; and I’d perform it at 
once if the mug were not dry.” 

“Here’s a mug o’ small,” said Mrs. Fennel. “Small, we call it, 
though to be sure ’tis only the first wash o’ the combs.” 

"No,” said the stranger, disdainfully. “I won’t spoil your first 
kindness by partaking o’ your second.” 

“Certainly not,” broke in Fennel. "We don’t increase and mul- 
tiply every day, and I’ll fill the mug again.” He went away to the 
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daik place under the stairs where the barrel stood. The shep 
herdess followed him. 

“Why should you do this?” she said, reproachfully, as soon as 
they were alone. “He’s emptied it once, though it held enough for 
ten people; and now he’s not contented wi’ the small, but must 
needs call for more o’ the strongl And a stranger unbeknown to 
any of us. For my part, I don’t like the look o’ the man at all.” 

“But he’s in the house, my honey; and ’tis a wet night, and a 
christening. Daze it, what’s a cup of mead more or less? There’ll 
be plenty more next bee-burning.” 

“Very well— this time, then,” she answered, looking wistfully 
at the barrel. “But what is the man’s calling, and where is he one 
of, that he should come in and join us like this?” 

“I don’t know. I’ll ask him again.” 

The catastrophe of having the mug drained dry at one pull by 
the stranger in cinder-gray was effectually guarded against this 
time by Mrs Fennel. She poured out his allowance in a small cup, 
keeping the large one at a discreet distance from him. When he 
had tossed off his portion the shepherd renewed his inquiry about 
the stranger’s occupation. 

The latter did not immediately reply, and the man in the 
chimney comer, with sudden demonstrativeness, said, “Anybody 
may know my trade— I’m a wheelwright.’' 

“A very good trade for these parts,” said the shepherd. 

“And anybody may know mine— if they’ve the sense to find it 
out,” said the stranger in cinder-gray. 

“You may generally tell what a man is by his claws,” observed 
the hedge-carpentei, looking at his own hands. “My fingers be as 
full of thorns as an old pincushion is of pins.” 

The hands of the man in the chimney corner instinctively 
sought the shade, and he gazed into the fire as he resumed his 
pipe. The man at the table took up the hedge-carpenter’s remark, 
and added smartly, “True; but the oddity of my trade is that, in 
stead of setting a mark upon me, it sets a mark upon my cus- 
tomers.” 

No observation being offered by anybody in elucidation of this 
enigma, the shepherd’s wife once more called for a song. The 

[ 75 ] 



Tales of Terror 

same obstacles presented themselves as at the former time— one 
had no voice, another had forgotten the first verse. The stranger 
at the table, whose soul had now risen to a good working tempera- 
ture, relieved the difficulty by exclaiming that, to start the com- 
pany, he would sing himself. Thrusting one thumb into the 
armhole oi his waistcoat, he waved the other hand in the air, and, 
with an extemporizing gaze at the shining sheep-crooks above the 
mantelpiece, began: 

O my trade it is the rarest one, 

Simple shepherds all — 

My trade is a sight to see; 

For my customers I tie, and take them up on high. 

And waft ’em to a far countree! 

The room was silent when he had finished the verse— with one 
exception, that of the man in the chimney corner, who at the 
singer’s word, “Chorus! ” joined him in a deep bass voice of mu- 
sical relish: 

And waft ’em to a far countree! 

Oliver Giles, John Pitcher the dairyman, the parish-clerk, the 
engaged man of fifty, the row of young women against the wall, 
seemed lost in thought not of the gayest kind. The shepherd 
looked meditatively on the ground, the shepherdess gazed keenly 
at the singer, and with some suspicion; she was doubting whether 
this stranger were merely singing an old song from recollection, 
or was composing one there and then for the occasion. All were 
as perplexed at the obscure revelation as the guests at Belshazzar’s 
Feast, except the man in the chimney corner, who quietly said, 
“Second verse, stranger,” and smoked on. 

The singer thoroughly moistened himself from his lips inward, 
and went on with the next stanza as requested: 

My took are but common ones, 

Simple shepherds all— 

My tools are no sight to see: 

A little hempen string, andapost whereon to swing, 

Are implements enough forme! 
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Shepherd Fennel glanced round. There was no longer any 
doubt that the stranger was answering his question rhythmically. 
The guests one and all started back with suppressed exclamations. 
The young woman engaged to the man of fifty fainted halfway, 
and would have proceeded, but finding him wanting in alacrity 
tor catching her she sat down trembling. 

“Oh, he’s the—!’’ whispered the people in the background, 
mentioning the name of an ominous public officer. "He’s come to 
do it! ’Tis to be at Casterbridge jail tomorrow— the man for sheep- 
stealing— the poor clockmaker we heard of, who used to live away 
at Shottsford and had no work to do— Timothy Summers, whose 
family were astarving, and so he went out of Shottsford by the 
highroad, and took a sheep in open daylight, defying the farmer 
and the farmer’s wife and the farmer’s lad, and every man jack 
among ’em. He” (and they nodded toward the stranger of the 
deadly trade) “is come from up the country to do it because there’s 
not enough to do in his own county-town, and he’s got the place 
here, now our own country-man’s dead; he’s going to live in the 
same cottage under the prison wall.” 

The stranger in cinder-gray took no notice of this whispered 
string of observations, but again wetted his lips. Seeing that his 
friend in the chimney comer was the only one who reciprocated 
his joviality in any way, he held out his cup toward that appre- 
ciative comrade, who also held out his own. They clinked to- 
gether, the eyes of the rest of the room hanging upon the singer’s 
actions. He parted his lips for the third verse; but at that moment 
another knock was audible upon the door. This time the knock 
was faint and hesitating. 

The company seemed scared; the shepherd looked with con- 
sternation toward the entrance, and it was with some effort that 
he resisted his alarmed wife’s deprecatory glance, and uttered for 
the third time the welcoming words, “Walk in!” 

The door was gently opened, and another man stood upon the 
mat. He, like those who had preceded him, was a stranger. This 
time it was a short, small personage, of fair complexion, and 
dressed in a decent suit of dark clothes. 

“Can you tell me the way to—?” he began: when, gazing round 
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the room to observe the nature of the company among whom he 
had fallen, his eyes lighted on the stranger in cinder-gray. It was 
just at the instant when the latter, who had thrown his mind into 
his song with such a will that he scarcely heeded the interruption, 
silenced all whispers and inquiries by bursting into his third 
verse: 

Tomorrow is my working day. 

Simple shepherds all— 

T omorrow is a working day for me: 

For the farmer’s sheep is slam, and the lad who did it ta’en. 
And on his soul may God ha’ merc-yl 

The stranger in the chimney corner, waving cups with the singer 
so heartily that his mead splashed over on the hearth, repeated in 
his bass voice as before: 

And on his soul may God ha’ merc-y! 

All this time the third stranger had been standing in the door- 
way. Finding now that he did not come forward or go on speaking, 
the guests particularly regarded him. They noticed to their sur- 
prise that he stood before them the picture of abject terror— his 
knees trembling, his hand shaking so violently that the door-latch 
by which he supported himself rattled audibly: his white lips 
were parted, and his eyes fixed on the merry officer of justice in 
the middle of the room. A moment more and he had turned, 
closed the door, and fled. 

“What a man can it be?’’ said the shepherd. 

The rest, between the awfulness of their late discovery and the 
odd conduct of this third visitor, looked as if they knew not what 
to think, and said nothing. Instinctively they withdrew further 
and further from the grim gentleman in their midst, whom some 
of them seemed to take for the Prince of Darkness himself, till 
they formed a remote circle, an empty space of floor being left 
between them and him— 

. . . circulas, cujus centrum diabolus. 

The room was so silent— though there were more than twenty 
people in it— that nothing could be heard but the patter of the 
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rain against the window-shutters, accompanied by the occasional 
hiss of a stray drop that fell down the chimney into the fire, and 
the steady puffing of the man in the comer, who had now resumed 
his pipe of long clay. 

The stillness was unexpectedly broken. The distant sound of a 
gun reverberated through the air— apparently from the direction 
of the county-town. 

"Be jiggered J ” cried the stranger who had sung the song, jump 
ingup. 

“What does that mean?” asked several. 

"A prisoner escaped from the jail— that’s what it means.” 

All listened. The sound was repeated, and none of them spoke 
but the man in the chimney comer, who said quietly, "I’ve often 
been told that in this county they fire a gun at such times; but I 
never heard it till now.” 

"I wonder if it is my man?” murmured the personage in cinder- 
gray. 

“Surely it is!” said the shepherd involuntarily. “And surely 
we’ve zeed him! That little man who looked in at the door by 
now, and quivered like a leaf when he zeed ye and heard your 
song!” 

"His teeth chattered, and the breath went out of his body,” said 
the dairyman. 

"And his heart seemed to sink within him like a stone,” said 
Oliver Giles. 

“And he bolted as if he’d been shot at,” said the hedge-car- 
penter. 

“True— his teeth chattered, and his heart seemed to sink; and 
he bolted as if he’d been shot at,” slowly summed up tiie man in 
the chimney corner. 

“I didn’t notice it,” remarked the hangman. 

“We were all awondering what made him run off in such » 
fright,” faltered one of the women against the wall, “and now 
’tis explained!” 

The firing of the alarm-gun went on at intervals, low and sul 
lenly, and theii suspicions became a certainty. The sinister gentle 
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man in cinder-gray roused himself. “Is there a constable here?" he 
asked, in thick tones. “If so, let him step forward.” 

The engaged man of fifty stepped quavering out from the wall, 
his betrothed beginning to sob on the back of the chair. 

“You are a sworn constable?” 

"I be, Sir.” 

“Then pursue the criminal at once, with assistance, and bring 
him back here. He can’t have gone far.” 

“I will. Sir, I will— when I’ve got my staff. I’ll go home and get 
it, and come sharp here, and start in a body.” 

“Staffl— never mind your staff; the man’ll be gone!” 

"But I can’t do nothing without my staff— can I, William, and 
John, and Charles Jake? No; for there’s the king’s royal crown 
apainted on en in yaller and gold, and the lion and the unicorn, 
so as when I raise en up and hit my prisoner, 'tis made a lawful 
blow thereby. I wouldn’t ’tempt to take up a man without my 
staff— no, not I. If I hadn’t the law to gie me courage, why, instead 
o' my taking up him he might take up me!” 

"Now, I’m a king’s man myself, and can give you authority 
enough for this,” said the formidable officer in gray. “Now then, 
all of ye, be ready. Have ye any lanterns?” 

“Yes— have ye any lanterns?— I demand it!” said the constable. 

"And the rest of you able-bodied—” 

“Able-bodied men— yes— the rest of ye!” said the constable. 

“Have you some good stout staves and pitchforks—” 

“Staves and pitchforks— in the name o’ the law! And take ’em 
in yer hands and go in quest, and do as we in authority tell ye ! ” 

Thus aroused, the men prepared to give chase. The evidence 
was, indeed, though circumstantial, so convincing, that but little 
argument was needed to show the shepherd’s guests that after 
what they had seen it would look very much like connivance if 
they did not instantly pursue the unhappy third stranger, who 
could not as yet have gone more than a few hundred yards over 
such uneven country. 

A shepherd is always well provided with lanterns; and, lighting 
these hastily, and with hurdle-staves in their hands, they poured 
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out of the door, taking a direction along the crest of the hill, away 
from the town, the rain having fortunately a little abated. 

Disturbed by the noise, or possibly by unpleasant dreams of her 
baptism, the child who had been christened began to cry heart- 
brokenly in the room overhead. These notes of grief came down 
through the chinks of the floor to the ears of the women below, 
who jumped up one by one, and seemed glad of the excuse to 
ascend and comfort the baby, for the incidents of the last half- 
hour greatly oppressed them. Thus in the space of two or three 
minutes the room on the ground-floor was deserted quite. 

But it was not for long. Hardly had the sound of footsteps died 
away when a man returned round the comer of the house from 
the direction the pursuers had taken. Peeping in at the door and 
seeing nobody there, he entered leisurely. It was the stranger of 
the chimney comer, who had gone out with the rest. The motive 
of his return was shown by his helping himself to a cut piece of 
skimmer-cake that lay on a ledge beside where he had sat, and 
which he had apparently forgotten to take with him. He also 
poured out half a cup more mead from the quantity that re- 
mained, ravenously eating and drinking these as he stood. He 
had not finished when another figure came in just as quietly— his 
friend in cinder-gray. 

“Oh— you here?” said the latter, smiling. “I thought you had 
gone to help in the capture.” And this speaker also revealed the 
object of his return by looking solicitously round for the fascinat- 
ing mug ot old mead. 

"And I thought you had gone,” said the other, continuing his 
skimmer-cake with some effort. 

“Well, on second thoughts, I felt there were enough without 
rne,” said the first confidentially, "and such a night as it is, too. 
Besides, ’tis the business o' the Government to take care of its 
criminals— not mine.” 

“True; so it is. And I felt as you did, that there were enough 
without me.” 

“I don’t want to break my limbs running over the humps and 
hollows of this wild country.” 

“Nor I neither, between you and me.” 
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“These shepherd-people are used to it— simple-minded souls, 
you know, stirred up to anything in a moment. They’ll have him 
ready forme before the morning, and no trouble to me at all.” 

“They’ll have him, and we shall have saved ourselves all labor 
in the matter.” 

“True, true. Well, my way is to Casterbridge; and ’tis as much 
as my legs will do to take me that far. Going the same way?” 

“No, I am sorry to sayl I nave to get home over there” (he 
nodded indefinitely to the ngnt), “and I feel as you do, that it is 
quite enough for my legs to do Detore bedtime.” 

The other had by this time finished the mead in the mug, after 
which, shaking hands heartily at the door, and wishing each other 
well, they went their several ways. 

In the meantime the company of pursuers had reached the end 
of tne hog’s-back elevation which dominated this part of the 
down. They had decided on no particular plan of action; and, 
finding that the man of the baleful trade was no longer in their 
company, they seemed quite unable to form any such plan now. 
They descended in all directions down the hill, and straightway 
several of the party fell into the snare set by Nature for all mis- 
guided midnight ramblers over this part of the cretaceous forma- 
tion. The “lanchets,” or flint slopes, which belted the escarpment 
at intervals of a dozen yards, took the less cautious ones unawares, 
and losing their footing on the rubbly steep they slid sharply 
downward, the lanterns rolling from their hands to the bottom, 
and there lying on their sides till the horn was scorched through. 

When they had again gathered themselves together, the shep- 
herd, as the man who knew the country best, took the lead, and 
guided them round these treacherous inclines. The lanterns, 
which seemed rather to dazzle their eyes and warn the fugitive 
than to assist them in the exploration, were extinguished, due 
silence was observed; and in this more rational order they plunged 
into the vale. It was a grassy, briery, moist defile, affording some 
shelter to any person who had sought it; but the party peram- 
bulated it in vain, and ascended on the other side. Here they wan- 
dered apart, and after an interval closed together again to report 
progress. At the second time of closing in they found themselves 
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near a lonely ash, the single tree on this part of the coomb, prob- 
ably sown there by a passing bird some fifty years before. And 
here, standing a little to one side of the trunk, as motionless as the 
trunk itself appeared the man they were in quest of, his outline 
being well defined against the sky beyond. The band noiselessly 
drew up and faced him. 

“Your money or your lifel” said the constable sternly to the still 
figure. 

“No, no,” whispered John Pitcher. “ ’Tisn’t our side ought to 
say that. That’s the doctrine of vagabonds like him, and we be on 
the side of the law.” 

“Well, well,” replied the constable, impatiently; “I must say 
something, mustn’t I? and if you had all the weight o’ this under- 
taking upon your mind, perhaps you’d say the wrong thing, tool— 
Prisoner at the bar, surrender in the name of the Father— the 
Crown, I manel” 

The man under the tree seemed now to notice them for the 
first time, and, giving them no opportunity whatever for exhibit- 
ing their courage, he strolled slowly toward them. He was, indeed, 
the little man, the third stranger; but his trepidation had in a 
great measure gone. 

“Well, travelers,” he said, “did I hear you speak to me?" 

“You did; you’ve got to come and be our prisoner at once!” 
said the constable. “We arrest ’ee on the charge of not biding in 
Casterbridge jail in a decent proper manner to be hung tomorrow 
morning. Neighbors, do your duty, and seize the culpetl” 

On hearing the charge, the man seemed enlightened, and, say- 
ing not another word, resigned himself with preternatural civility 
to the search-party, who, with their staves in their hands, sur- 
rounded him on all sides, and marched him back toward the shep- 
herd’s cottage. 

It was eleven o’clock by the time they arrived. The light shining 
from the open door, a sound of men’s voices within, proclaimed 
to them as they approached the house that some new events had 
arisen in their absence. On entering they discovered the shep- 
herd’s living-room to be invaded by two officers from Casterbridge 
jail, and a well-known magistrate who lived at the nearest coun- 
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try-seat, intelligence of the escape having Decome generally 
circulated. 

“Gentlemen,” said the constable, “I have brought back your 
man— not without risk and danger; but every one must do his 
dutyl He is inside this circle of able-bodied persons, who have 
lent me useful aid, considering their ignorance of Crown work.— 
Men, bring forward your prisonerl” And the third stranger was 
led to the light. 

“Who is this?” said one of the officials. 

“The man,” said the constable. 

“Certainly not,” said the turnkey; and the first corroborated his 
statement. 

“But how can it be otherwise?” asked the constable. “Or why 
was he so terrified at sight o’ the singing instrument of the law 
who sat there?” Here he related the strange behavior of the third 
stranger on entering the house during the hangman’s song. 

“Can’t understand it,” said the officer coolly. “All I know is that 
it is not the condemned man. He’s quite a different character from 
this one; a gauntish fellow, with dark hair and eyes, rather good- 
looking, and with a musical bass voice that if you heard it once 
you’d never mistake as long as you lived.” 

“Why, souls— ’twas the man m the chimney comer 1” 

“Hey— what?” said the magistrate, coming forward after inquir- 
ing particulars from the shepherd in the background. “Haven’t 
you got the man after all?” 

“Well, Sir," said the constable, “he’s the man we were in search 
of, that’s true; and yet he’s not the man we were in search of. For 
the man we were in search of was not the man we wanted, Sir, 
if you understand my everyday way; for ’twas the man in the chim- 
ney corner 1” 

“A pretty kettle of fish altogether!” said the magistrate. “You 
had better start for the other man at once.” 

The prisoner now spoke for the first time. The mention of the 
man in the chimney corner seemed to have moved him as nothing 
else could do. “Sir,” he said, stepping forward to the magistrate, 
“take no more trouble about me. The time is come when I may 
as well speak. I have done nothing; my crime is that the con- 
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demned man is my brother. Early this afternoon I left home at 
Shottsford to tramp it all the way to Casterbridge jail to bid him 
farewell. I was benighted, and called here to rest and ask the way. 
When I opened the door I saw before me the very man, my 
brother, that I thought to see in the condemned cell at Caster- 
bridge. He was in this chimney comer; and jammed close to him, 
so that he could not have got out if he had tried, was the execu- 
tionei who’d come to take his life, singing a song about it and 
not knowing that it was his victim who was close by, joining in 
to save appearances. My brother looked a glance of agony at me, 
and I know he meant, ‘Don’t reveal what you see; my life depends 
on it.’ I was so terror-struck that I could hardly stand, and, not 
knowing what I did, I turned and hurried away.” 

The narrator’s manner and tone had the stamp of truth, and his 
story made a great impression on all around. “And do you know 
where your brother is at the present time?” asked the magistrate. 

“I do not. I have never seen him since I closed this door." 

"I can testify to that, for we’ve been between ye ever since,” 
said the constable. 

“Where does he think to fly to?— what is his occupation?” 

“He’s a watch-and-clock-maker. Sir.” 

“ ’A said ’a was a wheelwright— a wicked rogue,” said the con- 
stable. 

“The wheels of clocks and watches he meant, no doubt,” said 
Shepherd Fennel. “I thought his hands were palish for’s trade.” 

“Well, it appears to me that nothing can be gained by retaining 
this poor man in custody,” said the magistrate; “your business lies 
with the other, unquestionably.” 

And so the little man was released off-hand; but he looked noth- 
ing the less sad on that account, it being beyond the power of 
magistrate or constable to raze out the written troubles in his 
brain, for they concerned another whom he regarded with more 
solicitude than himself. When this was done, and the man had 
gone his way, the night was found to be so far advanced that it 
was deemed useless to renew the search before the next morning. 

Next day, accordingly, the quest for die clever sheep-stealer be- 
came general and keen, to all appearance at least. But the 
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intended punishment was cruelly disproportioned to the trans- 
gression, and the sympathy of a great many country-folk in that 
district was strongly on the side of the fugitive. Moreover, his 
marvelous coolness and daring in hob-and-nobbing with the 
hangman, under the unprecedented circumstances of the shep- 
herd’s party, won their admiration. So that it may be questioned 
if all those who ostensibly made themselves so busy in exploring 
woods and fields and lanes were quite so thorough when it came 
to the private examination of their own lofts and outhouses. 
Stories were afloat of a mysterious figure being occasionally seen 
in some old overgrown trackway or other, remote from turnpike 
roads, but when a search was instituted in any of these suspected 
quarters nobody was found. Thus the days and weeks passed with- 
out tidings. 

In brief, the bass-voiced man of the chimney corner was never 
recaptured. Some said that he went across the sea, others that he 
did not, but buried himself in the depths of a populous city. At 
any rate, the gentleman in cinder-gray never did his morning’s 
work at Casterbridge, nor met anywhere at all, for business pur- 
poses, the genial comrade with whom he had passed an hour of 
relaxation in the lonely house on the coomb. 

The grass has long been green on the graves of Shepherd Fennel 
and his frugal wife; the guests who made up the christening party 
have mainly followed their entertainers to the tomb; the baby in 
whose honor they all had met is a matron in the sere and yellow 
leaf. But the arrival of the three strangers at the shepherd’s that 
night, and the details connected therewith, is a story as well- 
known as ever in the country about Higher Crowstairs. 
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1 

the last of the funeral guests had gone and Spencer God- 
dard, in decent black, sat alone in his small, well-furnished study. 
There was a queer sense of freedom in the house since the coffin 
had left it; the coffin which was now hidden in its solitary grave 
beneath the yellow earth. The air, which for the last three days 
had seemed stale and contaminated, now smelt fresh and clean. 
He went to the open window and, looking into the fading light 
of the autumn day, took a deep breath. 

He closed the window, and, stooping down, put a match to the 
fire, and, dropping into his easy chair, sat listening to the cheery 
crackle of the wood. At the age of thirty-eight he had turned over 
a fresh page. Life, free and unencumbered, was before him. His- 
dead wife’s money was at last his, to spend as he pleased instead 
of being doled out in reluctant driblets. 

He turned at a step at the door and his face assumed the appear- 
ance of gravity and sadness it had worn for the last four days. The 
cook, with the same air of decorous grief, entered the room 
quietly and, crossing to the mantelpiece, placed upon it a photo- 
graph. 

"I thought you’d like to have it, sir,” she said, in a low voice, 
‘‘to remind you.” 

Goddard thanked her, and, rising, took it in his hand and stood 
regarding it. He noticed with satisfaction that his hand was ab- 
solutely steady. 

‘‘It is a very good likeness— till she was taken ill,” continued 
the woman. ‘‘I never saw anybody change so sudden.” 

“The nature of her disease, Hannah,” said her master. 


• A note on W. W. Jacobs appears with the »**•* “The Monkey's Paw” on 
page 59s.— Eds. 
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The ■woman nodded, and, dabbing at her eyes with her hand- 
kerchief, stood regarding him. 

“Is there anything you want?” he inquired, after a time. 

She shook her head. “I can’t believe she’s gone,” she said, in a 
low voice. “Every now and then I have a queer feeling that she’s 
still here-” 

“It’s your nerves,” said her master sharply. 

“—and wanting to tell me something.” 

By a great effort Goddard refrained from looking at her. 

“Nerves,” he said again. “Perhaps you ought to have a little 
holiday. It has been a great strain upon you.” 

‘You, too, sir,” said the woman respectfully. “Waiting on her 
nand and foot as you have done, I can’t think how you stood it. 
If you’d only had a nurse—” 

“I preferred to do it myself, Hannah,” said her master. “If I 
had had a nurse it would have alarmed her.” 

The woman assented. “And they are always peeking and pry- 
ing into what doesn’t concern them,” she added. “Always think 
they know more than the doctors do.” 

Goddard turned a slow look upon her. The tall, angular figure 
was standing in an attitude of respectful attention; the cold 
slatey-brown eyes were cast down, the sullen face expressionless. 

“She couldn’t have had a better doctor,” he said, looking at the 
fire again. “No man could have done more for her.” 

“And nobody could have done more for her than you did, sir,” 
was the reply. “There’s few husbands that would have done what 
you did.” 

Goddard stiffened in his chair. “That will do, Hannah,” he 
said curtly. 

“Or done it so well,” said the woman, with measured slowness. 

With a strange, sinking sensation, her master paused to regain 
his control. Then he turned and eyed her steadily. “Thank 
you,” he said slowly; “you mean well, but at present I cannot 
discuss it.” 

For some time after the door had closed behind her he sat in 
deep thought. The feeling of well-being of a few minutes before 
had vanished, leaving in its place an apprehension which he re- 
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fused to consider, but which would not be allayed. He thought 
over his actions of the last few weeks, carefully, and could re- 
member no flaw. His wife’s illness, the doctor’s diagnosis, his own 
solicitous care, were all in keeping with the ordinary. He tried 
to remember the woman’s exact words— her manner. Something 
had shown him Fear. What? 

He could have laughed at his fears next morning. The dining- 
room was full of sunshine and the fragrance of coffee and bacon 
was in the air. Better still, a worried and commonplace Hannah. 
Worried over two eggs with false birth-certificates, over the 
vendor of which she became almost lyrical. 

“The bacon is excellent,” said her smiling master, “so is the 
coffee; but your coffee always is.” 

Hannah smiled in return, and, taking fresh eggs from a rosy- 
cheeked maid, put them before him. 

A pipe, followed by a brisk walk, cheered him still further. He 
came home glowing with exercise and again possessed with that 
sense of freedom and freshness. He went into the garden— now 
his own— and planned alterations. 

After lunch he went over the house. The windows of his wife’s 
bedroom were open and the room neat and airy. His glance wan- 
dered from the made-up bed to the brightly polished furniture. 
Then he went to the dressing-table and opened the drawers, 
searching each in turn. With the exception of a few odds and ends 
they were empty. He went out on to the landing and called for 
Hannah. 

“Do you know whether your mistress locked up any of her 
things?” he inquired. 

“What things?” said the woman. 

“Well, her jewelry mostly.” 

“Oh!” Hannah smiled. “She gave it all to me,” she said, quietly. 

Goddard checked an exclamation. His heart was beating nerv- 
ously, but he spoke sternly. 

“When?” 

“Just before she died— of gastro-enteritis,” said the woman. 

There was a long silence. He turned and with great care me- 
chanically closed the drawers of the dressing-table. The tilted 
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glass showed him the pallor of his face, and he spoke without 
turning round. 

“That is all right, then,” he said, huskily. “I only wanted to 
know what had become of it. I thought, perhaps Milly— ” 

Hannah shook her head. “Milly’s all right,” she said, with a 
strange smile. “She’s as honest as we are. Is there anything more 
you want, sir?” 

She closed the door behind her with the quietness of the well- 
trained servant; Goddard, steadying himself with his hand on the 
rail of the bed, stood looking into the future. 


ii 

The days passed monotonously, as they pass with a man in 
prison. Gone was the sense of freedom and the idea of a wider 
life. Instead of a cell, a house with ten rooms— but Hannah, the 
jailer guarding each one. Respectful and attentive, the model 
servant, he saw in every word a threat against his liberty— his life. 
In the sullen face and cold eyes he saw her knowledge of power; 
in her solicitude for his comfort and approval, a sardonic jest. 
It was the master playing at being the servant. The years of 
unwilling servitude were over, but she felt her way carefully with 
infinite zest in the game. Warped and bitter, with a cleverness 
which had never before had scope, she had entered into her king- 
dom. She took it little by little, savouring every morsel. 

“I hope I’ve done right, sir,” she said one morning. "I have 
given Milly notice.” 

Goddard looked up from his paper. “Isn’t she satisfactory?” he 
inquired. 

“Not to my thinking, sir,” said the woman. “And she says she 
is coming to see you about it. I told her that would be no good.” 

“I had better see her and hear what she has to say,” said her 
master. 

“Of course, if you wish to,” said Hannah; “only, after giving 
her notice, if she doesn’t go I shall. I should be sorry to go— I’ve 
been very comfortable here— but it’s either her or me.” 
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“I should be sorry to lose you,” said Goddard in a hopeless 
voice. 

“Thank you, sir,” said Hannah. “I’m sure I’ve tried to do my 
best. I’ve been with you some time now— and I know all your 
little ways. I expect I understand you better than anybody else 
would. I do all I can to make you comfortable.” 

"Very well, I will leave it to you,” said Goddard in a voice 
which strove to be brisk and commanding. “You have my per- 
mission to dismiss her.” 

“There’s another thing I wanted to see you about,” said 
Hannah; “my wages. I was going to ask for a rise, seeing that I’m 
really housekeeper here now.” 

“Certainly,” said her master, considering, “that only seems 
fair. Let me see— what are you getting?” 

“Thirty-six.” 

Goddard reflected for a moment and then turned with a be- 
nevolent smile. “Very well,” he said, cordially, “I’ll make it 
forty-two. That’s ten shillings a month more.” 

I was thinking of a hundred,” said Hannah dryly. 

The significance of the demand appalled him. “Rather a big 
jump,” he said at last. “I really don’t know that I—” 

“It doesn’t matter,” said Hannah. “I thought I was worth it— 
to you— that’s all. You know best. Some people might think I 
was worth two hundred. That’s a bigger jump, but after all a big 
jump is better than—” 

She broke off and tittered. Goddard eyed her. 

“—than a big drop,” she concluded. 

Her master’s face set. The lips almost disappeared and some 
thing came into the pale eyes that was revolting. Still eyeing her, 
he rose and approached her. She stood her ground and met hint 
eye to eye. 

“You are jocular,” he said at last. 

“Short life and a merry one,” said the woman. 

“Mine or yours?" 

“Both, perhaps,” was the reply. 

“If— if I give you a hundred,” said Goddard, moistening hi* 
lips, "that ought to make your life merrier, at any rate.” 
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Hannah nodded. “Meny and long, perhaps," she said slowly* 
‘I’m careful, you know— very careful.” 

"I am sure you are,” said Goddard, his face relaxing. 

"Careful what I eat and drink, I mean,” said the woman, 
eyeing him steadily. 

“That is wise," he said slowly. “I am myself— that is why I am 
paying a good cook a large salary. But don’t overdo things, 
Hannah; don’t kill the goose that lays the golden eggs." 

“I am not likely to do that,” she said coldly. “Live and let live; 
that is my motto. Some people have different ones. But I’m 
careful, nobody won’t catch me napping. I’ve left a letter with 
my sister, in case.” 

Goddard turned slowly and in a casual fashion put the flowers 
straight in a bowl on the table, and, wandering to the window, 
looked out. His face was white again and his hands trembled. 

“To be opened after my death,” continued Hannah. “I don’t 
believe in doctors— not after what I’ve seen of them— I don’t think 
they know enough; so if I die I shall be examined. I’ve given 
good reasons.” 

“And suppose,” said Goddard, coming from the window, “sup- 
pose she is curious, and opens it before you die?” 

“We must chance that,” said Hannah, shrugging her shoul- 
ders; “but I don’t think she will. I sealed it up with sealing-wax, 
with a mark on it.” 

“She might open it and say nothing about it,” persisted her 
master. 

An unwholesome grin spread slowly over Hannah’s features. 
“I should know it soon enough,” she declared boisterously, “and 
so would other people. Lord there would be an upsetl Chidham 
would have something to talk about for once. We should be in 
the papers— both of us.” 

Goddard forced a smile. ’’Dear me!” he said gently. “Your pen 
seems to be a dangerous weapon, Hannah, but I hope that the 
need to open it will not happen for another fifty years. You look 
well and strong.” 

The woman nodded. “I don’t take up my troubles before they 
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come,” she said, with a satisfied air; "but there’s no harm in try- 
ing to prevent them coming. Prevention is better than cure.” 

“Exactly," said her master; “and, by the way, there’s no need 
for this little financial arrangement to be known by anybody else. 
I might become unpopular with my neighbours for setting a bad 
example. Of course, I am giving you this sum because I really 
think you are worth it.” 

“I’m sure you do,” said Hannah. “I’m not sure I ain’t worth 

more, but this’ll do to go on with. I shall get a girl for less than 

we are paying Milly, and that’ll be another little bit extra for 
»» 

me. 

“Certainly,” said Goddard, and smiled again. 

"Come to think of it,” said Hannah pausing at the door, "I 
ain’t sure I shall get anybody else; then there’ll be more than 
ever for me. If I do the work I might as well have the money.” 

Her master nodded, and, left to himself, sat down to think out 
a position which was as intolerable as it was dangerous. At a 
great risk he had escaped from the dominion of one woman only 
to fall, bound and helpless, into the hands of another. However 
vague and unconvincing the suspicions of Hannah might be, 
they would be sufficient. Evidence could be unearthed. Cold with 
fear one moment, and hot with fury the next, he sought in vain 
for some avenue of escape. It was his brain against that of a cun- 
ning, illiterate fool; a fool whose malicious stupidity only added 
to his danger. And she drank. With largely increased wages she 
would drink more and his very life might depend upon a hio 
cuped boast. It was clear that she was enjoying her supremacy; 
later on her vanity would urge her to display it before others. 
He might have to obey the crack of her whip before witnesses, 
and that would cut off all possibility of escape. 

He sat with his head in his hands. There must be a way out and 
he must find it. Soon. He must find it before gossip began; before 
the changed position of master and servant lent colour to her 
story when that story became known. Shaking with fury, he 
thought of her lean, ugly throat and the joy of choking her life 
out with his fingers. He started suddenly, and took a quick breath. 
No, not fingers— a rope. 
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Bright and cheerful outside and with his friends, in the house 
he was quiet and submissive. Milly had gone, and, if the service 
was poorer and the rooms neglected, he gave no sign. If a bell 
remained unanswered he made no complaint, and to studied in- 
solence turned the other cheek of politeness. When at this tribute 
to her power the woman smiled, he smiled in return. A smile 
which, for all its disarming softness, left her vaguely uneasy. 

“I'm not afraid of you,” she said once, with a menacing air. 

“I hope not,” said Goddard m a slightly surprised voice. 

‘Some people might be, but I’m not," she declared. “If any- 
thing happened to me—” 

"Nothing could happen to such a careful woman as you are,” 
he said, smiling again. “You ought to live to ninety— with luck.” 

It was clear to him that the situation was getting on his 
nerves. Unremembered but terrible dreams haunted his sleep. 
Dreams in which some great, inevitable disaster was always press- 
ing upon him, although he could never discover what it was. 
Each morning he awoke unrefreshed to face another day of tor- 
ment. He could not meet the woman’s eyes for fear of revealing 
the threat that was in his own. 

Delay was dangerous and foolish. He had thought out every 
move in that contest of wits which was to remove the shadow of 
the rope from his own neck and place it about that of the woman. 
There was a little risk, but the stake was a big one. He had but 
to set the ball rolling and others would keep it on its course. It 
was time to act. 

He came in a little jaded from his afternoon walk, and left his 
tea untouched. He ate but little dinner, and, sitting hunched up 
o\ er the fire, told the woman that he had taken a slight chill. Her 
concern, he felt grimly, might have been greater if she had known 
the cause. 

He was no better next day, and after lunch called in to consult 
his doctor. He left with a clean bill of health except for a slight 
digestive derangement, the remedy for which he took away with 
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him in a bottle. For two days he swallowed one tablespoonful 
three limes a day in water, without result, then he took to his bed. 

"A day or two in bed won’t hurt you/’ said the doctor. "Show 
me that tongue of yours again.” 

“But what is the matter with me, Roberts?” inquired the pa- 
tient. 

The doctor pondered. “Nothing to trouble about— nerves a bit 
wrong— digestion a little bit impaired. You’ll be all right in a day 
or two.” 

Goddard nodded. So far, so good; Roberts had not outlived his 
usefulness. He smiled grimly after the doctor had left at the sur- 
prise he was preparing for him. A little rough on Roberts and 
his professional reputation, perhaps, but these things could not 
be avoided. 

He lay back and visualized the programme. A day or two 
longer, getting gradually worse, then a little sickness. After that 
a nervous, somewhat shamefaced patient hinting at things. His 
food had a queer taste— he felt worse after taking it; he knew it 
was ridiculous, still— there was some of his beef-tea he had put 
aside, perhaps the doctor would like to examine it? and the medi- 
cine? Secretions, too; perhaps he would like to see those? 

Propped on his elbow, he stared fixedly at the wall. There 
would be a trace— a faint trace— of arsenic in the secretions. 
There would be more than a trace in the other things. An at- 
tempt to poison him would be clearly indicated, and— his wife’s 
symptoms had resembled his own— let Hannah get out of the web 
he was spinning if she could. As for the letter she had threatened 
him with, let her produce it; it could only recoil upon herself. 
Fifty letters could not save her from the doom he was preparing 
for her. It was her life or his, and he would show no mercy. For 
three days he doctored himself with sedulous care, watching him- 
self anxiously the while. His nerve was going and he knew it. 
Before him was the strain of the discovery, the arrest, and the 
trial. The gruesome business of his wife’s death. A long business. 
He would wait no longer, and he would open the proceedings 
with dramatic suddenness. 
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It was between nine and ten o’clock at night when he rang his 
hell, and it was not until he had rung four times that he heard 
the heavy steps of Hannah mounting the stairs. 

“What d’you want?” she demanded, standing in the doorway. 

“I’m very ill,” he said, gasping. “Run for the doctor. Quickl” 

The woman stared at him in genuine amazement. “What, at 
this time o’ night?” she exclaimed. "Not likely.” 

"I’m dying!” said Goddard in a broken voice. 

“Not you,” she said, roughly. “You’ll be better in the 
morning.” 

“I’m dying,” he repeated. “Go— for— the— doctor.” 

The woman hesitated. The rain beat in heavy squalls against 
the window, and the doctor’s house was a mile distant on the 
lonely road. She glanced at the figure on the bed. 

“I should catch my death o’ cold,” she grumbled. 

She stood sullenly regarding him. He certainly looked very ill, 
and his death would by no means benefit her. She listened, scowl- 
ing, to the wind and the rain. 

“All right,” she said at last, and went noisily from the room. 

His face set in a mirthless smile, he heard her bustling about 
below. The front-door slammed violently and he was alone. 

He waited for a few moments and then, getting out of bed, put 
on his dressing-gown and set about his preparations. With a 
steady hand he added a little white powder to the remains of his 
beef-tea and to the contents of his bottle of medicine. He stood 
listening a moment at some faint sound from below, and, having 
satisfied himself, lit a candle and made his way to Hannah’s room. 
For a space he stood irresolute, looking about him. Then he 
opened one of the drawers and, placing the broken packet of 
powder under a pile of clothing at the back, made his way back 
to bed. 

He was disturbed to find that he was trembling with excite- 
ment and nervousness. He longed for tobacco, but that was 
impossible. To reassure himself he began to rehearse his con- 
versation with the doctor, and again he thought over every pos- 
sible complication. The scene with the woman would be terrible; 
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he would have to be too ill to take any part in it. The less he 
said the better. Others would do all that was necessary. 

He lay for a long time listening to the sound of the wind and 
the rain. Inside, the house seemed unusually quiet, and with an 
odd sensation he suddenly realised that it was the first time he 
had been alone in it since his wife’s death. He remembered that 
she would have to be disturbed. The thought was unwelcome. 
He did not want her to be disturbed. Let the dead sleep. 

He sat up in bed and drew his watch from beneath the pillow. 
Hannah ought to have been back before; in any case she could 
not be long now. At any moment he might hear her key in the 
lock. He lay down again and reminded himself that things were 
shaping well. He had shaped them, and some of the satisfaction 
of the artist was his. 

The silence was oppressive. The house seemed to be listening, 
waiting. He looked at his watch again and wondered, with a 
curse, what had happened to the woman. It was clear that the 
doctor must be out, but that was no reason for her delay. It was 
close on midnight, and the atmosphere of the house seemed in 
some strange fashion to be brooding and hostile. 

In a lull m the wind he thought he heard footsteps outside, and 
his face cleared as he sat up listening for the sound of the key in 
the door below. In another moment the woman would be in the 
house and the fears engendered by a disordered fancy would 
have flown. The sound of the steps had ceased, but he could hear 
no sound of entrance. Until all hope had gone, he sat listening. 
He was certain he had heard footsteps. Whose? 

Trembling and haggard he sat waiting, assailed by a crowd of 
murmuring fears. One whispered that he had failed and would 
have to pay the penalty of failing; that he had gambled with 
Death and lost. 

By a strong effort he fought down these fancies and, closing 
his eyes, tried to compose himself to rest. It was evident now that 
the doctor was out and that Hannah was waiting to return with 
him in his car. He was frightening himself for nothing. At any 
moment he might hear the sound of their arrival. 
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He heard something else, and, sitting up, suddenly, tried to 
think what it was and what had caused it. It was a very faint 
sound— stealthy. Holding his breath he waited for it to be re- 
peated. He heard it again, the mere ghost of a sound— a whisper 
of a sound, but significant as most whispers are. 

He wiped his brow with his sleeve and told himself firmly that 
it was nerves, and nothing but nerves; but, against his will, 
he still listened. He fancied now that the sound came from his 
wife’s room, the other side of the landing It increased in loud- 
ness and became more insistent, but with his eyes fixed on the 
door of his room he still kept himself in hand, and tried to listen 
instead to the wind and the rain. 

For a time he heard nothing but that. Then there came a 
scraping, scurrying noise from his wife’s room, and a sudden, 
terrific crash. 

With a loud scream his nerve broke, and springing from the bed 
he sped downstairs and, flinging open the front-door, dashed into 
the night. The dooT caught by the wind, slammed behind him. 

With his hand holding the garden gate open ready for further 
flight, he stood sobbing for breath. His bare feet were bruised 
and the rain was very cold, but he took no heed. Then he ran a 
little way along the road and stood for some time, hoping and 
listening. 

He came back slowly. The wind was bitter and he was soaked 
to the skin. The garden was black and forbidding, and unspeak- 
able horror might be lurking in the bushes. He went up the 
road again, trembling with cold. Then, in desperation, he passed 
through the terrors of the garden to the house, only to find the 
door closed. The porch gave a little protection from the icy rain, 
but none from the wind, and, shaking in every limb, he leaned 
in abject misery against the door. He pulled himself together 
after a time and stumbled round to the back-door. Lockedl And 
all the lower windows were shuttered. He made his way back to 
the porch and, crouching there in hopeless misery, waited for the 
woman to return. 
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He had a dim memory when he awoke of somebody question- 
ing him, and then of being halt-pushed, half-carried upstairs to 
bed. There was something wrong with his head and his chest and 
he was trembling violently, and very cold. Somebody was 
speaking. 

“You must have taken leave of your senses,” said the voice of 
Hannah. “I thought you were dead.” 

He forced his eyes to open. “Doctor,” he muttered, “doctor.” 

“Out on a bad case,” said Hannah “I waited till I was tired of 
waiting, and then came along. Good thing for you I did. He’ll be 
round first thing this morning. He ought to be here now.” 

She bustled about, tidying up the room, his leaden eyes fol- 
lowing her as she collected the beef-tea and other things on a 
tray and carried them out. 

“Nice thing I did yesterday,” she remarked, as she came back. 
“Left the missus’s bedroom window open When I opened the 
door this morning I found that beautiful Chippendale glass of 
hers had blown off the table and smashed to pieces Did you 
hear it?” 

Goddard made no reply. In a confused fashion he was trying to 
think. Accident or not, the fall of the glass had served its purpose. 
Were there such things as accidents? Or was Life a puzzle— a 
puzzle into which every piece was made to fit? Fear and the 
wind . . . no: conscience and the wind . . . had saved the 
woman. He must get the powder back from her drawer . . . be- 
fore she discovered it and denounced him. The medicine . . . 
he must remember not to take it . . . 

He was very ill, seriously ill. He must have taken a chill owing 
to that panic flight into the garden. Why didn’t the doctor come? 
He had come ... at last ... he was doing something to his 
chest ... it was cold. 

Again . . . the doctor . . . there was something he wanted 
to tell him. . . . Hannah and a powder . . . what was it? 

Later on he remembered, together with other things that he 
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had hoped to forget. He lay watching an endless procession of 
memories, broken at times by a glance at the doctor, the nurse, 
and Hannah, who were all standing near the bed regarding him. 
They had been there a long time and they were all very quiet. 
The last time he looked at Hannah was the first time for months 
that he had looked at her without loathing and hatred. Then he 
knew that he was dying. 



H. G. WELLS 
1866- 

Pollock and the Porroh Man 


Mr. Wells is a writer of many facets He has attained eminence as the authof 
of scientific romances, stories of social prophecy , analytical novels of contemporary 
Itfe, and various sociological treatises His Outline of History, first published in 
1920, has been one of the best-selling books of the present century 

“Pollock and the Porroh Man ” deals, as does Edward Lucas White’s “Lukundoo,” 
with the theme of an African witch doctor and his use of primitive magtcal powers 
for revenge against the white man who has injured him and insulted his gods . 
Unlike “Lukundoo” however, it is written so as to admit of a completely rational 
istic explanation as well as a magical one. 

In " The Sea Raiders ” we find a type of hideous animal which carries intense 
terror to most of us— the octopus Why is if so horrible? Probably because of the 
utter strangeness and complicated snakiness of its anatomical structuie And what ■ 
ever modern scientists may say of its general tnoffenstveness, we simply don’t 
believe them 


it was in a swampy village on the lagoon river behind the 
Turner Peninsula that Pollock's first encounter with the Porroh 
man occurred. The women of that country are famous for their 
good looks— they are Gallinas with a dash of European blood 
that dates from the days of Vasco da Gama and the English 
slave-traders, and the Porroh man, too, was possibly inspired 
by a faint Caucasian taint in his composition. (It's a curious 
thing to think that some of us may have distant cousins eating 
men on Sherboro Island or raiding with the Sofas.) At any rate, 
the Porroh man stabbed the woman to the heart as though he 
had been a mere low-class Italian, and very narrowly missed Pol- 
lock. But Pollock, using his revolver to parry the lightning stab 
which was aimed at his deltoid muscle, sent the iron dagger 
flying, and, firing, hit the man in the hand. 

He fired again and missed, knocking a sudden window out of 
the wall of the hut. The Porroh man stooped in the doorway, 
glancing under his arm at Pollock. Pollock caught a glimpse of 
his inverted face in the sunlight, and then the Englishman was 
alone, sick and trembling with the excitement of the affair, in 
the twilight of the place. It had all happened in less time than 
it takes to read about it. 
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The woman was quite dead, and having ascertained this, Pol- 
lock went to the entrance of the hut and looked out. Things out- 
side were dazzling bright. Half-a-dozen of the porters of the 
expedition were standing up in a group near the green huts they 
occupied, and staring towards him, wondering what the shots 
might signify. Behind the little group of men was the broad 
stretch of black fetid mud by the river, a green carpet of rafts 
of papyrus and water-grass, and then the leaden water. The man- 
groves beyond the stream loomed indistinctly through the blue 
haze. There were no signs of excitement in the squat village, 
whose fence was just visible above the cane-grass. 

Pollock came out of the hut cautiously and walked towards the 
river, looking over his shoulder at intervals. But the Porroh man 
had vanished. Pollock clutched his revolver nervously in his 
hand. 

One of his men came to meet him, and as he came, pointed to 
the bushes behind the hut in which the Porroh man had disap- 
peared. Pollock had an irritating persuasion of having made an 
absolute fool of himself; he felt bitter, savage, at the turn things 
had taken. At the same time, he would have to tell Waterhouse— 
the moral, exemplary, cautious Waterhouse— who would in- 
evitably take the matter seriously. Pollock cursed bitterly at his 
luck, at Waterhouse, and especially at the West Coast of Africa 
He felt consummately sick of the expedition. And in the back 
of his mind all the time was a speculative doubt where precisely 
within the visible horizon the Porroh man might be. 

It is perhaps rather shocking, but he was not at all upset by 
the murder that had just happened. He had seen so much bru- 
tality during the last three months, so many dead women, burnt 
huts, drying skeletons, up the Kittam River in the wake of the 
Sofa cavalry, that his senses were blunted. What disturbed him 
was the persuasion that this business was only beginning. 

He swore savagely at the black, who ventured to ask a ques- 
tion, and went on into the tent under the orange-trees where 
Waterhouse was lying, feeling exasperatingly like a boy going 
into the headmaster’s study. 

Waterhouse was still sleeping off the effects of his last dose of 
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chlorodyne, and Pollock sat down on a packing-case beside him, 
and, lighting his pipe, waited for him to awake. About him were 
scattered the pots and weapons Waterhouse had collected from 
the Mendi people, and which he had been repacking for the 
canoe voyage to Sulyma. 

Presently Waterhouse woke up, and after judicial stretching, 
decided he was all right again. Pollock got him some tea. Over 
the tea the incidents of the afternoon were described by Pollock, 
after some preliminary beating about the bush. Waterhouse took 
the matter even more seriously than Pollock had anticipated. 
He did not simply disapprove, he scolded, he insulted. 

“You’re one of those infernal fools who think a black man 
isn’t a human being,” he said. “I can’t be ill a day without you 
must get into some dirty scrape or other. This is the third time 
m a month that you have come crossways-on with a native, and 
this time you’re in for it with a vengeance. Porroh, tool They’re 
down upon you enough as it is, about that idol you wrote your 
silly name on. And they’re the most vindictive devils on earthl 
You make a man ashamed of civilization. To think you come of 
a decent familyl If ever I cumber mvself up with a vicious, stupid 
young lout like you again—” 

“Steady on, now,” snarled Pollock, in the tone that always 
exasperated Waterhouse, “steady on.” 

At that Waterhouse became speechless. He jumped to his feet. 

“Look here, Pollock,” he said, after a struggle to control his 
breath. “You must go home. I won’t have you any longer. I’m 
ill enough as it is through you—” 

“Keep your hair on,” said Pollock, staring in front of him. 
“I’m ready enough to go.” 

Waterhouse became calmer again. He sat down on the camp- 
stool. “Very well,” he said. “I don’t want a row, Pollock, you 
know, but it’s confoundedly annoying to have one’s plans put 
out by this kind of thing. I’ll come to Sulyma with you, and see 
you safe aboard—” 

“You needn’t,” said Pollock. “I can go alone. From here.” 

“Not far,” said Waterhouse. “You don’t understand this Por- 
roh business.” 


[101] 



Tales of Terror 

"How should I know she belonged to a Porroh man?" said 
Pollock bitterly. 

“Well, she did,” said Waterhouse; “and you'can’t undo the 
thing. Go alone, indeed! I wondeT what they’d do to you. You 
don’t seem to understand that this Porroh hokey-pokey rules 
this country, is its law, religion, constitution, medicine, magic. 

. . . They appoint the chiefs. The Inquisition, at its best, 
couldn’t hold a candle to these chaps. He will probably set Awa- 
jale, the chief here, on to us. It’s lucky our porters are Mendis. 
We shall have to shift this little settlement of ours. . . . Con- 
found you, Pollock! And, of course, you must go and miss him.’’ 

He thought, and his thoughts seemed disagreeable. Presently 
he stood up and took his rifle. “I’d keep close for a bit, if I were 
you," he said, over his shoulder, as he went out. “I’m going out 
to see what I can find out about it.” 

Pollock remained sitting in the tent, meditating. “I was meant 
for a civilized life,” he said to himself, regretfully, as he filled 
his pipe. “The sooner I get back to London or Paris the better 
for me.” 

His eye fell on the sealed case in which Waterhouse had put 
the featherless poisoned arrows they had bought m the Mendi 
country. “I wish I had hit the beggar somewhere vital,” said Pol- 
lock viciously. 

Waterhouse came back after a long interval. He was not com- 
municative, though Pollock asked him questions enough. The 
Porroh man, it seems, was a prominent member of that mystical 
society. The village was interested, but not threatening. No 
doubt the witch-doctor had gone into the bush. He was a great 
witch-doctor. “Of course, he’s up to something,” said Water- 
house, and became silent. 

‘But what can he do?” asked Pollock, unheeded. 

‘I must get you out of this. There’s something brewing, or 
ihings would not be so quiet,” said Waterhouse, after a gap of 
silence. Pollock wanted to know what the brew might be. “Danc- 
ing in a circle of skulls,” said Waterhouse; “brewing a stink in 
a copper pot.” Pollock wanted particulars. Waterhouse was 
vague, Pollock pressing. At last Waterhouse lost his temper. 
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“How the devil should I know?” he said to Pollock’s twentieth 
inquiry what the Porroh man would do. “He tried to kill you 
off-hand in the hut. Now, I fancy he will try something moie 
elaborate. But you’ll see fast enough. I don’t want to help un- 
nerve you. It’s probably all nonsense.” 

That night, as they were sitting at their fire, Pollock again 
tried to draw Waterhouse out on the subject of Porroh methods. 
“Better get to sleep,” said Waterhouse, when Pollock’s bent be- 
came apparent; “we start early to-morrow. You may want all 
your nerve about you.” 

“But what line will he take?” 

“Can’t say. They’re versatile people. They know a lot of rum 
dodges. You’d better get that copper-devil, Shakespeare, to talk.” 

There was a flash and a heavy bang out of the darkness behind 
the huts, and a clay bullet came whistling close to Pollock’s head. 
This, at least, was crude enough. The blacks and half-breeds sit- 
ting and yarning round their own fire jumped up, and someone 
fired into the dark. 

“Better go into one of the huts,” said Waterhouse quietly, still 
sitting unmoved. 

Pollock stood up by the fire and drew his revolver. Fighting, at 
least, he was not afraid of. But a man in the dark is in the best of 
armour. Realizing the wisdom of Waterhouse’s advice. Pollock 
went into the tent and lay down there. 

What little sleep he had was disturbed by dreams, variegated 
dreams, but chiefly of the Porroh man's face, upside down, as he 
went out of the hut, and looked up under his arm. It was odd 
that this transitory impression should have stuck so firmly in 
Pollock’s memory. Moreover, he was troubled by queer pains in 
his limbs. 

In the white haze of the early morning, as they were loading 
the canoes, a barbed arrow suddenly appeared quivering in the 
ground close to Pollock’s foot. The boys made a perfunctory 
effort to clear out the thicket, but it led to no capture. 

After these two occurrences, there was a disposition on the part 
of the expedition to leave Pollock to himself, and Pollock be- 
came, for the first time in his life, anxious to mingle with blacks, 
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Waterhouse took one canoe, and Pollock, in spite of a friendly 
desire to chat with Waterhouse, had to take the other. He was 
left all alone in the front part of the canoe, and he had the great- 
est trouble to make the men— who did not love him— keep to the 
middle of the river, a clear hundred yards or more from either 
shore. However, he made Shakespeare, the Freetown half-breed, 
come up to his own end of the canoe and tell him about Porroh, 
which Shakespeare, failing in his attempts to leave Pollock alone, 
presently did with considerable freedom and gusto. 

The day passed. The canoe glided swiftly along the ribbon of 
lagoon water, between the drift of water-figs, fallen trees, papyrus, 
and palm-wine palms, and with the dark mangrove swamp to the 
left, through which one could hear now and then the roar of the 
Atlantic surf. Shakespeare told in his soft, blurred English of 
how the Porroh could cast spells; how men withered up under 
their malice; how they could send dreams and devils; how they 
tormented and killed the sons of Ijibu; how they kidnapped a 
white trader from Sulyma who had maltreated one of the sect, 
and how his body looked when it was found. And Pollock after 
each narrative cursed under his breath at the want of missionary 
enterprise that allowed such things to be, and at the inert British 
Government that ruled over this dark heathendom of Sierra 
Leone. In the evening they came to the Kasi Lake, and sent a 
score of crocodiles lumbering off the island on which the expedi- 
tion camped for the night. 

The next day they reached Sulvma, and smelt the sea breeze, 
but Pollock had to put up there for five days before he could get 
on to Freetown. Waterhouse, considering him to be compara- 
tively safe here, and within the pale of Freetown influence, left 
him and went back with the expedition to Gbemma, and Pollock 
became very friendly with Perea, the only resident white trader 
at Sulyma— so friendly, indeed, that he went about with him 
everywhere. Perea was a little Portuguese Jew, who had lived 
in England, and he appreciated the Englishman’s frien dlin ess as 
a great compliment. 

"Sot two days nothing happened out of tine ordinary; for the 
most part Pollock and Perea played Nap-the only game they had 
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in common— and Pollock got into debt. Then, on the second eve- 
ning, Pollock had a disagreeable intimation of the arrival of the 
Porroh man in Sulyma by getting a flesh-wound in the shoulder 
from a lump of filed iron. It was a long shot, and the missile had 
nearly spent its force when it hit him. Still it conveyed its mes- 
sage plainly enough. Pollock sat up in his hammock, revolver 
in hand, all that night, and next morning confided, to some 
extent, in the Anglo-Portuguese. 

Perea took the matter seriously. He knew the local customs 
pretty thoroughly. “It is a personal question, you must know. It 
is revenge. And of course he is hurried by your leaving de 
country. None of de natives or half-breeds will interfere wid him 
very much— unless you make it wort deir while. If you come upon 
him suddenly, you might shoot him. But den he might shoot 
you.” 

“Den de re’s dis— infernal magic,” said Perea. "Of course, I 
don’t believe in it— superstition— but still it’s not nice to tink dat 
wherever you are, dere is a black man, who spends a moonlight 
night now and den a-dancing about a fire to send you bad dreams. 

. . . Had any bad dreams?” 

“Rather,” said Pollock. “I keep on seeing the beggar’s head 
upside down grinning at me and showing all his teeth as he did 
in the hut, and coming close up to me, and then going ever so 
far off, and coming back. It’s nothing to be afraid cf, but some- 
how it simply paralyses me with terror in my sleep. Queer things 
—dreams. I know it’s a dream all the time, and I can’t wake up 
from it.” 

“It’s probably only fancy,” said Perea. “Den my niggers say 
Porroh men can send snakes. Seen any snakes lately?” 

“Only one. I killed him this morning, on the floor near my 
hammock. Almost trod on him as I got up.” 

“Ah!” said Perea, and then, reassuringly, “Of course it is a— 
coincidence. Still I would keep my eyes open. Den dere’s pains 
in de bones.” 

“1 thought they were due to miasma,” said Pollock. 

“Probably dey are. When did dey begin?” 

Then Pollock remembered that he first noticed them the night 
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after the fight in the hut. “It's my opinion he don’t want to kill 
you,” said Perea— “at least not yet. I’ve heard deir idea is to scare 
and worry a man wid deir spells, and narrow misses, and rheu- 
matic pains, and bad dreams, and all dat, until he’s sick of life. 
Of course, it’s all talk, you know. You mustn’t worry about it. 
. . . But I wonder what he’ll be up to next.” 

“I shall have to be up to something first,” said Pollock, staring 
gloomily at the greasy cards that Perea was putting on the table. 
“It don’t suit my dignity to be followed about, and shot at, and 
blighted in this way. I wonder if Porroh hokey-pokey upsets your 
luck at cards.” 

He looked at Perea suspiciously. 

“Very likely it does,” said Perea warmly, shuffling. “Dey are 
wonderful people.” 

That afternoon Pollock killed two snakes in his hammock, 
and there was also an extraordinary increase in the number 
of red ants that swarmed over the place; and these annoyances 
put him in a fit temper to talk over business with a certain 
Mendi rough he had interviewed before. The Mendi rough 
showed Pollock a little iron dagger, and demonstrated where 
one struck in the neck, in a way that made Pollock shiver, and 
m return for certain considerations Pollock promised him a 
double-barrelled gun with an ornamental lock. 

In the evening, as Pollock and Perea were playing cards, the 
Mendi rough came in through the doorway, carrying something 
in a blood-soaked piece of native cloth. 

“Not here!” said Pollock very hurriedly. “Not here!’ 

But he was not quick enough to prevent the man, who was 
anxious to get to Pollock’s side of the bargain, from opening 
the cloth and throwing the head of the Porroh man upon the 
table. It bounded from there on to the floor, leaving a red trail 
on the cards, and rolled into a corner, where it came to rest 
upside down, but glaring hard at Pollock. 

Perea jumped up as the thing fell among the cards, and began 
in his excitement to gabble in Portuguese. The Mendi was 
bowing, with the red cloth in his hand. “De gun!” he cried. 
Pollock stared back at the head in the corner. It bore exactly the 
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expression it had in his dreams. Something seemed to snap in 
his own brain as he looked at it. 

Then Perea found his English again. 

“You got him killed?” he said. “You did not kill him your 
self?” 

“Why should I?” said Pollock. 

"But he will not be able to take it off now!” 

“Take what off?” said Pollock. 

"And all dese cards are spoiledl” 

" What do you mean by taking off?” said Pollock. 

“You must send me a new pack from Freetown. You can buy 
dem dere.” 

“But-’take it off’?” 

“It is only superstition. I forgot. De niggers say dat if de 
witches— he was a witch— But it is rubbish. . . . You must make 
de Porroh man take it off, or kill him yourself. ... It is very 
silly.” 

Pollock swore under his breath, still staring hard at the head 
in the corner. 

“I can’t stand that glare,” he said. Then suddenly he rushed 
at the thing and kicked it. It rolled some yards or so, and came 
to rest in the same position as before, upside down, and looking 
at him. 

“He is ugly,” said the Anglo-Portuguese. “Very ugly. Dey do 
it on deir faces with little knives.” 

Pollock would have kicked the head again, but the Mendi man 
touched him on the arm. "De gun?” he said, looking nervously 
at the head. 

“Two— if you will take that beastly thing away,” said Pollock. 

The Mendi shook his head, and intimated that he only wanted 
one gun now due to him, and for which he would be obliged. 
Pollock found neither cajolery nor bullying any good with him. 
Perea had a gun to sell (at a profit of three hundred per cent), 
and with that the man presently departed. Then Pollock’s eyes, 
against his will, were recalled to the thing on the floor. 

“It is funny dat his head keeps upside down,” said Perea, 
with an uneasy laugh. "His brains must be heavy, like de weight 
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in de little images one sees dat keep always upright wid lead in 
dem. You will take him wiv you when you go presently. You 
might take him now. De cards are all spoilt. Dere is a man 
sell dem in Freetown. De room is in a filthy mess as it is. You 
should have killed him yourself." 

Pollock pulled himself together, and went and picked up the 
head. He would hang it up by the lamp-hook in the middle of 
the ceiling of his room, and dig a grave for it at once. He was 
under the impression that he hung it up by the hair, but that 
must have been wrong, for when he returned for it, it was hang- 
ing by the neck upside down. 

He buried it before sunset on the north side of the shed he 
occupied, so that he should not have to pass the grave after dark 
when he was returning from Perea’s. He killed two snakes be- 
fore he went to sleep. In the darkest part of the night he awoke 
with a start, and heard a pattering sound and something scraping 
on the floor. He sat up noiselessly and felt under his pillow for 
his revolver. A mumbling growl followed, and Pollock fired at 
the sound There was a yelp, and something dark passed for a 
moment across the hazy blue of the doorway. “A dog!” said 
Pollock, lying down again. 

In the early dawn he awoke again with a peculiar sense of 
unrest. The vague pain in Iiis bones had returned For some time 
he lay watching the red ants that were swarming over the ceiling, 
and then, as the light grew brighter, he looked over the edge of 
his hammock and saw something dark on the floor. He gave 
such a violent start that the hammock overset and flung him out. 

He found himself lying, perhaps, a yard away from the head 
of the Porroh man. It had been disinterred by the dog, and the 
nose was grievously battered. Ants and flies swarmed over it. 
By an odd coincidence, it was still upside down, and with the 
same diabolical expression m the inverted e/es. 

Pollock sat paralysed, and stared at the horror for some time. 
Then he got up and walked round it— giving it a wide berth— 
and out of the shed. The clear light of the sunrise, the living 
stir of vegetation before the breath of the dying land-breeze. 
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and the empty grave with the marks of the dog’s paws, lightened 
the weight upon his mind a little. 

He told Perea of the business as though it was a jest— a jest to 
be told with white lips. “You should not have frighten de dog,” 
said Perea, with poorly simulated hilarity. 

The next two days, until the steamer came, were spent by 
Pollock in making a more effectual disposition of his possession. 
Overcoming his aversion to handling the thing, he went down to 
the river mouth and threw it into the sea-water, but by some 
miracle it escaped the crocodiles, and was cast up by the tide on 
the mud a little way up the river, to be found by an intelligent 
Arab half-breed, and offered for sale to Pollock and Perea as a 
curiosity, just on the edge of night. The native hung about in the 
brief twilight, making lower and lower offers, and at last, getting 
scared in some way by the evident dread these wise white men 
had for the thing, went off, and, passing Pollock’s shed, threw 
his burden in there for Pollock to discover in the morning. 

At this Pollock got into a kind of frenzy. He would bum the 
thing. He went out straightway into the dawn, and had con- 
structed a big pyre of brushwood before the heat of the day. He 
was interrupted by the hooter of the little paddle steamer from 
Monrovia to Bathurst, which was coming through the gap in the 
bar. “Thank Heaven!” said Pollock, with infinite piety, when 
the meaning of the sound dawned upon him. With trembling 
hands he lit his pile of wood hastily, threw the head upon it, 
and went away to pack his portmanteau and make his adieux to 
Perea. 

That afternoon, with a sense of infinite relief. Pollock watched 
the flat swampy foreshore of Sulyma grow small in the distance. 
The gap in the long line of white surge became narrower and 
narrower. It seemed to be closing in and cutting him off from 
his trouble. The feeling of dread and worry began to slip from 
him bit by bit. At Sulyma belief in Porroh malignity and Porroh 
magic had been in the air, his sense of Porroh had been vast, 
pervading, threatening, dreadful. Now manifestly the domain 
of Porroh was only a little place, a little black band between the 
sea and the blue cloudy Mendi uplands. 
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"Good-bye, Porrohf” said Pollock. "Good-bye-certainly not 
au revoir." 

The captain of the steamer came and leant over the rail beside 
him, and wished him good-evening, and spat at the froth of 
the wake in token of friendly ease. 

“I picked up a rummy curio on the beach this go," said the 
captain. “It’s a thing I never saw done this side of Indy before.” 

“What might that be?" said Pollock. 

“Pickled ’ed," said the captain. 

" What !’’ said Pollock. 

“ ’Ed— smoked. ’Ed of one of these Porroh chaps, all orna- 
mented with knife-cuts. Whyl What’s up? Nothing? I shouldn’t 
have took you for a nervous chap. Green in the face. By gosh! 
you’re a bad sailor. All right, eh? Lord, how funny you went! 

. . . Well, this ’ed I was telling you of is a bit rum in a way. 
I’ve got it, along with some snakes, in a jar of spirit in my cabin 
what I keeps for such curios, and I’m hanged if it don’t float 
upsy down. Hullo!” 

Pollock had given an incoherent cry, and had his hands in 
his hair. He ran towards the paddle-boxes with a half-formed 
idea of jumping into the sea, and then he realised his position 
and turned back towards the captain. 

“Here!” said the captain. “Jack Philips, just keep him off 
me! Stand off! No nearer, mister! What’s the matter with you? 
Are you mad?” 

Pollock put his hand to his head. It was no good explaining. 
“I believe I am pretty nearly mad at times,” he said. “It’s a pain 
I have here. Comes suddenly. You’ll excuse me, I hope.” 

He was white and in a perspiration. He saw suddenly very 
clearly all the danger he ran of having his sanity doubted. He 
foiced himself to restore the captain's confidence, by answering 
his sympathetic inquiries, noting his suggestions, even trying 
a spoonful of neat brandy in his cheek, and, that matter settled, 
asking a number of questions about the captain’s private trade 
in curiosities. The captain described the head in detail. All the 
while Pollock was struggling to keep under a preposterous per- 
suasion that the ship was as transparent as glass, and that he 
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could distinctly see the inverted face looking at him from the 
cabin beneath his feet. 

Pollock had a worse time almost on the steamer than he had 
at Sulyma. All day he had to control himself in spite of his 
intense perception of the imminent presence of that horrible 
head that was overshadowing his mind. At night his old night- 
mare returned, until, with a violent effort, he would force him- 
self awake, rigid with the horror of it, and with the ghost of a 
hoarse scream in his throat. 

He left the actual head behind at Bathurst, where he changed 
ship for Teneriffe, but not his dreams nor the dull ache in his 
bones. At Teneriffe Pollock transferred to a Cape liner, but the 
head followed him. He gambled, he tried chess, he even read 
books, but he knew the danger of drink. Yet whenever a round 
black shadow, a round black object came into his range, there 
he looked for the head, and— saw it. He knew clearly enough that 
his imagination was growing traitoi to him, and yet at times it 
seemed the ship he sailed in, his fellow-passengers, the sailors, 
the wide sea, were all part of a filmy phantasmagoria that hung, 
scarcely veiling it, between him and a horrible real world. Then 
the Porroh man, thrusting his diabolical face through that 
curtain, was the one real and undeniable thing. At that he would 
get up and touch things, taste something, gnaw something, bum 
his hand with a match, or run a needle into himself. 

So, struggling grimly and silently with his excited imagina- 
tion, Pollock reached England. He landed at Southampton, and 
went on straight from Waterloo to his banker’s in Cornhill in a 
cab. There he transacted some business with the manager in a 
private room, and all the while the head hung like an ornament 
under the black marble mantel and dripped upon the fender. 
He could hear the drops fall, and see tire red on the fender. 

“A pretty fern,” said the manager, following his eyes. “But 
it makes the fender rusty.” 

“Very,” said Pollock; “a very pretty fern. And that reminds 
me. Can you recommend me a physician for mind troubles? I’ve 
got a little— what is it?— hallucination.” 

The head laughed savagely, wildly. Pollock was surprised the 

[111] 



Tales of Terror 

manager did not notice it. But the manager only stared at his 
(ace. 

With the address of a doctor, Pollock presently emerged in 
Comhill. There was no cab in sight, and so he went on down 
to the western end of the street, and essayed the crossing opposite 
the Mansion House. The crossing is hardly easy even for the 
expert Londoner; cabs, vans, carriages, mail-carts, omnibuses go 
by in one incessant stream; to anyone fresh from the malarious 
solitudes of Sierra Leone it is a boiling, maddening confusion. 
But when an inverted head suddenly comes bouncing, like an 
India-rubber ball, between your legs, leaving distinct smears of 
blood every time it touches the ground, you can scarcely hope to 
avoid an accident. Pollock lifted his feet convulsively to avoid 
it, and then kicked at the thing furiously. Then something hit 
him violently in the back, and a hot pain ran up his arm. 

He had been hit by the pole of an omnibus, and three of 
the fingers of his left hand smashed by the hoof of one of the 
horses— the very fingers, as it happened, that he shot from the 
Porroh man. They pulled him out from between the horses’ legs, 
and found the address of the physician in his crushed hand. 

For a couple of days Pollock’s sensations were full of the 
sweet, pungent smell of chloroform, of painful operations that 
caused him no pain, of lying still and being given food and 
drink. Then he had a slight fever, and was very thirsty, and his 
old nightmare came back. It was only when it returned that 
he noticed it had left him for a day. 

“If my skull had been smashed instead of my fingers, it might 
have gone altogether,” said Pollock, staring thoughtfully at 
the dark cushion that had taken on for the time the shape of 
the head. 

Pollock at the first opportunity told the physician of his mind 
trouble. He knew clearly that he must go mad unless something 
should intervene to save him. He explained that he had wit- 
nessed a decapitation in Dahomey, and was haunted by one of 
the heads. Naturally, he did not care to state the actual facts. 
The physician looked grave. 
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Presently he spoke hesitatingly. "As a child, did you get very 
much religious training?” 

“Very little,” said Pollock. 

A shade passed over the physician’s face. “I don’t know if 
you have heard of the miraculous cures— it may be, of course, 
they are not miraculous— at Lourdes.” 

“Faith-healing will hardly suit me, I am afraid,” said Pollock, 
with his eye on the dark cushion. 

The head distorted its scarred features in an abominable 
grimace. The physician went upon a new track. “It’s ali imagina- 
tion,” he said, speaking with sudden briskness. “A fair case for 
faith-healing, anyhow. Your nervous system has run down, 
you’re in that twilight state of health when the bogles come 
easiest. The strong impression was too much for you. I must 
make you up a little mixture that will strengthen your nervous 
system— especially your brain. And you must take exercise.” 

“I’m no good for faith-healing,” said Pollock. 

“And therefore we must restore tone. Go in search of stimulat- 
ing air— Scotland, Norway, the Alps—” 

“Jericho, if you like,” said Pollock— “where Naaman went.” 

However, so soon as his fingers would let him, Pollock made a 
gallant attempt to follow out the doctor’s suggestion. It was now 
November. He tried football, but to Pollock the game consisted 
in kicking a furious inverted head about a field. He was no good 
at the game. He kicked blindly, with a kind of horror, and when 
they put him back into goal, and the ball came swooping down 
upon him, he suddenly yelled and got out of its way. The dis- 
creditable stories that had driven him from England to wander 
in the tropics shut him oft from any but men’s society, and now 
his increasingly strange behaviour made even his man friends 
avoid him. The thing was no longer a thing of the eye merely; 
it gibbered at him, spoke to him. A horrible fear came upon him 
that presently, when he took hold of the apparition, it would 
no longer become some mere article of furniture, but would feel 
like a real dissevered head. Alone, he would curse at the thing, 
defy it, entreat it; once or twice, in spite of his grim self-control, 
he addressed it in the presence of others. He felt the growing 
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suspicion in the eyes of the people that watched him— his land- 
lady, the servant, his man. 

One day early in December his cousin Arnold— his next ol 
kin— came to see him and draw him out, and watch his sunken 
yellow face with narrow eager eyes. And it seemed to Pollock 
that the hat his cousin carried in his hand was no hat at all, but 
a Gorgon head that glared at him upside down, and fought with 
its eyes against his reason. However, he was still resolute to see 
the matter out. He got a bicycle, and, riding over the frosty road 
from Wandsworth to Kingston, found the thing rolling along 
at his side, and leaving a dark trail behind it. He set his teeth 
and rode faster. Then suddenly, as he came down the hill towards 
Richmond Park, the apparition rolled in front of him and under 
his wheel, so quickly that he had no time for thought, and, turn- 
ing quickly to avoid it, was flung violently against a heap of 
stones and broke his left wrist. 

The end came on Christmas morning. All night he had been 
in a fever, the bandages encircling his wrist like a band of fire, 
his dreams more vivid and terrible than ever. In the cold, colour- 
less, uncertain light that came before the sunrise, he sat up in 
his bed, and saw the head upon the bracket in the place of the 
bronze jar that had stood there overnight. 

“I know that is a bronze jar,” he said, with a chill doubt at his 
heart. Presently the doubt was irresistible. He got out of bed 
slowly, shivering, and advanced to the jar with his hand raised. 
Surely he would see now his imagination had deceived him, 
recognise the distinctive sheen of bronze. At last, after an age of 
hesitation, his fingers came down on the patterned cheek of the 
head. He withdrew them spasmodically. The last stage was 
reached. His sense of touch had betrayed him. 

Trembling, stumbling against the bed, kicking against his 
shoes with his bare feet, a dark confusion eddying round him, 
he groped his way to the dressing-table, took his razor from the 
drawer, and sat down on the bed with this in his hand. In the 
looking-glass he saw his own face, colourless, haggard, full of 
the ultimate bitterness of despair. 

He beheld in swift succession the incidents in the brief tale 
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of his experience. His wretched home, his still more wretched 
school-days, the years of vicious life he had led since then, one 
act of selfish dishonour leading to another; it was all clear and 
pitiless now, all its squalid folly, in the cold light of the dawn. 
He came to the hut, to the fight with the Porroh man, to the 
retreat down the river to Sulyma, to the Mendi assassin and his 
red parcel, to his frantic endeavours to destroy the head, to the 
growth of his hallucination. It was a hallucination! He kneiu it 
was. A hallucination merely. For a moment he snatched at hope. 
He looked away from the glass, and on the bracket, the inverted 
head grinned and grimaced at him. . . . With the stiff fingers 
of his bandaged hand he felt at his neck for the throb of his 
arteries. The morning was very cold, the steel blade felt like ice. 


1**51 



H. G. WELLS 


1866- 

The Sea Raiders 


1 

until the extraordinary affair at Sidmouth, the peculiar species 
Haploteuthis ferox was known to science only generically, on the 
strength of a half-digested tentacle obtained near the Azores, and 
a decaying body pecked by birds and nibbled by fish, found early 
in 1896 by Mr. Jennings, near Land’s End. 

In no department of zoological science, indeed, are we quite so 
much in the dark as with regard to the deep-sea cephalopods. A 
mere accident, for instance, it was that led to the Prince of 
Monaco’s discovery of nearly a dozen new forms in the summer of 
1895; a discovery in which the before-mentioned tentacle was in- 
cluded. It chanced that a cachalot was killed off Terceira by some 
sperm whalers, and in its last struggles charged almost to the 
Prince’s yacht, missed it, rolled under, and died within twenty 
yards of his rudder. And in its agony it threw up a number of 
large objects, which the Prince, dimly perceiving they were 
strange and important, was, by a happy expedient, able to secure 
before they sank. He set his screws in motion, and kept them cir- 
cling in the vortices thus created until a boat could be lowered. 
And these specimens were whole cephalopods and fragments of 
cephalopods, some of gigantic proportions, and almost all of them 
unknown to science I 

It would seem, indeed, that these large and agile creatures, liv- 
ing in the middle depths of the sea, must, to a large extent, for 
ever remain unknown to us, since under water they are too nimble 
for nets, and it is only by such rare unlooked-for accidents that 
specimens can be obtained. In the case of Haploteuthis ferox, for 
instance, we are still altogether ignorant of its habitat, as ignorant 
as we are of the breeding-ground of the herring or the sea-ways of 
the salmon. And zoologists are altogether at a loss to account for 
its sudden appearance on our coast. Possibly it was the stress of a 
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hunger migration that drove it hither out of the deep. But it will 
be, perhaps, better to avoid necessarily inconclusive discussion, 
and to proceed at once with our narrative. 

The first human being to set eyes upon a living Haploteuthis — 
the first human being to survive, that is, for there can be little 
doubt now that the wave of bathing fatalities and boating acci- 
dents that travelled along the coast of Cornwall and Devon in 
early May was due to this cause— was a retired tea-dealer of the 
name of Fison, who was stopping at a Sidmouth boarding-house. 
It was in the afternoon, and he was walking along the cliff path 
between Sidmouth and Ladram Bay. The cliffs in this direction 
are very high, but down the red face of them in one place a kind 
of ladder staircase has been made. He was near this when his at- 
tention was attracted by what at first he thought to be a cluster of 
birds struggling over a fragment of food that caught the sunlight 
and glistened pinkish-white. The tide was right out, and this 
object was not only far below him, but remote across a broad 
waste of rock reefs covered with dark seaweed and interspersed 
with silvery shining tidal pools. And he was, moreover, dazzled 
by the brightness of the further water. 

In a minute, regarding this again, he perceived that his judg- 
ment was in fault, for over this struggle circled a number of birds, 
jackdaws and gulls for the most part, the latter gleaming blind- 
ingly when the sunlight smote their wings, and they seemed 
minute in comparison with it. And his curiosity was, perhaps, 
aroused all the more strongly because of his first insufficient ex- 
planations. 

As he had nothing better to do than amuse himself, he decided 
to make this object, whatever it was, the goal of his afternoon 
walk, instead of Ladram Bay, conceiving it might perhaps be a 
great fish of some sort, stranded by some chance, and flapping 
about in its distress. And so he hurried down the long steep lad- 
der, stopping at intervals of thirty feet or so to take breath and 
scan the mysterious movement. 

At the foot of the cliff he was, of course, nearer his object than 
he had been; but, on the other hand, it now came up against the 
incandescent sky, beneath the sun, so as to seem dark and indis* 
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tinct. Whatever was pinkish of it was now hidden by a skerry ol 
weedy boulders. But he perceived that it was made up of seven 
rounded bodies, distinct or connected, and that the birds kept 
up a constant croaking and screaming, but seemed afraid to ap- 
proach it too closely. 

Mr. Fison, torn by curiosity, began picking his way across the 
wave-worn rocks, and, finding the wet seaweed that covered them 
thickly Tendered them extremely slippery, he stopped, Temoved 
his shoes and socks, and coiled his trousers above his knees. His ob- 
ject was, of course, merely to avoid stumbling into the rocky pools 
about him, and perhaps he was rather glad, as all men are, of an 
excuse to resume, even for a moment, the sensations of his boy- 
hood. At any rate, it is to this, no doubt, that he owes his life. 

He approached his mark with all the assurance which the ab- 
solute security of this country against all forms of animal life 
gives its inhabitants. The round bodies moved to and fro, but it 
was only when he surmounted the skerry of boulders I have men- 
tioned that he realized the horrible nature of the discovery. It 
came upon him with some suddenness. 

The rounded bodies fell apart as he came into sight over the 
ridge, and displayed the pinkish object to be the partially de- 
voured body of a human being, but whether of a man or woman 
he was unable to say. And the rounded bodies were new and 
ghastly-looking creatures, in shape somewhat resembling an oc- 
topus, and with huge and very long and flexible tentacles, coiled 
copiously on the ground. The skin had a glistening texture, un- 
pleasant to see, like shiny leather. The downward bend of the 
tentacle-surrounded mouth, the curious excrescence at the bend, 
the tentacles, and the large intelligent eyes, gave the creatures a 
grotesque suggestion of a face. They were the size of a fair-sized 
swine about the body, and the tentacles seemed to him to be many 
feet in length. There were, he thinks, seven or eight at least of the 
creatures. Twenty yards beyond them, amid the surf of the now 
returning tide, two others were emerging from the sea. 

Their bodies lay flatly on the rocks, and their eyes regarded 
him with evil interest: but it does not appear that Mr. Fison was 
afraid, or that he realized that he was in any danger. Possibly his 
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confidence is to be ascribed to the limpness of their attitudes. 
But he was horrified, of course, and intensely excited and indig- 
nant at such revolting creatures preying upon human flesh. He 
thought they had chanced upon a drowned body. He shouted 
to them, with the idea of driving them off, and, finding they did 
not budge, cast about him, picked up a big rounded lump of rock, 
and flung it at one. 

And then, slowly uncoiling their tentacles, they all began 
moving towards him— creeping at first deliberately, and making a 
soft purring sound to each other. 

In a moment Mr. Fison realized that he was in danger. He 
shouted again, threw both his boots and started off, with a leap, 
forthwith. Twenty yards off he stopped and faced about, judging 
them slow, and behold! the tentacles of their leader were already 
pouring over the rocky ridge on which he had just been standing! 

At that he shouted again, but this time not threatening, but a 
cry of dismay, and began jumping, striding, slipping, wading 
across the uneven expanse between him and the beach. The tall 
red cliffs seemed suddenly at a vast distance, and he saw, as though 
they were creatures in another world, two minute workmen en- 
gaged in the repair of the ladder-way, and little suspecting the race 
for life that was beginning below them. At one time he could hear 
the creatures splashing in the pools not a dozen feet behind him, 
and once he slipped and almost fell. 

They chased him to the very foot of the cliffs, and desisted only 
when he had been joined by the workmen at the foot of the ladder- 
way up the cliff. All three of the men pelted rhem with stones for 
a time, and then hurried to the cliff top and along the path to- 
wards Sidmouth, to secure assistance and a boat, and to rescue the 
desecrated body from the clutches of these abominable creatures. 


n 

And, as if he had not already been in sufficient peril that day, 
Mr. Fison went with the boat to point out the exact spot of his 
adventure. 
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As the tide was down, it required a considerable detour to 
reach the spot, and when at last they came off the ladder-way, the 
mangled body had disappeared. The water was now running in, 
submerging first one slab of slimy rock and then another, and the 
four men in the boat— the workmen, that is, the boatman, and 
Mr. Fison— now turned their attention from the bearings off 
shore to the water beneath the keel. 

At first they could see little below them save a dark jungle of 
laminaria, with an occasional darting fish. Their minds were set 
on adventure, and they expressed their disappointment freely. 
But presently they saw one of the monsters swimming through 
the water seaward, with a curious rolling motion that suggested 
to Mr. Fison the spinning roll of a captive balloon. Almost imme- 
diately after, the waving streamers of laminaria were extraor- 
dinarily perturbed, parted for a moment, and three of these 
beasts became darkly visible, struggling for what was probably 
some fragment of the drowned man. In a moment the copious 
olive-green ribbons had poured again over this writhing group. 

At that all four men, greatly excited, began beating the water 
with oars and shouting, and immediately they saw a tumultuous 
movement among the weeds. They desisted to see more clearly, 
and as soon as the water was smooth, they saw, as it seemed to 
them, the whole sea bottom among the weeds set with eyes. 

“Ugly swinel” cried one of the men. “Why, there’s dozens!” 

And forthwith the things began to rise through the water about 
them. Mr. Fison has since described to the writer this startling 
eruption out of the waving laminaria meadows. To him it seemed 
to occupy a considerable time, but it is probable that really it 
was an affair of a few seconds only. For a time nothing but eyes, 
and then he speaks of tentacles streaming out and parting the 
weed fronds this way and that. Then these things, growing larger, 
until at last the bottom was hidden by their intercoiling forms, 
and the tips of tentacles rose darkly here and there into the air 
above the swell of the waters. 

One came up boldly to the side of the boat, and, clinging to 
this with three of its sucker-set tentacles, threw four others over 
the gunwale, as if with an intention either of oversetting the boat 



The Sea Raiders 


or of clambering into it. Mr. Fison at once caught up the boat- 
hook, and, jabbing furiously at the soft tentacles, forced it to 
desist. He was struck in the back and almost pitched overboard by 
the boatman, who was using his oar to resist a similar attack on the 
other side of the boat. But the tentacles on either side at once re- 
laxed their hold at this, slid out of sight, and splashed into the 
water. 

“We’d better get out of this,” said Mr. Fison, who was trem- 
bling violently. He went to the tiller, while the boatman and one 
of the workmen seated themselves and began rowing. The other 
workman stood up in the fore part of the boat, with the boathook, 
ready to strike any more tentacles that might appear. Nothing else 
seems to have been said. Mr. Fison had expressed the common 
feeling beyond amendment. In a hushed, scared mood, with faces 
white and drawn, they set about escaping from the position into 
which they had so recklessly blundered. 

But the oars had scarcely dropped into the water before dark, 
tapering, serpentine ropes had bound them, and were about the 
rudder, and creeping up the sides of the boat with a looping mo- 
tion came the suckers again. The men gripped their oars and 
pulled, but it was like trying to move a boat in a floating raft of 
weeds. “Help here!” cried the boatman, and Mr. Fison and the 
second workman rushed to help lug at the oar. 

Then the man with the boathook— his name was Ewan, or 
Ewen— sprang up with a curse, and began striking downward over 
the side, as far as he could reach, at the bank of tentacles that now 
clustered along the boat’s bottom. And, at the same time, the two 
rowers stood up to get a better purchase for the recovery of their 
oars. The boatman handed his to Mr. Fison, who lugged desper- 
ately, and, meanwhile, the boatman opened a big clasp-knife, 
and, leaning over the side of the boat, began hacking at the spiring 
arms upon the oar shaft. 

Mr. Fison, staggering with the quivering rocking of the boat, 
his teeth set, his breath coming short, and the veins starting on his 
hands as he pulled at his oar, suddenly cast his eyes seaward. And 
there, not fifty yards off, across the long rollers of the incoming 
tide, was a large boat standing in towards them, with three women 
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and a little child in it. A boatman was rowing, and a little man in 
a pink-ribboned straw hat and whites stood in the stem, hailing 
them. For a moment, of course, Mr. Fison thought of help, and 
then he thought of the child. He abandoned his oar forthwith, 
threw up his arms in a frantic gesture, and screamed to the party 
in the boat to keep away “for God’s sakel” It says much for the 
modesty and courage of Mr. Fison that he does not seem to be 
aware that there was any quality of heroism in his action at this 
juncture. The oar he had abandoned was at once drawn under, 
and presently reappeared floating about twenty yards away. 

At the same moment Mr. Fison felt the boat under him lurch 
violently, and a hoarse scream, a prolonged cry of terror from 
Hill, the boatman, caused him to forget the party of excursion- 
ists altogether. He turned, and saw Hill crouching by the forward 
rowlock, his face convulsed with terror, and his right arm over 
the side and drawn tightly down. He gave now a succession of 
short, sharp cries, “Ohl ohl ohl— oh!’’ Mr. Fison believes that he 
must have been hacking at the tentacles below the water-line, 
and have been grasped by them, but, of course, it is quite impos- 
sible to say now certainly what had happened. The boat was heel- 
ing over, so that the gunwale was within ten inches of the water, 
and both Ewan and the other labourer were striking down into 
the water, with oar and boathook, on either side of Hill’s arm. 
Mr. Fison instinctively placed himself to counterpoise them. 

Then Hill, who was a burly, powerful man, made a strenuous 
effort, and rose almost to a standing position. He lifted his arm, 
indeed, clean out of the water. Hanging to it was a complicated 
tangle of brown ropes; and the eyes of one of the brutes that had 
hold of him, glaring straight and resolute, showed momentarily 
above the surface. The boat heeled more and more, and the 
green-brown water came pouring in a cascade over the side. Then 
Hill slipped and fell with his ribs across the side, and his arm 
and the mass of tentacles about it splashed back into the water. 
He rolled over; his boot kicked Mr. Fison’s knee as that gentleman 
rushed forward to seize him, and in another moment fresh ten- 
tacles had whipped about his waist and neck, and after a brief, 
convulsive struggle, in which the boat was nearly capsized. Hill 
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was lugged overboard. The boat righted with a violent jerk that 
all but sent Mr. Fison over the other side, and hid the struggle 
in the water from his eyes. 

He stood staggering to recover his balance for a moment, and 
as he did so, he became aware that the struggle and the inflowing 
tide had carried them close upon the weedy rocks again. Not four 
yards off a table of rock still rose in rhythmic movements above 
the inwash of the tide. In a moment Mr. Fison seized the oar 
from Ewan, gave one vigorous stroke, then, dropping it, ran to 
the bows and leapt. He felt his feet slide over the rock, and, by a 
frantic effort, leapt again towards a further mass. He stumbled 
over this, came to his knees, and rose again. 

“Look outl” cried someone, and a large drab body struck him. 
He was knocked flat into a tidal pool by one of the workmen, and 
as he went down he heard smothered, choking cries, that he be- 
lieved at the time came from Hill. Then he found himself marvel- 
ling at the shrillness and variety of Hill’s voice. Someone jumped 
over him, and a curving rush of foamy water poured over him, 
and passed. He scrambled to his feet dripping, and, without look- 
ing seaward, ran as fast as his terror would let him shoreward. 
Before him, over the flat space of scattered rocks, stumbled the 
two workmen— one a dozen yards in front of the other. 

He looked over his shoulder at last, and, seeing that he was not 
pursued, faced about. He was astonished. From the moment of 
the rising of the cephalopods out of the water, he had been acting 
too swiftly to fully comprehend his actions. Now it seemed to him 
as if he had suddenly jumped out of an evil dream. 

For there were the sky, cloudless and blazing with the afternoon 
sun, the sea weltering under its pitiless brightness, the soft creamy 
foam of the breaking water, and the low, long, dark ridges of 
rock. The righted boat floated, rising and falling gently on the 
swell about a dozen yards from shore. Hill and the monsters, all 
the stress and tumult of that fierce fight for life, had vanished as 
though they had never been. 

Mr. Fison’s heart was beating violently; he was throbbing to 
the finger-tips, and his breath came deep. 

There was something missing. For some seconds he could not 
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think clearly enough what this might be. Sun, sky, sea, rocks— 
what was it? Then he remembered the boatload of excursionists. 
It had vanished. He wondered whether he had imagined it. He 
turned, and saw the two workmen standing side by side under the 
projecting masses of the tall pink cliffs. He hesitated whether he 
should make one last attempt to save the man Hill. His physical 
excitement seemed to desert him suddenly, and leave him aimless 
and helpless. He turned shoreward, stumbling and wading to- 
wards his two companions. 

He looked back again, and there were now two boats floating, 
and the one farthest out at sea pitched clumsily, bottom upward. 


m 

So it was Haploteuthis ferox made its appearance upon the 
Devonshire coast. So far, this has been its most serious aggression. 
Mr. Fison’s account, taken together with the wave of boating 
and bathing casualties to which I have already alluded, and the 
absence of fish from the Cornish coasts that year, points clearly to 
a shoal of these voracious deep-sea monsters prowling slowly along 
the sub-tidal coastline. Hunger migration has, I know, been sug- 
gested as the force that drove them hither; but, for my own part, 
I prefer to believe the alternative theory of Hemsley. Hemsley 
holds that a pack or shoal of these creatures may have become 
enamou red of human flesh by the accident of a foundered ship 
sinking among them, and have wandered in search of it out of 
their accustomed zone; first waylaying and following ships, and 
so coming to our shores in the wake of the Atlantic traffic. But to 
discuss Hemsley ’s cogent and admirably-stated arguments would 
be out of place here. 

It would seem that the appetites of the shoal were satisfied by 
,the catch of eleven people— for so far as can be ascertained, there 
were ten people in the second boat, and certainly these creatures 
gave no further signs of their presence off Sidmouth that day. The 
coast between Seaton and Budleigh Salterton was patrolled all 
that evening and night by four Preventive Service boats, the men 
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in which were armed with harpoons and cutlasses, and as the 
evening advanced, a number of more or less similarly equipped 
expeditions, organised by private individuals, joined them. Mr. 
Fison took no part in any of these expeditions. 

About midnight excited hails were heard from a boat about a 
couple of miles out at sea to the southeast of Sidmouth, and a 
lantern was seen waving in a strange manner to and fro and up and 
down. The nearer boats at once hurried towards the alarm. The 
venturesome occupants of the boat, a seaman, a curate, and two 
schoolboys, had actually seen the monsters passing under their 
boat. The creatures, it seems, like most deep-sea organisms, were 
phosphorescent, and they had been floating, five fathoms deep or 
so, likecreatures of moonshine through the blackness of the water, 
their tentacles retracted and as if asleep, rolling over and over, 
and moving slowly in a wedge-like formation towards the south- 
east. 

These people told their story in gesticulated fragments, as first 
one boat drew alongside and then another. At last there was a 
little fleet of eight or nine boats collected together, and from them 
a tumult, like the chatter of a marketplace, rose into the stillness 
of the night. There was little or no disposition to pursue the shcal. 
the people had neither weapons nor experience for such a dubious 
chase, and presently— even with a certain relief, it may be— the 
boats turned shoreward. 

And now to tell what is perhaps the most astonishing fact in this 
whole astonishing raid. We have not the slightest knowledge of 
the subsequent movements of the shoal, although the whole 
south-west coast was now alert for it. But it may, perhaps, be sig- 
nificant that a cachalot was stranded off Sark on June 3rd. Two 
weeks and three days after this Sidmouth affair, a living Haplo- 
teuthis came ashore on Calais sands. It was alive, because several 
witnesses saw its tentacles moving in a convulsive way. But it is 
probable that it was dying. A gentleman named Pouchet obtained 
a rifle and shot it. 

That was the last appearance of a living Haploteuthis. No 
others were seen on the French coast. On the 15 th of June a dead 
body, almost complete, was washed ashore near Torquay, and a 
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few days later a boat from the Marine Biological station, engaged 
in dredging off Plymouth, picked up a rotting specimen, slashed 
deeply with a cutlass wound. How the former specimen had come 
by its death it is impossible to say. And on the last day of June, 
Mr. Egbert Caine, an artist, bathing near Newlyn, threw up his 
arms, shrieked, and was drawn under. A friend bathing with him 
made no attempt to save him, but swam at once for the shore. This 
is the last fact to tell of this extraordinary raid from the deeper 
sea. Whether it is really the last of these horrible creatures it is, 
as yet, premature to say. But it is believed, and certainly it is to be 
hoped, that they have returned now, and returned for good, to 
the sunless depths of the middle seas, out of which they have so 
strangely and so mysteriously arisen. 


J»*»l 



S A K I (H. H. MUNRO 


1870-1916 

Sredni Vashtar 


Hector Hugh Munro was born tn Burma, where his father was stationed as an 
officer of the Burma Police. When he was only one year old , he, together with his 
brother and sister, was taken to England by their mother . She died soon there- 
after, and their father, before returning to India, placed the children under the 
tare of a couple of turbulent and autocratic aunts . 

Munro used these aunts freely in several of the brilliant stories he began 
to write many years later . His style, for which he is noted, has the crispness and 
terseness of true wit . 

Upon the outbreak of the First World War, he enlisted in the 22nd Royal 
Fusiaers. He refused a commission twice, for fear that he would never see active 
service He was sent to France in November, J915, and a year later was killed in 
the attack on Beaumont Hamel 

The name Sakt he took from the cup-bearer in the final stanza of the “Rubdtydt 
of Omar Khayydm" 

"And when like her, oh Sdki, you shall pass 
Among the Guests Star-scatter' d on the Grass, 

And tn your joyous errand reach the spot 
Where I made One— turn down an empty Glass 1 " 


conradin was ten years old, and the doctor had pronounced 
his professional opinion that the boy would not live another five 
years. The doctor was silky and effete, and counted for little, but 
his opinion was endorsed by Mrs. De Ropp, who counted for 
nearly everything. Mrs. De Ropp was Conradin’s cousin and 
guardian, and in his eyes she represented those three-fifths of the 
world that are necessary and disagreeable and real; the other two- 
fifths, in perpetual antagonism to the foregoing, were summed up 
in himself and his imagination. One of these days Conradin sup- 
posed he would succumb to the mastering pressure of wearisome 
necessary things— such as illnesses and coddling restrictions and 
drawn-out dulness. Without his imagination, which was rampant 
under the spur of loneliness, he would have succumbed long ago. 

Mrs. De Ropp would never, in her honestest moments, have 
confessed to herself that she disliked Conradin, though she might 
have been dimly aware that thwarting him “for his good” was a 
duty which she did not find particularly irksome. Conradin hated 
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her with a desperate sincerity which he was perfectly able to 
mask. Such few pleasures as he could contrive for himself gained 
an added relish from the likelihood that they would be displeasing 
to his guardian, and from the realm of his imagination she was 
locked out— an unclean thing, which should find no entrance. 

In the dull, cheerless garden, overlooked by so many windows 
that were ready to open with a message not to do this or that, or 
a reminder that medicines were due, he found little attraction. 
The few fruit-trees that it contained were set jealously apart from 
his plucking, as though they were rare specimens of their kind 
blooming m an arid waste; it would probably have been difficult 
to find a market-gardener who would have offered ten shillings 
for their entire yearly produce. In a forgotten corner, however, 
almost hidden behind a dismal shrubbery, was a disused tool- 
shed of respectable proportions, and within its walls Conradin 
found a haven, something that took on the varying aspects of a 
playroom and a cathedral. He had peopled it with a legion of 
familiar phantoms, evoked partly from fragments of history and 
partly from his own brain, but it also boasted two inmates of 
flesh and blood. In one corner lived a ragged-plumaged Houdan 
hen, on which the boy lavished an affection that had scarcely an- 
other outlet. Further back in the gloom stood a large hutch, di- 
vided into two compartments, one of which was fronted with 
close iron bars. This was the abode of a large polecat-ferret, which 
a friendly butcher-boy had once smuggled, cage and all, into its 
present quarters, in exchange for a long-secreted hoard of small 
silver. Conradin was dreadfully afraid of the lithe, sharp-fanged 
beast, but it was his most treasured possession. Its very presence 
in the tool-shed was a secret and fearful joy, to be kept scrupu- 
lously from the knowledge of the Woman, as he privately dubbed 
his cousin. And one day, out of Heaven knows what material, he 
spun the beast a wonderful name, and from that moment it grew 
into a god and a religion. The Woman indulged in religion once 
a week at a church near by, and took Conradin with her, but to 
him the church service was an alien rite in the House of Rimmon. 
Every Thursday, in the dim and musty silence of the tool-shea, he 
worshipped with mystic and elaborate ceremonial before the 
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w^den hutch where dwelt Sredni Vashtar, the great ferret. Red 
flowejs in their season and scarlet berries in the winter-time were 
offered at his shrine, for he was a god who laid some special stress 
on the fierce impatient side of things, as opposed to the Woman’s 
religion, which, as far as Conradin could observe, went to great 
lengths in the contrary direction. And on great festivals powdered 
nutmeg was strewn in front of his hutch, an important feature of 
the offering being that the nutmeg had to be stolen. These fes- 
tivals were of irregular occurrence, and were chiefly appointed 
to celebrate some passing event. On one occasion, when Mrs. De 
Ropp suffered from acute toothache for three days, Conradin 
kept up the festival during the entire three days, and almost suc- 
ceeded in persuading himself that Sredni Vashtar was personally 
responsible for the toothache. If the malady had lasted for another 
day the supply of nutmeg would have given out. 

The Houdan hen was never drawn into the cult of Sredni 
Vashtar. Conradin had long ago settled that she was Anabaptist. 
He did not pretend to have the remotest knowledge as to what an 
Anabaptist was, but he privately hoped that it was dashing and 
not very respectable. Mrs. De Ropp was the ground plan on which 
he based and detested all respectability. 

After a while Conradin’s absorption in the tool-shed began to 
attract the notice of his guardian. “It is not good for him to be 
pottering down there in all weathers," she promptly decided, 
and at breakfast one morning she announced that the Houdan 
hen had been sold and taken away overnight. With her short- 
sighted eyes she peered at Conradin, waiting foT an outbreak of 
rage and sorrow, which she was ready to rebuke with a flow of 
excellent precepts and reasoning. But Conradin said nothing; 
there was nothing to be said. Something perhaps in his white set 
face gave her a momentary qualm, for at tea that afternoon there 
was toast on the table, a delicacy which she usually banned on the 
ground that it was bad for him; also because the making of it “gave 
trouble," a deadly offence in the middle-class feminine eye. 

"I thought you liked toast,” she exclaimed, with an injured air, 
observing that he did not touch it. 
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"Sometimes,” said Conradin. 

In the shed that evening there was an innovation in the worship 
of the hutch-god. Conradin had been wont to chant his praises; 
tonight he asked a boon. 

“Do one thing for me, Sredni Vashtar.” 

The thing was not specified. As Sredni Vashtar was a god he 
must be supposed to know. And choking back a sob as he looked 
at that other empty comer, Conradin went back to the world he 
so hated. 

And every night, in the welcome darkness of his bedroom, 
and every evening in the dusk of the tool-shed, Conradin’s bitter 
litany went up: “Do one thing for me, Sredni Vashtar.” 

Mrs. De Ropp noticed that the visits to the shed did not cease, 
and one day she made a further journey of inspection. 

"What are you keeping in that locked hutch?” she asked. 
believe it’s guinea-pigs. I’ll have them all cleared away.” 

Conradin shut his lips tight, but the Woman ransacked his 
bedroom till she found the carefully hidden key, and forthwith 
marched down to the shed to complete her discovery. It was a 
cold afternoon, and Conradin had been bidden to keep to the 
house. From the furthest window of the dining-room the door of 
the shed could just be seen beyond the corner of the shrubbery, 
and there Conradin stationed himself. He saw the Woman enter, 
and then he imagined her opening the door of the sacred hutch 
and peering down with her short-sighted eyes into the thick straw 
bed where his god lay hidden. Perhaps she would prod at the 
straw in her clumsy impatience. And Conradin fervently breathed 
his prayer for the last time. But he knew as he prayed that he did 
not believe. He knew that the Woman would come out presently 
with that pursed smile he loathed so well on her face, and that 
in an hour or two the gardener would carry away his wonderful 
god, a god no longer, but a simple brown ferret in a hutch. And he 
knew that the Woman would triumph always as she triumphed 
now, and that he would grow ever more sickly under her pestering 
and domineering and superior wisdom, till one dav nothing 
would matter much more with him, and the doctor would be 
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proved right. And in the sting and misery of his defeat, he began 
to chant loudly and defiantly the hymn of his threatened idol: 

Sredni Vashtar went forth. 

His thoughts were red thoughts and his teeth were white. 

His enemies called for peace, but he brought them death. 

Sredni Vashtar the Beautiful. 

And then of a sudden he stopped his chanting and drew closer 
to the window-pane. The door of the shed still stood ajar as it 
had been left, and the minutes were slipping by. They were long 
minutes, but they slipped by nevertheless. He watched the star- 
lings running and flying in little parties across the lawn; he 
counted them over and over again, with one eye always on that 
swinging door. A sour-faced maid came in to lay the table for tea, 
and still Conradin stood and waited and watched. Hope had 
crept by inches into his heart, and now a look of triumph began 
to blaze in his eyes that had only known the wistful patience of 
defeat. Under his breath, with a furtive exultation, he began once 
again the pasan of victory and devastation. And presently his eyes 
were rewarded: out through that doorway came a long, low, yel 
low-and-brown beast, with eyes a-blink at the waning daylight, 
and dark wet stains around the fur of jaws and throat. Conradin 
dropped on his knees. The great polecat-ferret made its way down 
to a small brook at the foot of the garden, drank for a moment, 
then crossed a little plank bridge and was lost to sight in the 
bushes. Such was the passing of Sredni Vashtar. 

“Tea is ready,” said the sour-faced maid; “where is the mis- 
tress?” 

"She went down to the shed some time ago,” said Conradin. 

And while the maid went to summon her mistress to tea, Con- 
radin fished a toasting-fork out of the sideboard drawer and pro 
ceeded to toast himself a piece of bread. And during the toasting 
of it and the buttering of it with much butter and the slow enjoy- 
ment of eating it, Conradin listened to the noises and silences 
which fell in quick spasms beyond the dining-room door. The 
loud foolish screaming of the maid, the answering chorus of 
wondering ejaculations from the kitchen region, the scuttering 
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footsteps and hurried embassies for outside help, and then, after 
a lull, the scared sobbings and the shuffling tread of those who 
bore a heavy burden into the house. 

“Whoever will break it to the poor child? I couldn’t for the life 
of mel” exclaimed a shrill voice. And while they debated the mat- 
ter among themselves, Conradin made himself another piece of 
toast. 



ALEXANDER WOOLLCOTT 
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Moonlight Sonata 


The great critic and raconteur , Alexander Woollcott—a pastiche of contradictions, 
of sentimental kindness and brutal wit— was stricken in January, 194}, while 
participating in a radio broadcast , in which he argued tn favor of rigorous punish- 
ment, after the war was won, for all the Nazis and Nazi sympathizers in Germany, 
“Moonlight Sonata " w to be found in his sparkling collection of stones and 
reminiscences, While Rome Burns. 


if this report were to be published in its own England, I would 
have to cross my fingers in a little foreword explaining that all 
the characters were fictitious— which stern requirement of the 
British libel law would embarrass me slightly because none of 
the characters is fictitious, and the story— told to Katharine Cor- 
nell by Clemence Dane and by Katharine Cornell told to me— 
chronicles what, to the best of my knowledge and belief, actually 
befell a young English physician whom I shall call Alvan Barach, 
because that does not happen to be his name. It is an account of a 
hitherto unreported adventure he had two years ago when he 
went down into Kent to visit an old friend— let us call him Ellery 
Cazalet— who spent most of his days on the links and most of his 
nights wondeiing how he would ever pay the death duties on the 
collapsing family manor-house to which he had indignantly fallen 
heir. 

This house was a shabby little cousin to Compton Wynyates, 
with roof-tiles of Tudor red making it cozy in the noon-day sun. 
and a hoarse bell which, from the clock tower, had been con- 
temptuously scattering the hours like coins ever since Henry VIII 
was a rosy stripling. Within, Cazalet could afford only a doddering 
couple to fend for him, and the once sumptuous gardens did much 
as they pleased under the care of a single gardener. I think I must 
risk giving the gardener’s real name, for none I could invent 
would have so appropriate a flavor. It was John Scripture, and he 
was assisted, from time to time, by an aged and lunatic father who, 
in his lucid intervals, would be let out from his captivity undei 
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the eaves of the lodge to putter amid the lewd topiarian extrava- 
gance of the hedges. 

The doctor was to come down when he could, with a promise 
of some good golf, long nights of exquisite silence, and a ghost 
or two thrown in if his fancy ran that way. It was characteristic 
of his rather ponderous humor that, in writing to fix a day, he 
addressed Cazalet at “The Creeps, Sevenoaks, Kent.” When he 
arrived, it was to find his host away from home and not due back 
until all hours. Barach was to dine alone with a reproachful 
tetter for a companion, and not wait up. His bedroom on the 
ground floor was beautifully paneled from footboard to ceiling, 
hut some misguided housekeeper under the fourth George had 
fallen upon the lovely woodwork with a can of black varnish. The 
dowry brought by a Cazalet bride of the mauve decade had been 
invested in a few vintage bathrooms, and one of these had replaced 
a prayer closet that once opened into this bedroom. There was 
only a candle to read by, but the light of a full moon came waver- 
ingly through the wind-stirred vines that half curtained the 
mullioned windows. 

In this museum, Barach dropped off to sleep. He did not know 
how long he had slept when he found himself awake again, and 
conscious that something was astir in the room. It took him a 
moment to place the movement, but at last, in a patch of moon- 
light, he made out a hunched figure that seemed to be sitting with 
bent, engrossed head in the chair by the door. It was the hand, or 
rather the whole arm, that was moving, tracing a recurrent if 
irregular course in the air. At first the gesture was teasmgly half- 
familiar, and then Barach recognized it as the one a woman makes 
when embroidering. There would be a hesitation as if the needle 
were being thrust through some taut, resistant material, and then, 
each time, the long, swift, sure pull of the thread. 

To the startled guest, this seemed the least menacing activity 
he had ever heard ascribed to a ghost, but just the same he had 
only one idea, and that was to get out of that room with all pos- 
sible dispatch. His mind made a hasty reconnaissance. The door 
into the hall was out of the question, for madness lay that way. 
At least he would have to pass right by that weaving arm. Nor 
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did he relish a blind plunge into the thorny shrubbery beneath 
his window, and a barefoot scamper across the frosty turf. Of 
course, there was the bathroom, but that was small comfort if he 
could not get out of it by another door. In a spasm of concentra- 
tion, he remembered that he had seen another door. Just at the 
moment of this realization, he heard the comfortingly actual 
sound of a car coming up the drive, and guessed that it was his 
host returning. In one magnificent movement, he leaped to the 
floor, bounded into the bathroom, and bolted its door behind him. 
The floor of the room beyond was quilted with moonlight. Wad- 
ing through that, he arrived breathless, but unmolested, in the 
corridor. Further along he could see the lamp left burning in the 
entrance hall and hear the clatter of his host closing the front door. 

As Barach came hurrying out of the darkness to greet him, 
Cazalet boomed his delight at such affability, and famished by 
his long, cold ride, proposed an immediate raid on the larder. The 
doctor, already sheepish at his recent panic, said nothing about 
it, and was all for food at once. With lighted candles held high, 
the foraging party descended on the offices, and mine host was 
descanting on the merits of cold roast beef, Cheddar cheese, and 
milk as a light midnight snack, when he stumbled over a bundle 
on the floor. With a cheerful curse at the old goody of the kitchen 
wiio was always leaving something about, he bent to see what it 
was this time, and let out a whistle of surprise. Then, by two 
candles held low, he and the doctor saw something they will not 
iorget while they live. It was the body of the cook. Just the body. 
The head was gone. On the floor alongside lay a bloody cleaver. 

“Old Scripture, by Godl” Cazalet cried out, and, in a flash, 
Barach guessed. Still clutching a candle in one hand, he dragged 
his companion back through the interminable house to the room 
from which he had fled, motioning him to be silent, tiptoeing the 
final steps. That precaution was wasted, for a regiment could 
not have disturbed the rapt contentment of the ceremony still in 
progress within. The old lunatic had not left his seat by the door. 
Between his knees he still held the head of the woman he had 
killed. Scrupulously, happily, crooning at his work, he was pluck- 
ing out the gray hairs one by one. 
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Silent Snow, Secret Snow 


Conrad Aiken— bom tn Savannah , Georgia , but bearing the hallmarks of his Alma 
Mater, Harvard— is even better known as a poet than as a sensitixte writer of 
short stories He has also written two psychoanalytical novels — Blue Voyage and 
Great Circle. 

“Silent Snow, Secret Snow” ts a study of developing schizophrenic insanity - 
particularly touching because the victim is an all too imaginative and introspective 
little boy, scarcely twelve years old. 


just why it should have happened, or why it should have hap- 
pened just when it did, he could not, of course, possibly have said; 
nor perhaps could it even have occurred to him to ask. The thing 
was above all a secret, something to be preciously concealed from 
Mother and Father; and to that very fact it owed an enormous part 
of its deliciousness. It was like a peculiarly beautiful trinket to 
be carried unmentioned in one’s trouser-pocket— a rare stamp, 
an old coin, a few tiny gold links found trodden out of shape on 
the path in the park, a pebble of carnelian, a sea shell distinguish- 
able from all others by an unusual spot or stripe— and, as if it 
were any one of these, he carried around with him everywhere a 
warm and persistent and increasingly beautiful sense of posses- 
sion. Nor was it only a sense of possession— it was also a sense of 
protection. It was as if, in some delightful way, his secret gave him 
a fortress, a wall behind which he could retreat into heavenly se- 
clusion. This was almost the first thing he had noticed about it— 
apart from the oddness of the thing itself— and it was this that now 
again, for the fiftieth time, occurred to him, as he sat in the little 
schoolroom. It was the half hour for geography. Miss Buell was 
revolving with one finger, slowly, a huge terrestrial globe which 
had been placed on her desk. The green and yellow continents 
passed and repassed, questions were asked and answered, and 
now the little girl in front of him, Deirdre, who had a funny little 
constellation of freckles on the back of her neck, exactly like the 
Big Dipper, was standing up and telling Miss Buell that the 
equator was the line that ran round the middle. 
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Miss Buell’s face, which was old and grayish and kindly, with 
gray stiff curls beside the cheeks, and eyes that swam very brightly, 
like little minnows, behind thick glasses, wrinkled itself into a 
complication of amusements. 

“Ah! I see. The earth is wearing a belt, or a sash. Or someone 
±rew a line round it!” 

“Oh, no— not that— I mean—” 

In the general laughter, he did not share, or only a very little. 
He was thinking about the Arctic and Antarctic regions, which 
of course, on the globe, were white. Miss Buell was now telling 
them about the tropics, the jungles, the steamy heat ot equatorial 
swamps, where the birds and butterflies, and even the snakes, were 
like living jewels. As he listened to these things, he was already, 
with a pleasant sense of half-effort, putting his secret between 
himself and the words. Was it really an effort at all? For effort 
implied something voluntary, and perhaps even something one 
did not especially want; whereas this was distinctly pleasant, and 
came almost of its own accord. All he needed to do was to think 
of that morning, the first one, and then ot all the others— 

But it was all so absurdly simple! It had amounted to so little. 
It was nothing, just an idea— and just why it should have become 
so wonderful, so permanent, was a mystery— a very pleasant one, 
to be sure, but also, in an amusing way, foolish. However, without 
ceasing to listen to Miss Buell, who had now moved up to the 
north temperate zone, he deliberately invited his memory of 
the first morning. It was only a moment or two after he had waked 
up— or perhaps the moment itself. But was there, to be exact, an 
exact moment? Was one awake all at once? Or was it gradual? 
Anyway, it was after he had stretched a lazy hand up towards the 
headrail, and yawned, and then relaxed again among his warm 
covers, all the more grateful on a December morning, that the 
thing had happened. Suddenly, for no reason, he had thought of 
the postman, he remembered the postman. Perhaps there was 
nothing so odd in that. After all, he heard the postman almost 
every morning in his life— his heavy boots could be heard clump- 
ing round the comer at the top of the little cobbled hill-street, and 
then, progressively nearer, progressively louder, the double knock 
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at each door, the crossings and re-crossings of the street, till finally 
the clumsy steps came stumbling across to the very door, and the 
tremendous knock came which shook the house itself. 

(Miss Buell was saying “Vast wheat-growing areas in North 
America and Siberia.” 

Deirdre had for the moment placed her left hand across the 
back of her neck.) 

But on this particular morning, the first morning, as he lay 
there with his eyes closed, he had for some reason waited for the 
postman. He wanted to hear him come round the corner. And 
that was precisely the joke— he never did. He never came. He 
never had com e— round the corner— again. For when at last the 
steps were heard, they had already, he was quite sure, come a little 
down the hill, to the first house; and even so, the steps were curi- 
ously different— they were softer, they had a new secrecy about 
them, they were muffled and indistinct; and while the rhythm of 
them was the same, it now said a new thing— it said peace, it said 
remoteness, it said cold, it said sleep. And he had understood the 
situation at once— nothing could have seemed simpler— there had 
been snow in the night, such as all winter he had been longing for; 
and it was this which had rendered the postman’s first footsteps 
inaudible, and the later ones faint. Of course! How lovelyl And 
even now it must be snowing— it was going to be a snowy day— the 
long white ragged lines were drifting and sifting across the street, 
across the faces of the old houses, whispering and hushing, making 
little triangles of white in the corners between cobblestones, 
seething a little when the wind blew them over the ground to a 
drifted comer; and so it would be all day, getting deeper and 
deeper and silenter and silenter. 

(Miss Buell was saying “Land of perpetual snow.”) 

All this time, of course (while he lay in bed), he had kept his 
eyes closed, listening to the nearer progress of the postman, the 
muffled footsteps thumping and slipping on the snow-sheathed 
cobbles; and all the other sounds— the double knocks, a frosty 
far-off voice or two, a bell ringing thinly and softly as if under a 
sheet of ice— had the same slightly abstracted quality, as if re- 
moved by one degree from actuality— as if everything in the world 
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had been insulated by snow. But when at last, pleased, he opened 
his eyes, and turned them towards the window, to see for himself 
this \ong-desired and now so clearly imagined miracle— what he 
saw instead was brilliant sunlight on a roof; and when, astonished, 
he jumped out of bed and stared down into the street, expecting 
to see the cobbles obliterated by the snow, he saw nothing but the 
bare bright cobbles themselves. 

Queer, the effect this extraordinary surprise had had upon him 
—all the following morning he had kept with him a sense as of 
snow falling about him, a secret screen of new snow between 
himself and the world. If he had not dreamed such a thing— and 
how could he have dreamed it while awake?— how else could one 
explain it? In any case, the delusion had been so vivid as to affect 
his entire behavior. He could not now remember whether it was 
on the first or the second morning— or was it even the third?— 
that his mother had drawn attention to some oddness in his 
manner. 

"But my darling”— she had said at the breakfast table— “wha^ 
has come over you? You don’t seem to be listening. . . 

And how often that very thing had happened since! 

(Miss Buell was now asking if anyone knew the difference be- 
tween the North Pole and the Magnetic Pole. Deirdre was hold- 
ing up her flickering brown hand, an i he could see the four white 
dimples that marked the knuckles.) 

Perhaps it hadn’t been either the second or third morning— or 
even the fourth or fifth. How could he be sure? How could he be 
sure just when the delicious progress had become clear? Just when 
it had really begun? The intervals weren’t very precise. . . . All 
he now knew was, that at some point or other— perhaps the second 
day, perhaps the sixth— he had noticed that the presence of th» 
snow was a little more insistent, the sound of it clearer; and, con- 
versely, the sound of the postman’s footsteps more indistinct. Not 
only could he not hear the steps come round the corner, he could 
not even hear them at the first house. It was below the first house 
that he heard them; and then, a few days later, it was below the 
second house that he heard them; and a few days later again, be- 
low the third. Gradually, gradually, the snow was becoming 
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heavier, the sound of its seething louder, the cobblestones more 
and more muffled. When he found, each morning, on going to the 
window, after the ritual of listening, that the roofs and cobbles 
were as bare as ever, it made no difference. This was, after all, 
only what he had expected. It was even what pleased him, what 
rewarded him: the thing was his own, belonged to no one else. No 
one else knew about it, not even his mother and father. There, 
outside, were the bare cobbles; and here, inside, was the snow. 
Snow growing heavier each day, muffling the world, hiding the 
ugly, and deadening increasingly— above all— the steps of the post- 
man. 

“But my darling”— she had said at the luncheon table— “what 
has come over you? You don’t seem to listen when people speak 
to you. That’s the third time I’ve asked you to pass your plate. ...” 

How was one to explain this to Mother? or to Father? There 
was, of course, nothing to be done about it: nothing. All one 
could do was to laugh embarrassedly, pretend to be a little 
ashamed, apologize, and take a sudden and somewhat disingenu- 
ous interest in what was being done or said. The cat had stayed 
out all night. He had a curious swelling ou iu» left cheek— perhaps 
somebody had kicked him, or a stone had struck him. Mrs. 
Rempton was or was not coming to tea. The house was going to 
be house cleaned, or “turned out,” on Wednesday instead of 
Friday. A new lamp was provided for his evening work— perhaps 
it was eyestrain which accounted for this new and so peculiar 
vagueness of his— Mother was looking at him with amusement 
as she said this, but with something else as well. A new lamp? A 
new lamp. Yes Mother, No Mother, Yes Mother. School is going 
very well. The geometry is very easy. The history is very dull. The 
geography is very interesting— particularly when it takes one to 
the North Pole. Why the North Pole? Oh, well, it would be fun to 
be an explorer. Another Peary or Scott or Shackleton. And then 
abruptly he found his interest in the talk at an end, stared at the 
pudding on his plate, listened, waited, and began once more— ah, 
how heavenly, too, the first beginnings— to hear or feel— for could 
he actually hear it?— the silent snow, the secret snow. 
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(Miss Buell was telling them about the search for the Northwest 
Passage, about Hendrik Hudson, the Half Moon.) 

This had been, indeed, the only distressing feature of the new 
experience: the fact that it so increasingly had brought him into a 
kind of mute misunderstanding, or even conflict, with his father 
and mother. It was as if he were trying to lead a double life. On 
the one hand he had to be Paul Hasleman, and keep up the ap- 
pearance of being that person— dress, wash, and answer intel- 
ligently when spoken to—; on the other, he had to explore this 
new world which had been opened to him. Nor could there be the 
slightest doubt— not the slightest— that the new world was the 
profounder and more wonderful of the two. It was irresistible. It 
was miraculous. Its beauty was simply beyond anything— beyond 
speech as beyond thought— utterly incommunicable. But how 
then, between the two worlds, of which he was thus constantly 
aware, was he to keep a balance? One must get up, one must go to 
breakfast, one must talk with Mother, go to school, do one’s les- 
sons— and, in all this, try not to appear too much of a fool. But 
if all the while one was also trying to extract the full deliciousness 
of another and quite separate existence, one which could not 
easily (if at all) be spoken of— how was one to manage? How was 
one to explain? Would it be safe to explain? Would it be absurd? 
Would it merely mean that he would get into some obscure kind 
of trouble? 

These thoughts came and went, came and went, as softly and 
secretly as the snow; they were not precisely a disturbance, per- 
haps they were even a pleasure, he liked to have them, their pres- 
ence was something almost palpable, something he could stroke 
with his hand, without closing his eyes, and without ceasing to 
see Miss Buell and the schoolroom and the globe and the freckles 
on Deirdre’s neck; nevertheless he did in a sense cease to see, or 
to see the obvious external world, and substituted for this vision 
the vision of snow, the sound of snow, and the slow, almost sound- 
less, approach of the postman. Yesterday, it had been only at the 
sixth house that the postman had become audible; the snow was 
much deeper now, it was falling more swiftly and heavily, the 
sound of its seething was more distinct, more soothing, more per 
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sistent. And this morning, it had been-as nearly as he could figure 
-just above the seventh house— perhaps only a step or two above: 
at most, he had heard two or three footsteps before the knock had 
sounded. . . . And with each such narrowing of the sphere, each 
nearer approach of the limit at which the postman was first 
audible, it was odd how sharply was increased the amount of 
illusion which had to be carried into the ordinary business of daily 
life. Each day it was harder to get out of bed, to go to the window, 
to lookout at the— as always— perfectly empty and snowless street. 
Each day it was more difficult to go through the perfunctory mo- 
tions of greeting Mother and Father at breakfast, to reply to their 
questions, to put his books together and go to school. And at 
school, how extraordinarily hard to conduct with success simul- 
taneously the public life and the life that was secret. There were 
times when he longed— positively ached— to tell everyone about 
it— to burst out with it— only to be checked almost at once by a 
far-off feeling as of some faint absurdity which was inherent in it— 
but was it absurd?— and more importantly by a sense of mysterious 
power in his very secrecy. Yes: it must be kept secret. That, more 
and more, became clear. At whatever cost to himself, whatever 
pain to others— 

(Miss Buell looked straight at him, smiling, and said, “Perhaps 
we’ll ask Paul. I’m sure Paul will come out of his day-dream long 
enough to be able to tell us. Won’t you, Paul?” He rose slowly 
from his chair, resting one hand on the brightly varnished desk, 
ind deliberately stared through the snow towards the blackboard. 
It was an effort, but it was amusing to make it. “Yes,” he said 
slowly, “it was what we now call the Hudson River. This he 
thought to be the Northwest Passage. He was disappointed.” He 
sat down again, and as he did so Deirdre half turned in her chair 
and gave him a shy smile, of approval and admiration.) 

At whatever pain to others. 

This part of it was very puzzling, very puzzling. Mother was 
very nice, and so was Father. Yes, that was all true enough. He 
wanted to be nice to them, to tell them everything— and yet, was 
it really wrong of him to want to have a secret place of his own? 

At bedtime, the night before. Mother had said, “If this goes 

[«4 1] 



Silent Snow, Secret Snow 

on, my lad, we’ll have to see a doctor, we will! We can’t have our 
boy—” But what was it she had said? “Live in another world”? 
“Live so far away”? The word “far” had been in it, he was sure, 
and then Mother had taken up a magazine again and laughed a 
little, but with an expression which wasn’t mirthful. He had felt 
sorryforher. . . . 

The bell rang for dismissal. The sound came to him through 
long curved parallels of falling snow. He saw Deirdre rise, and had 
himself risen almost as soon— but not quite as soon— as she. 


n 

On the walk homeward, which was timeless, it pleased him to see 
through the accompaniment, or counterpoint, of snow, the items 
of mere externality on his way. There were many kinds of bricks 
in the sidewalks, and laid in many kinds of pattern. The garden 
walls too were various, some of wooden palings, some of plaster, 
some of stone. Twigs of bushes leaned over the walls, the little 
hard green winter-buds of lilac, on gray stems, sheathed and fat; 
other branches very thin and fine and black and desiccated. Dirty 
sparrows huddled in the bushes, as dull in color as dead fruit left 
in leafless trees. A single starling creaked on a weather vane. In 
the gutter, beside a drain, was a scrap of tom and dirty newspaper, 
caught in a little delta of filth: the word ECZEMA appeared in 
large capitals, and below it was a letter from Mis. Amelia D. 
Cravath, 2100 Pine Street, Fort Worth, Texas, to the effect that 
after being a sufferer for years she had been cured by Caley’s 
Ointment. In the little delta, beside the fan-shaped and deeply 
runneled continent of brown mud, were lost twigs, descended 
irom their parent trees, dead matches, a rusty horse-chestnut burr, 
a small concentration of sparkling gravel on the lip of the sewer, 
a fragment of eggshell, a streak of yellow sawdust which had been 
wet and was now dry and congealed, a brown pebble, and a broken 
feather. Further on was a cement sidewalk, ruled into geometrical 
parallelograms, with a brass inlay at one end commemorating the 
contractors who had laid it, and, halfway across, an irregular and 
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random series of dog-tracks, immortalized in synthetic stone. He 
knew these well, and always stepped on them; to cover the little 
hollows with his own foot had always been a queer pleasure; today 
he did it once more, but perfunctorily and detachedly, all the 
while thinking of something else. That was a dog, a long time 
ago, who had made a mistake and walked on the cement while it 
was still wet. He had probably wagged his tail, but that hadn’t 
been recorded. Now, Paul Hasleman, aged twelve, on his way 
home from school, crossed the same river, which in the meantime 
had frozen into rock. Homeward through the snow, the snow fall- 
ing in bright sunshine. Homeward? 

Then came the gateway with the two posts surmounted by egg- 
shaped stones which had been cunningly balanced on their ends, 
as if by Columbus, and mortared in the very act of balance: a 
source of perpetual wonder. On the brick wall just beyond, the 
letter H had been stenciled, presumably for some purpose. H? H. 

The green hydrant, with a little green-painted chain attached 
to the brass screw-cap. 

The elm tree, with the great gray wound in the bark, kidney- 
shaped, into which he always put his hand— to feel the cold but 
living wood. The injury, he had been sure, was due to the gnaw- 
ings of a tethered horse. But now it deserved only a passing palm, 
a merely tolerant eye. There were more important things Mir- 
acles. Beyond the thoughts of trees, mere elms. Beyond the 
thoughts of sidewalks, mere stone, mere brick, mere cement. Be- 
yond the thoughts even of his own shoes, which trod these side- 
walks obediently, bearing a burden— far above— of elaborate 
mystery. He watched them. They were not very well polished; 
he had neglected them, for a very good reason: they were one of 
the many parts of the increasing difficulty of the daily return to 
daily life, the morning struggle. To get up, having at last opened 
one’s eyes, to go to the window, and discover no snow, to wash, to 
dress, to descend the curving stairs to breakfast— 

At whatever pain to others, nevertheless, one must persevere 
in severance, since the incommunicability of the experience de- 
manded it. It was desirable of course to be kind to Mother and 
Father, especially as they seemed to be worried, but it was also 
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desirable to be resolute. If they should decide— as appeared likely 
—to consult the doctor. Doctor Howells, and have Paul inspected, 
his heart listened to through a kind of dictaphone, his lungs, his 
stomach— well, that was all right. He would go through with it. 
He would give them answer for question, too— perhaps such an* 
swers as they hadn’t expected? No. That would never do. For the 
secret world must, at all costs, be preserved. 

The bird-house in the apple-tree was empty— it was the wrong 
time of year for wrens. The little round black door had lost its 
pleasure. The wrens were enjoying other houses, other nests, re- 
moter trees. But this too was a notion which he only vaguely and 
grazingly entertained— as if, for the moment, he merely touched 
an edge of it; there was something further on, which was already 
assuming a sharper importance; something which already teased 
at the comers of his eyes, teasing also at the comer of his mind. It 
was funny to think that he so wanted this, so awaited it— and yet 
found himself enjoying this momentary dalliance with the bird- 
house, as if for a quite deliberate postponement and enhancement 
of the approaching pleasure. He was aware of his delay, of his 
smiling and detached and now almost uncomprehending gaze at 
the little bird-house; he knew what he was going to look at next: 
it was his own little cobbled lull-street, his own house, the little 
river at the bottom of the hill, the grocer’s shop with the card- 
board man in the window— and now, thinking of all this, he 
turned his head, still smiling, and looking quickly right and left 
through the snow-laden sunlight. 

And the mist of snow, as he had foreseen, was still on it— a ghost 
of snow falling in the bright sunlight, softly and steadily floating 
and turning and pausing, soundlessly meeting the snow that cov- 
ered, as with a transparent mirage, the bare bright cobbles. He 
loved it— he stood still and loved it. Its beauty was paralyzing— 
beyond all words, all experience, all dream. No fairy-story he had 
ever read could be compared with it— none had ever given him 
this extraordinary combination of ethereal loveliness with a some- 
thing else, unnameable, which was just faintly and deliciously 
terrifying. What was this thing? As he thought of it, he looked 
upward toward his own bedroom window, which was open— and 
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it was as if he looked straight into the room and saw himself lying 
half awake in his bed. There he was— at this very instant he was 
still perhaps actually there— more truly there than standing here 
at the edge of the cobbled hill-street, with one hand lifted to 
shade his eyes against the snow-sun. Had he indeed ever left his 
room, in all this time? since that very first morning? Was the 
whole progress still being enacted there, was it still the same morn- 
ing, and himself not yet wholly awake? And even now, had the 
postman not yet come round the corner? . . . 

This idea amused him, and automaticall , as he thought of it, 
he turned his head and looked toward the top of the hill. There 
was, of course, nothing there— nothing and no one. The street 
was empty and quiet. And all the more because of its emptiness it 
occurred to him to count the houses— a thing which, oddly 
enough, he hadn’t before thought of doing. Of course, he had 
known there weren’t many— many, that is, on his own side of the 
street, whic h were the ones that figured in the postman’s progress 
—but nevertheless it came to him as something of a shock to find 
that there were precisely six, above his own house— his own house 
was the seventh. 

Six' 

Astonished, he looked at his own house— looked at the door, on 
which was the number thirteen— and then realized that the whole 
thing was exactly and logically and absurdly what he ought to 
have known. Just the same, the realization gave him abruptly, and 
even a little frighteningly, a sense of hurry. He was being hurried 
—he was being rushed. For— he kni* his brows— he couldn’t be 
mistaken— it was just above the seventh house, his own house, that 
the postman had first been audible this very morning. But in that 
case— in that case— did it mean that tomorrow he would hear noth- 
ing? The knock he had heard must have been the knock of their 
own door. Did it mean— and this was an idea which gave him a 
really extraordinary feeling of surprise— that he would never 
hear the postman again?— that tomorrow morning the postman 
would already have passed the house, in a snow by then so deep 
as to render his footsteps completely inaudible? That he would 
have made his approach down the snow-filled street so sound- 
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lessly, so secretly, that he, Paul Hasleman, there lying in bed, 
would not have waked in time, or, waking, would have heard 
nothme? 

But now could that be? Unless even the knocker should be 
muffled in the snow— frozen tight, perhaps? . . . But in that 
case— 

A vague feeling of disappointment came over him; a vague sad- 
ness, as if he felt himself deprived of something which he had long 
looked forward to, something much prized. After all this, all this 
beautiful progress, the slow delicious advance of the postman 
through the silent and secret snow, the knock creeping closer 
each day, and the footsteps nearer, the audible compass of the 
world thus daily narrowed, narrowed, narrowed, as the snow' 
soothingly and beautifully encroached and deepened, after all 
this, was he to be defrauded of the one thing he had so wanted— 
to be able to count, as it were, the last two or three solemn foot- 
steps, as they finally approached his own door? Was it all going 
to happen, at the end, so suddenly? or indeed, had it already 
happened? with no slow and subtle gradations of menace, in 
which he could luxuriate? 

He gazed upward again, toward his own window which flashed 
in the sun- and this time almost with a feeling that it would be 
better if he were still in bed, in that room; for in that case this 
must still be the first morning, and there would be six more morn- 
ings to come— or, for that matter, seven or eight or nine— how 
could he be sure?— or even more. 


ni 

After supper, the inquisition began. He stood before the doctor, 
under the lamp, and submitted silently to the usual thumpings 
and tappings. 

“Now will you please say 'Ah!'?" 

“Ahl” 

“Now again please, if you don’t mind.” 

“Mi.” 
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“Say it slowly, and hold it if you can—’ 

“Ah-h-h-h-h-h— ” 

“Good.” 

How silly all this was. As if it had anything to do with his 
throat 1 Or his heart or lungsl 

Relaxing his mouth, of which the corners, after all this absurd 
stretching, felt uncomfortable, he avoided the doctor’s eyes, and 
stared towards the fireplace, past his mother’ feet (in gray slip- 
pers) which projected from the green chair, and his father’s feet 
(in brown slippers) which stood neatly side by side on the 
hearth rug. 

“Hm. There is certainly nothing wrong there . . 

He felt the doctor’;, eyes fixed upon him, and, as if merely to 
be polite, returned the look, but with a feeling of justifiable 
evasiveness. 

“Now, young man, tell me,— do you feel all right?” 

“Yes, sir, quite all right.” 

“No headaches? No dizziness?” 

"No, I don’t think so.” 

“Let me see. Let’s get a book, if you don’t mind— yes, thank you, 
that will do splendidly— and now, Paul, if you’ll just read it, 
holding it as you would normally hold it—” 

He took the book and read: 

“And another praise have I to tell for this the city our mother, 
the gift of a great god, a glory of the land most high, the might 
of horses, the might of young horses, the might of the sea. . . . 
For thou, son of Cronus, our lord Poseidon, hast throned herein 
this pride, since in these roads first thou didst show forth the 
curb that cures the rage of steeds. And the shapely oar, apt 
to men’s hands, hath a wondrous speed on the brine, following 
the hundred-footed Nereids. . . . O land that art praised above 
all lands, now is it for thee to make those bright praises seen 
in deeds.” 

He stopped, tentatively, and lowered the heavy book. 

“No— as I thought— there is certainly no superficial sign of eye- 
strain.” 
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Silence thronged the room, and he was aware of the focused 
scrutiny of the three people who confronted him. . . . 

“We could have his eyes examined— but I believe it is some* 
thing else.” 

“What could it be?” This was his father’s voice. 

“It’s only this curious absent-minded—” This was his mother’s 
voice. 

In the presence of the doctor, they both seemed irritatingly 
apologetic. 

“I believe it is something else. Now, Paul— I would like very 
much to ask you a question or two. You will answer them, won’t 
you— you know I’m an old, old friend of yours, eh? That’s 
right! . . 

His back was thumped twice by the doctor’s fat fist— then the 
doctor was grinning at him with false amiability, while with one 
finger-nail he was scratching the top button of his waistcoat 
Beyond the doctor’s shoulder was the fire, the fingers of flame 
making light prestidigitation against the sooty fireback, the soft 
sound of their random flutter the only sound. 

“I would like to know— is there anything that worries you?” 

The doctor was again smiling, his eyelids low against the little 
black pupils, in each of which was a tiny white bead of light. Why 
answer him? Why answer him at all? “At whatever pain to others” 
—but it was all a nuisance, this necessity for resistance, this 
necessity for attention: it was as if one had been stood up on a 
brilliantly lighted stage, under a great round blaze of spotlight; 
as if one were merely a trained seal, or a performing dog, or a fish, 
dipped out of an aquarium and held up by the tail. It would 
serve them right if he were merely to bark or growl. And mean- 
while, to miss these last few precious hours, these hours of which 
every minute was more beautiful than the last, more menacing—? 
He still looked, as if from a great distance, at the beads of light in 
the doctor’s eyes, at the fixed false smile, and then, beyond, once 
more at his mother’s slippers, his father’s slippers, the soft flutter 
of the fire. Even here, even amongst these hostile presences, and 
in this arranged light, he could see the snow, he could hear it— 
it was in the corners of the room, where the shadow was deepest, 
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under the sofa, behind the half-opened door which led to the 
dining room. It was gentler here, softer, its seethe the quietest of 
whispers, as if, in deference to a drawing room, it had quite de- 
liberately put on its '‘manners”; it kept itself out of sight, obliter- 
ated itself, but distinctly with an air of saying, “Ah, hut just waitl 
Wait till we are alone togetherl Then I will begin to tell you 
something newl Something whitel something cold! something 
sleepyl something of cease, and peace, and the long bright curve 
of spacel Tell them to go away. Banish them. Refuse to speak. 
Leave them, go upstairs to your room, turn out the light and get 
into bed— I will go with you, I will be waiting for you, I will tell 
you a better story than Little Kay of the Skates, or The Snow 
Ghost— I will surround your bed, I will close the windows, pile a 
deep drift against the door, so that none will ever again be able 
to enter. Speak to theml . . .” It seemed as if the little hissing 
voice came from a slow white spiral of falling flakes in the comer 
by the front window— but he could not be sure. He felt himself 
smiling, then, and said to the doctor, but without looking at him, 
looking beyond him still — 

“Oh, no, I think not—” 

“But are you sure, my boy?” 

His father’s voice came softly and coldly then— the familiar 
voice of silken warning. . . . 

“You needn’t answer at once, Paul— remember we’re trying to 
help you— think it over and be quite sure, won’t you?” 

He felt himself smiling again, at the notion of being quite sure. 
What a jokel As if he weren’t so sure that reassurance was no 
longer necessary, and all this cross-examination a ridiculous farce, 
a grotesque parodyl What could they know about it? These gross 
intelligences, these humdrum minds so bound to the usual, the 
ordinary? Impossible to tell them about itl Why, even now, even 
now, with the proof so abundant, so formidable, so imminent, so 
appallingly present here in this very room, could they believe 
it?— could even his mother believe it? No— it was only too plain 
that if anything were said about it, the merest hint given, they 
would be incredulous— they would laugh— they would say “Ab- 
surd!”— think things about him which weren’t true. . . 
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"Why no. I’m not worried— why should I be?” 

He looked then straight at the doctor’s low-lidded eyes, looked 
irom one of them to the other, from one bead of light to the other, 
and gave a little laugh. 

The doctor seemed to be disconcerted by this. He drew back 
in his chair, resting a fat white hand on either knee. The smile 
faded slowly from his face. 

“Well, Pauli” he said, and paused gravely, “I’m afraid you 
don’t take this quite seriously enough. I think you perhaps don’t 
quite realize— don’t quite realize—” He took a deep quick breath, 
and turned, as if helpless, at a loss for words, to the others. But 
Mother and Father were both silent— no help was forthcoming. 

“You must surely know, be aware, that you have not been quite 
yourself, of late? Don’t you know that? . . 

It was amusing to watch the doctor’s renewed attempt at a 
smile, a queer disorganized look, as of confidential embarrass- 
ment. 

“I feel all right, sir,” he said, and again gave the little laugh. 

“And we’re trying to help you.” The doctor’s tone sharpened. 

“Yes, sir, I know. But why? I’m all right. I’m just thinking, 
that’s all.” 

His mother made a quick movement forward, resting a hand 
on the back of the doctor’s chair. 

“Thinking?” she said. “But my dear, about what?” 

This was a direct challenge— and would have to be diiectly 
met. But before he met it, he looked again into the corner by the 
door, as if for reassurance. He smiled again at what he saw, at 
what he heard. The little spiral was still there, still softly whirling 
like the ghost of a white kitten chasing the ghost of a white tail, 
and making as it did so the faintest of whispers. It was all right! 
If only he could remain firm, everything was going to be all right. 

“Oh, about anything, about nothing,— you know the way you 
do!” 

“You mean— day-dreaming?” 

“Oh. no— thinking!” 

“But thinking about what}” 

“Anything.” 
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He laughed a third time— but this time, happening to glance 
upward towards his mother’s face, he was appalled at the effect his 
laughter seemed to have upon her. Her mouth had opened in an 
expression of horror. . . . This was too bad! Unfortunate! He 
had known it would cause pam, of course— but he hadn’t expected 
it to be quite so bad as this. Perhaps— perhaps if he just gave them 
a tiny gleaming hint—? 

“About the snow,” he said. 

“What on earth!” This was his father’s voice. The brown slip' 
pers came a step nearer on the hearth-rug. 

“But my dear, what do you mean!” This was his mother’s 
voice. 

The doctor merely stared. 

“Just snow, that’s all. I like to think about it.” 

“Tell us about it, my boy.” 

“But that’s all it is. There’s nothing to tell. You know what 
snow is.” 

This he said almost angrily, for he felt that they were trying 
to corner him. He turned sideways so as no longer to face the 
doctor, and the better to see the inch of blackness between the 
window-sill and the lowered curtains,— the cold inch of beckoning 
and delicious night. At once he felt better, more assured 

‘Mother— can I go to bed, now, please? I’ve got a headache.” 

“But I thought you said—” 

“It’s just come. It’s all these questions—! Can I, Mother?” 

“You can go as soon as the doctor has finished.” 

“Don’t you think this thing ought to be gone into thoroughly, 
and nowf ” This was Father’s voice. The brown slippers again 
came a step nearer, the voice was the well-known “punishment” 
voice, resonant and cruel. 

“Oh, what’s the use, Norman—” 

Quite suddenly, everyone was silent. And without precisely 
facing them, nevertheless he was aware that all three of them were 
watching him with an extraordinary intensity -staring hard at 
him— as if he had done something monstrous, or was himself 
some kind of monster. He could hear the soft irregular flutter 
of the flames; the cluck-click-cluck-click of the clock; far and faint, 
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two sudden spurts of laughter from the kitchen, as quickly cut off 
as begun , a murmur of water in the pipes; and then, the silence 
seemed to deepen, to spread out, to become worldlongand world- 
wide, to become timeless and shapeless, and to center inevitably 
and rightly, with a slow and sleepy but enormous concentration 
of all power, on the beginning of a new sound. What this new 
sound was going to be, he knew perfectly well. It might begin 
with a hiss, but it would end with a roar— there was no time to 
lose— he must escape. It mustn’t happen here— 

Without another word, he turned and ran up the stairs. 


IV 

Not a moment too soon. The darkness was coming in long white 
waves. A prolonged sibilance filled the night— a great seamless 
seethe of wild influence went abruptly across it— a cold low hum- 
ming shook the windows. He shut the door and flung off his 
clothes in the dark. The bare black floor was like a little raft 
tossed in waves of snow, almost overwhelmed, washed under 
whitely, up again, smothered in curled billows of feather. The 
snow was laughing: it spoke from all sides at once: it pressed 
closer to him as he ran and jumped exulting into his bed. 

“Listen to us!” it said. “Listen! We have come to tell you the 
story we told you about. You remember? Lie down. Shut vour 
eyes, now— you will no longer see much— in this white darkness 
who could see, or want to see? We will take the place of every- 
thing . . . Listen—” 

A beautiful varying dance of snow began at the front of the 
room, came forward and then retreated, flattened out toward the 
floor, then rose fountain-like to the ceiling, swayed, recruited 
itself from a new stream of flakes which poured laughing in 
through the humming window, advanced again, lifted long white 
arms. It said peace, it said remoteness, it said cold— it said— 

But then a gash of horrible light fell brutally across the room 
from the opening door— the snow drew back hissing— something 
alien had come into the room— something hostile. This thing 
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rushed at him, clutched at him, shook him— and he was not 
merely horrified, he was filled with such a loathing as he hac’ 
never known. What was this? this cruel disturbance? this act of 
anger and hate? It was as if he had to reach up a hand toward 
another world for any understanding of it— an effort of which 
he was only barely capable. But of that other world he still re- 
membered just enough to know the exorcising words. They tore 
themselves from his other life suddenly— 

“Mother! Mother! Go away! I hate you!” 

And with that effort, everything was solved, everything became 
all right: the seamless hiss advanced once more, the long white 
wavering lines rose and fell like enormous whispering sea-waves, 
the whisper becoming louder, the laughter more numerous. 

“Listen!” it said. “We’ll tell you the last, the most beautiful and 
secret story— shut your eyes— it is a very small story— a story that 
gets smaller and smaller— it comes inward instead of opening 
like a flower— it is a flower becoming a seed— a little cold seed- 
do you hear? We arc leaning closer to you—” 

The hiss was now becoming a roar— the whole world was a vast 
moving screen of snow— but even now it said peace, it said re 
moteness, it said cold, it said sleep. 
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Suspicion 


Miss Sayers is not merely a writer of engrossing mystery and detective short stories 
and novels, but also an outstanding student and critic tn the same field 
She has edited several anthologies, and her introductions and comments are 
invariably acute and clarifying 

Her Lord Peter Wimsey is a great favorite of detective -story devotees. He does 
not, however, appear in " Suspicion ” which is not a detective story at all, but a 
brilliantly plotted psychological study with a startling surprise ending. 


as the atmosphere of the railway carriage thickened with 
tobacco smoke, Mr. Mummery became increasingly aware that 
his breakfast had not agreed with him. 

There could have been nothing wrong with the breakfast it- 
self Brown bread, rich m vitamin content, as advised by the 
Morning Star's health expert, bacon fried to a delicious crisp- 
ness, eggs just nicely set; coffee made as only Mrs. Sutton knew 
how to make it. Mrs. Sutton had been a real find, and that was 
something to be thankful for. For Ethel, since her nervous break- 
down in the summer, had really not been fit to wrestle with the 
untrained girls who had come and gone in tempestuous succes- 
sion. It took very little to upset Ethel nowadays, poor child. Mr. 
Mummery, trying hard to ignore his growing internal discom- 
fort, hoped he was not in for an illness. Apart from the trouble 
it would cause at the office, it would worry Ethel terribly, and 
Mr. Mummery would cheerfully have laid down his rather un- 
interesting little life to spare Ethel a moment’s uneasiness. 

He slipped a digestive tablet into his mouth— he had taken 
lately to carrying a few tablets about with him— and opened his 
paper. There did not seem to be very much news. A question 
had been asked in the House about Government typewriters. 
The Prince of Wales had smilingly opened an all-British exhibi- 
tion of footwear. A further split had occurred in the Liberal 
party. The police were still looking for the woman who was sup 
posed to have poisoned a family in Lincoln. Two girls had been 
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trapped in a burning factory. A film star had obtained her fourth 
decree nisi. 

At Paragon Station, Mr. Mummery descended and took a tram. 
The internal discomfort was taking the form of a definite nausea. 
Happily he contrived to reach his office before the worst oc- 
curred. He was seated at his desk, pale but in control of himself, 
when his partner came breezing in. 

“ ’Morning, Mummery,” said Mr. Brookes in his loud tones, 
adding inevitably, “cold enough for you?” 

“Quite,” replied Mr. Mummery. “Unpleasantly raw, in fact.” 

“Beastly, beastly,” said Mr. Brookes. “Your bulbs all in?” 

“Not quite all,” confessed Mr. Mummery. “As a matter of 
fact I haven’t been feeling—” 

“Pity,” interrupted his partner. “Great pity. Ought to get ’em 
in early. Mine were in last week. My little place will be a picture 
in the spring. For a town garden, that is. You’re lucky, living 
in the country. Find it better than Hull, I expect, eh? Though we 
get plenty of fresh air up in the Avenues. How’s the missus?” 

“Thank you, she’s very much better.” 

“Glad to hear that, very glad. Hope we shall have her about 
again this winter as usual. Can’t do without her in the Drama 
Society, you know. By Jove I shan’t forget her acting last year in 
‘Romance.’ She and young Welbeck positively brought the house 
down, didn’t they? The Welbecks were asking after her only 
yesterday.” 

“Thank you, yes. I hope she will soon be able to take up her 
social activities again. But the doctor says she mustn’t overdo 
it. No worry, he says— that’s the important thing. She is to go 
easy and not rush about or undertake too much.” 

“Quite right, quite right. Worry’s the devil and all. I cut out 
worrying years ago and look at mel Fit as a fiddle, tor all I shan’t 
see fifty again. You’re not looking altogether the thing, by the 
way.” 

* A touch of dyspepsia,” said Mr. Mummery. “Nothing much. 
Chill on the liver, that’s what I put it down to.” 

“That’s what it is,” said Mr. Brookes, seizing his opportunity. 
“Is life worth living? It depends upon the liver. Ha, ha! Weil 
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now, well now— we must do a spot of work, I suppose. Where’s 
that lease of Ferraby’s?” 

Mr. Mummery, who did not feel at his conversational best that 
morning, rather welcomed this suggestion, and for half an hour 
was allowed to proceed m peace with the duties of an estate agent. 
Presently, however, Mr. Brookes burst into speech again. 

“By the way," he said abruptly, “I suppose your wife doesn't 
know of a good cook, does she?” 

“Well, no,” replied Mr. Mummery. “They aren’t so easy to 
find nowadays. In fact, we’ve only just got suited ourselves. But 
why? Surely your old Cookie isn’t leaving you?” 

"Good lord, no!” Mr. Brookes laughed heartily. “It would take 
an earthquake to shake off old Cookie. No. It’s for the Philipsons. 
Their girl’s getting married That’s the worst of girls. I said to 
Philipson, ‘You mind what you’re doing,’ I said. ‘Get somebody 
you know something about, or you may find yourself landed 
with this poisoning woman— what’s her name— Andrews. Don’t 
want to be sending wreaths to your funeral yet awhile,’ I said. 
He laughed, but it’s no laughing matter and so I told him. What 
we pay the police for I simply don’t know. Nearly a month now, 
and they can’t seem to lay hands on the woman. All they say is, 
they think she’s hanging about the neighbourhood and ‘may 
seek a situation as cook.’ As cookl Now I ask you!” 

“You don’t think she committed suicide, then?” suggested Mr. 
Mummery. 

"Suicide my foot!” retorted Mr. Brookes coarsely. "Don’t you 
believe it, my boy. That coat found in the river was all eyewash. 
They don’t commit suicide, that sort don’t." 

“What sort?” 

“Those arsenic maniacs. They’re too damned careful of their 
own skins. Cunning as weasels, that’s what they are. It’s only to 
be hoped they’ll manage to catch her before she tries her hand 
on anybody else. As I told Philipson—” 

“You think Mrs. Andrews did it, then?” 

"Did it? Of course she did it. It’s plain as the nose on your 
face. Looked after her old father, and he died suddenly— left 
her a bit of money, too. Then she keeps house for an elderly 
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gentleman, and he dies suddenly. Now there’s this husband and 
wife— man dies and woman taken very ill, of arsenic poisoning. 
Cook runs away, and you ask, did she do it? I don’t mind betting 
that when they dig up the father and the other old bird they’ll 
find them bung full of arsenic, too. Once that sort gets started, 
they don’t stop. Grows on ’em, as you might say.” 

“I suppose it does,” said Mr. Mummery. He picked up his 
paper again and studied the photograph of the missing woman. 
“She looks harmless enough,” he remarked. “Rather a nice, 
motherly-looking kind of woman.” 

“She’s got a bad mouth,” pronounced Mr. Brookes. He had a 
theory that character showed in the mouth. “I wouldn’t trust 
that woman an inch.” 

As the day went on, Mr. Mummery felt better. He was rather 
nervous about his lunch, choosing carefully a little boiled fish 
and custard pudding and being particular not to rush about 
immediately after the meal. To his great relief, the fish and 
custard remained where they were put, and he was not visited 
by that tiresome pain which had become almost habitual in the 
last fortnight. By the end of the day he became quite light- 
hearted. The bogey of illness and doctor’s bills ceased to haunt 
him. He bought a bunch of bronze chrysanthemums to carry 
home to Ethel, and it was with a feeling of pleasant anticipation 
that he left the train and walked up the garden path of Mon A bri. 

He was a little dashed by not finding his wife in the sitting 
room. Still clutching the bunch of chrysanthemums he pattered 
down the passage and pushed open the kitchen door. 

Nobody was there but the cook She was sitting at the table 
with her back to him, and started up almost guiltily as he ap- 
proached. 

"Lor’, sir,” she said, “you give me quite a start. I didn’t hear 
the front door go.” 

“Where is Mrs. Mummery? Not feeling bad again, is she?” 

“Well, sir, she’s got a bit of a headache, poor lamb. I made 
her lay down and took her up a nice cup o’ tea at half past four. 

1 think she’s dozing nicely now.” 
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"Dear, dear,” said Mr. Mummery. 

“It was turning out the dining room done it, if you ask me,” 
said Mrs. Sutton. " ‘Now, don’t you overdo yourself, ma’am,' 
I says to her, but you know how she is, sir. She gets that restless, 
she can’t abear to be doing nothing.” 

“I know,” said Mr. Mummery. "It’s not your fault, Mrs. Sut- 
ton. I’m sure you look after us both admirably. I’ll just run up 
and have a peep at her. I won’t disturb her if she’s asleep. By 
the way, what are we having for dinner?” 

“Well, I had made a nice steak-and-kidney pie,” said Mrs. 
Sutton, in accents suggesting that she would readily turn it into 
a pumpkin or a coach and four if it was not approved of. 

“Oh!” said Mr. Mummery. “Pastry? Well, I—” 

“You’ll find it beautiful and light,” protested the cook, whisk- 
ing open the oven door for Mr Mummery to see. “And it’s made 
with butter, sir, you having said that you found lard indi- 
gestible.” 

“Thank you, thank you,” said Mr. Mummery. “I’m sure it 
will be most excellent. I haven’t been feeling altogether the 
thing just lately, and lard does not seem to suit me nowadays.” 

“Well, it don’t suit some people, and that’s a fact,” agreed 
Mrs. Sutton. “I shouldn’t wonder if you’ve got a bit of a chill 
on the liver. I’m sure this weather is enough to upset anybody.” 

She bustled to the table and cleared away the picture paper 
which she had been reading. 

“Perhaps the mistress would like her dinner sent up to her?” 
she suggested. 

Mr. Mummery said he would go and see, and tiptoed his way 
upstairs. Ethel was lying snuggled under the eiderdown and 
looked very small and fragile in the big double bed. She stirred 
f as he came in and smiled up at him. 

“Hullo, darlingl” said Mr. Mummery. 

“Hullo' You back? I must have been asleep. I got tired and 
headachy, and Mrs. Sutton packed me off upstairs.” 

“You’ve been doing too much, sweetheart,” said her husband, 
taking her hand in his and sitting down on the edge ol the bed. 
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“Yes— it was naughty of me. What lovely flowers, Harold. All 
for me?” 

“All for you, Tiddleywinks,” said Mr. Mummery tenderly. 
“Don’t I deserve something for that?” 

Mrs. Mummery smiled, and Mr. Mummery took his reward 
several times over. 

"That's quite enough, you sentimental old thing,” said Mrs. 
Mummery. “Run away, now, I’m going to get up.” 

“Much better go to bed, my precious, and let Mrs. Sutton send 
your dinner up,” said her husband. 

Ethel protested, but he was firm with her. If she didn’t take 
care of herself, she wouldn’t be allowed to go to the Drama 
Society meetings. And everybody was so anxious to have her 
back. The Welbacks had been asking after her and saying that 
they really couldn’t get on without her. 

“Did they?” said Ethel with some animation. “It’s very sweet 
of them to want me. Well, perhaps I’ll go to bed after all. And 
how has my old Hubby been all day?” 

“Not too bad, not too bad.” 

“No more tummyaches?” 

“Well, just a little tummyache But it’s quite gone now. Noth- 
ing for Tiddleywinks to worry about.” 

Mr. Mummery experienced no more distressing symptoms the 
next day or the next. Following the advice of the newspaper 
expert, he took to drinking orange juice, and was delighted with 
the results of the treatment. On Thursday, however, he was taken 
so ill in the night that Ethel was alarmed and insisted on sending 
for the doctor. The doctor felt his pulse and looked at his tongue 
and appeared to take the matter lightly An inquiry into what 
he had been eating elicited the fact that dinner had consisted of 
pig’s trotters, followed by a milk pudding, and that, before re- 
tiring, Mr. Mummery had consumed a large glass of orange juice, 
according to his new regime. 

“There’s your trouble,” said Dr. Griffith cheerfully “Orange 
juice is an excellent thing, and so are trotters, but not in com- 
bination. Pig and oranges together are extraordinarily bad for 
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the liver. I don’t know why they should be, but there’s no doubt 
that they are. Now I’ll send you round a little prescription and 
you stick to slops for a day or two and keep off pork. And don’t 
you worry about him, Mrs. Mummery, he’s as sound as a trout. 
You’re the one we’ve got to look after. I don’t want to see those 
black rings under the eyes, you know. Disturbed night, of course 
—yes Taking your tonic regularly? That’s right. Well, don’t be 
alarmed about your hubby. We’ll soon have him out and about 
again.” 

The prophecy was fulfilled, but not immediately. Mr. Mum- 
mery, though confining his diet to Benger’s food, bread and milk, 
and beef tea skilfully prepared by Mrs. Sutton and brought to 
his bedside by Ethel, remained very seedy all through Friday, 
and was only able to stagger rather shakily downstairs on Satur- 
day afternoon. He had evidently suffered a “thorough upset." 
However, he was able to attend to a few papers which Brookes 
had sent down from the office for his signature, and to deal with 
the household books. Ethel was not a business woman, and Mr. 
Mummery always ran over the accounts with her. Having settled 
up with the butcher, the baker, the dairy and the coal merchant, 
Mr. Mummery looked up inquiringly. 

“Anything more, darling?” 

“Well, there’s Mrs. Sutton. This is the end of her month, you 
know.” 

“So it is. Well, you’re quite satisfied with her, aren’t you, 
darling?” 

“Yes, rather— aren’t you? She’s a good cook, and a sweet, 
motherly old thing, too. Don’t you think it was a real brain wave 
of mine, engaging her like that, on the spot?” 

“I do, indeed,” said Mr. Mummery. 

“It was a perfect providence, her turning up like that, just 
after that wretched Jane had gone off without even giving notice. 
I was in absolute despair. It was a little bit of a gamble, of course? 
taking her without any references, but naturally, if she’d been 
looking after a widowed mother, you couldn’t expect her to give 
references.” 

“N-no,” said Mr. Mummery. At the time he had felt uneasy 
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about the matter, though he had not liked to say much because, 
of course, they simply had to have somebody. And the experi- 
ment had justified itself so triumphantly in practice that one 
couldn’t say much about it now. He had once rather tentatively 
suggested writing to the clergyman of Mrs. Sutton’s parish but, 
as Ethel had said, the clergyman wouldn’t have been able to tell 
them anything about cooking, and cooking, after all, was the 
chief point. 

Mr. Mummery counted out the month’s money. 

“And by the way, my dear,” he said, “you might just mention 
to Mrs. Sutton that if she must read the morning paper before 
I come down, I should be obliged if she would fold it neatly 
afterwards.” 

“What an old fuss-box you are, darling,” said his wife. 

Mr. Mummery sighed. He could not explain that it was some- 
how important that the morning paper should come to him fresh 
and prim, like a virgin. Women did not feel these things. 

On Sunday, Mr. Mummery felt very much better— quite his 
old self, m fact. He enjoyed the News of the World over break- 
fast in bed, reading the murders rather carefully. Mr. Mummery 
got quite a lot of pleasure out of murders— they gave him an 
agreeable thrill of vicarious adventure, for, naturally, they were 
matters quite remote from daily life in the outskirts of Hull. 

He noticed that Brookes had been perfectly right. Mrs An- 
drews’ father and former employer had been “dug up” and had, 
indeed, proved to be “bung full” of arsenic. 

He came downstairs for dinner— roast sirloin, with the potatoes 
done under the meat and Yorkshire pudding of delicious light- 
ness, and an apple tart to follow. After three days of invalid diet, 
it was delightful to savour the crisp fat and underdone lean 
He ate moderately, but with a sensuous enjoyment. Ethel, on 
the other hand, seemed a little lacking in appetite, but then, she 
had never been a great meat eater. She was fastidious and, be- 
sides, she was (quite unnecessarily) afraid of getting fat. 

It was a fine afternoon, and at three o’clock, when he was quite 
certain that the roast beef was "settling” properly, it occurred 
to Mr. Mummery that it would be a good thing to put the rest 
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of those bulbs in. He slipped on his old gardening coat and 
wandered out to the potting shed. Here he picked up a bag of 
tulips and a trowel, and then, remembering that he was wearing 
his good trousers, decided that it would be wise to take a mat 
to kneel on. When had he had the mat last? He could not recol- 
lect, but he rather fancied he had put it away in the corner under 
the potting shelf. Stooping down, he felt about in the dark among 
the flower pots. Yes, there it was, but there was a tin of some- 
thing in the way. He lifted the tin carefully out. Of course, yes^ 
the remains of the weed killer. 

Mr. Mummery glanced at the pink label, printed in staring 
letters with the legend- “arsenical weed killer. Poison,” and 
observed, with a mild feeling of excitement, that it was the same 
brand of stuff that had been associated with Mrs. Andrews’ 
latest victim He was rather pleased about it. It gave him a sensa- 
tion of being remotely but definitely in touch with important 
events. Then he noticed, with surprise and a little annoyance, 
that the stopper had been put in quite loosely. 

“However’d I come to leave it like that?” he grunted. 
“Shouldn’t wonder if all the goodness has gone off.” He removed 
the stopper and squinted into the can, w T hich appeared to be 
half-full. Then he rammed the thing home again, giving it a 
sharp thump with the handle of the trowel for better security. 
After that he washed his hands carefully at the scullery tap, for 
he did not believe in taking risks. 

He was a trifle disconcerted, when he came in after planting 
the tulips, to find visitois in the sitting room. He was always 
pleased to see Mrs. Welbeck and her son, but he would rather 
have had warning, so that he could have scrubbed the garden 
mould out of his nails more thoroughly. Not that Mrs. Welbeck 
appeared to notice. She was a talkative woman and paid little 
attention to anything but her own conversation. Much to Mr. 
Mummery’s annoyance, she chose to prattle about the Lincoln 
Poisoning Case. A most unsuitable subject for the tea table, 
thought Mr. Mummery, at the best of times. His own “upset” 
was vivid enough in his memory to make him queasy over the 
discussion of medical symptoms, and besides, this kind of talk 
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was not good for Ethel. After all, the poisoner was still supposed 
to be in the neighbourhood. It was enough to make even a 
strong-nerved woman uneasy. A glance at Ethel showed him 
that she was looking quite white and tremulous. He must stop 
Mrs. Welbeck somehow, or there would be a repetition of one 
of the old, dreadful, hysterical scenes. 

He broke into the conversation with violent abruptness. 

“Those Forsyth cuttings, Mrs. Welbeck,” he said. “Now is just 
about the time to take them. If you care to come down the 
garden I will get them for you.” 

He saw a relieved glance pass between Ethel and young Wel- 
beck. Evidently the boy understood the situation and was chaf- 
ing at his mother’s tactlessness. Mrs. Welbeck, brought up all 
standing, gasped slightly and then veered off with obliging readi- 
ness on the new tack. She accompanied her host down the garden 
and chattered cheerfully about horticulture while he selected 
and trimmed the cuttings. She complimented Mr. Mummery on 
the immaculacy of his gravel paths. “I simply cannot keep the 
weeds down,” she said. 

Mr. Mummery mentioned the weed killer and praised its 
efficacy. 

“That stuff!” Mrs. Welbeck stared at him Then she shud- 
dered. “I wouldn’t have it in my place for a thousand pounds,” 
she said, with emphasis. 

Mr. Mummery smiled. “Oh, we keep it well away from the 
house,” he said. “Even if I were a careless sort of person—” 

He broke off. The recollection of the loosened stopper had 
come to him suddenly, and it was as though, deep down in his 
mind, some obscuTe assembling of ideas had taken place. He 
left it at that, and went into the kitchen to fetch a newspaper 
to wrap up the cuttings. 

Their approach to the house had evidently been seen from 
the sitting-room window, for when they entered, young Welbeck 
was already on his feet and holding Ethel’s hand in the act of 
saying good-bye. He manoeuvred his mother out of the house 
with tactful promptness and Mr. Mummery returned to the 
kitchen to clear up the newspapers he had fished out of the 
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drawer. To dear them up and to examine them more dosely. 
Something had struck him about them, which he wanted to 
verify. He turned them over very carefully, sheet by sheet. Yes— 
he had been right. Every portrait of Mrs. Andrews, every para- 
graph and line about the Lincoln Poisoning Case, had been 
carefully cut out. 

Mr. Mummery sat down by the kitchen fire. He felt as though 
he needed warmth. There seemed to be a curious cold lump of 
something at the pit of his stomach— something that he was chary 
of investigating. 

He tried to recall the appearance of Mrs. Andrews as shown 
in the newspaper photographs, but he had not a good visual 
memory. He remembered having remarked to Brookes that it 
was a “motherly” face. Then he tried counting up the time since 
the disappearance. Nearly a month, Brookes had said— and that 
was a week ago. Must be over a month now. A month. He 
had just paid Mrs. Sutton her month’s money. 

“Ethel 1 ” was the thought that hammered at the door of his 
brain. At all costs, he must cope with this monstrous suspicion 
on his own. He must spare her any shock or anxiety. And he 
must be sure of his ground. To dismiss the only decent cook 
they had ever had out of sheer, unfounded panic, would be 
wanton cruelty to both women. If he did it at all, it would have 
to be done arbitrarily, preposterously— he could not suggest 
horrors to Ethel. However, it was done, there would be trouble. 
Ethel would not understand and he dared not tell her. 

But if by any chance there was anything in this ghastly doubt 
—how could he expose Ethel to the appalling danger of ha\ing 
the woman in the house a moment longer? He thought of the 
family at Lincoln— the husband dead, the wife escaped by a 
miracle with her life. Was not any shock, any risk, better than 
that? 

Mr. Mummery felt suddenly very lonely and tired. His illness 
had taken it out of him. 

Those illnesses— they had begun, when? Three weeks ago he 
had had the first attack. Yes, but then he had always been rather 

[165] 



Tales of Terror 

subject to gastric troubles. Bilious attacks. Not so violent, per- 
haps, as these last, but undoubted bilious attacks. 

He pulled himself together and went, rather heavily, into the 
sitting room. Ethel was tucked up in a cornel of the chesterfield. 
x “Tired, darling?” 

•' ‘Yes, a little.” 

"That woman has worn you out with talking. She oughtn’t to 
talk so much.” 

"No.” Her head shifted wearily in the cushions. "All about 
that horrible case. I don’t like hearing about such things.” 

“Of course not. Still, when a thing like that happens in the 
neighbourhood, people will gossip and talk. It would be a relief 
if they caught the woman. One doesn’t like to think—” 

“I don’t want to think of anything so hateful. She must be a 
horrible creature.” 

"Horrible. Brookes was saying the other day—” 

"I don’t want to hear what he said. I don’t want to hear about 
it at all. I want to be quiet. I want to be quietl” 

He recognised the note of rising hysteria. 

"Tiddleywmks shall be quiet. Don’t worry, darling We won’t 
talk about horrors.” 

No. It would not do to talk about them. 

1 Ethel went to bed early. It was understood that on Sundays 
Mr. Mummery should sit up till Mrs. Sutton came in Ethel 
was a little anxious about this, but he assured her that he fell 
quite strong enough. In body, indeed, he did; it was Ins mind 
that felt weak and confused. He had decided to make a casual 
remark about the mutilated newspapers— just to see what Mrs. 
Sutton would say. 

He allowed himself the usual indulgence of a whisky and soda 
as he sat waiting. At a quarter to ten he heard the familiar click 
of the garden gate. Footsteps passed up the gravel— squeak, 
■squeak, to the back-door. Then the sound of the latch, the 
shutting of the door, the rattle of the bolts being shot home. 
Then a pause. Mrs. Sutton would be taking off her hat. The 
moment was coming. 
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The step sounded in the passage. The door opened. Mrs. Sut- 
ton in her neat black dress stood on the threshold. He was aware 
of a reluctance to face her. Then he looked up. A plump-faced 
woman, her eyes obscured by thick horn-rimmed spectacles. Was 
there, perhaps, something hard about the mouth? Or was it just 
that she had lost most of her front teeth? 

“Would you be requiring anything tonight, sir, before I go 
up?” 

“No, thank you, Mrs. Sutton.” 

“I hope you are feeling better, sir.” Her eager interest in his 
health seemed to him almost sinister, but the eyes, behind the 
thick glasses, were inscrutable. 

"Quite better, thank you, Mrs. Sutton.” 

“Mrs. Mummery is not indisposed, is she, sir? Should I take 
hei up a glass of hot milk or anything?” 

"No, thank you, no.” He spoke hurriedly, and fancied tb 
she looked disappointed. 

‘Very well, sir. Good night, sir.” 

“Good night. Oh! by the way, Mrs. Sutton—” 

“Yes, sir?” 

“Oh, nothing,” said Mr. Mummery, “nothing.” 

Next morning Mr. Mummery opened his paper eagerly. H« 
would have been glad to learn that an arrest had been made over 
the week-end. But there was no news for him. The chairman of 
a trust company had blown out his brains, and the headlines 
were all occupied with tales about lost millions and ruined 
shareholders. Both in his own paper and in those he purchased 
on the way to the office, the Lincoln Poisoning Tragedy had been 
lelegated to an obscure paragraph on a back page, which in- 
formed him that the police were still baffled. 

The next few days were the most uncomfortable that Mr. 
Mummery had ever spent. He developed a habit of coming down 
early in the morning and prowling about the kitchen. This made 
Ethel nervous, but Mrs. Sutton offered no remark. She watched 
him tolerantly, even, he thought, with something like amuse- 
ment. After all, it was ridiculous. What was the use of super- 
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vising the breakfast, when he had to be out of the house every 
day between half past nine and six? 

At the office, Brookes rallied him on the frequency with which 
he rang up Ethel. Mr. Mummery paid no attention. It was reas- 
suring to hear her voice and to know that she was safe and well. 

Nothing happened, and by the following Thursday he began 
to think that he had been a fool. He came home late that night. 
Brookes had persuaded him to go with him to a little bachelor 
dinner for a friend who was about to get married. He left the 
others at eleven o’clock, however, refusing to make a night of it. 
The household was in bed when he got back but a note from 
Mrs. Sutton lay on the table, informing him that there was cocoa 
for him in the kitchen, ready for hotting up. He hotted it up 
accordingly in the little saucepan where it stood. There was just 
one good cupful. 

He sipped it thoughtfully, standing by the kitchen stove. After 
the first sip, he put the cup down. Was it his fancy, or was there 
something queer about the taste? He sipped it again, rolling it 
upon his tongue. It seemed to him to have a faint tang, metallic 
and unpleasant. In a sudden dread he ran out to the scullery and 
spat the mouthful into the sink. 

After this, he stood quite still for a moment or two. Then, with 
a curious deliberation, as though his movements had been dic- 
tated to him, he fetched an empty medicine bottle from the pantry 
shelf, rinsed it under the tap and tipped the contents of the cup 
carefully into it. He slipped the bottle into his coat pocket and 
moved on tiptoe to the back door. The bolts were difficult to 
draw without noise, but he managed it at last. Still on tiptoe, 
he stole across the garden to the potting shed. Stooping down, he 
struck a match. He knew exactly where he had left the tin of 
weed killer, under the shelf behind the pots at the back. Cau- 
tiously he lifted it out. The match flared up and burnt his fingers, 
but before he could light another his sense of touch had told him 
what he wanted to know. The stopper was loose again. 

Panic seized Mr. Mummery, standing there in the earthy- 
imelling shed, in his dress suit and overcoat, holding the tin in 
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one hand and the match box in the other. He wanted very badly 
to run and tell somebody what he had discovered. 

Instead, he replaced the tin exactly where he had found it and 
went back to the house. As he crossed the garden again, he 
noticed a light in Mrs. Sutton’s bedroom window. This terrified 
him more than anything which had gone before. Was she watch- 
ing him? Ethel’s window was dark. If she had drunk anything 
deadly there would be lights everywhere, movements, calls for 
the doctor, just as when he himself had been attacked. Attacked 
—that was the right word, he thought. 

Still, with the same odd presence of mind and precision, he 
went in, washed out the utensils and made a second brew of cocoa, 
which he left standing in the saucepan. He crept quietly to his 
bedroom. Ethel’s voice greeted him on the threshold. 

‘‘How late you are, Harold. Naughty old boy! Have a good 
time?” 

“Not bad. You all right, darling?” 

“Quite all right. Did Mrs. Sutton leave something hot for you? 
She said she would.” 

“Yes, but I wasn’t thirsty.” 

Ethel laughed. “Oh! it was that sort of party, was it?” 

Mr. Mummery did not attempt any denials. He undressed and 
got into bed and clutched his wife to him as though defying death 
and hell to take her from him. Next morning he would act. He 
thanked God that he was not too late. 

Mr. Dimthorpe, the chemist, was a great friend of Mr. Mum- 
mery’s. They had often sat together in the untidy little shop on 
Spring Bank and exchanged views on green-fly and club-root. 
Mr. Mummery told his story frankly to Mr. Dimthorpe and 
handed over the bottle of cocoa. Mr. Dimthorpe congratulated 
him on his prudence and intelligence. 

"I will have it ready for you by this evening,” he said, “and it 
it’s what you think it is, then we shall have a clear case on which 
to take action.” 

Mr. Mummery thanked him, and was extremely vague and in- 
attentive at business all day. But that hardly mattered, for Mr. 

[■69] 



Tales of Terror 

Brookes, who had seen the party through to a riotous end in the 
small hours, was in no very observant mood. At half past four, 
Mr. Mummery shut up his desk decisively and announced that 
he was off early, he had a call to make. 

Mr. Dimthorpe was ready for him. 

“No doubt about it,’’ he said. “I used Marsh’s test. It’s a heavy 
dose— no wonder you tasted it. There must be four or five grains 
of pure arsenic in that bottle. Look, here’s the mirror. You can 
see it for yourself.” 

Mr. Mummery gazed at the little glass tube with its ominous 
purple-black stain. 

“Will you ring up the police from here?” asked the chemist. 

“No,” said Mr. Mummery. “No— I want to get home. God 
knows what’s happening there. And I’ve only just time to catch 
my train.” 

“All right,” said Mr. Dimthorpe. “Leave it to me. I’ll ring them 
up for you.” 

The local train did not go fast enough for Mr Mummery. 
Ethel— poisoned— dying— dead— Ethel— poisoned— dying— dead 
—the wheels drummed in his ears. He almost ran out of the station 
and along the road. A car was standing at his door. He saw it 
from the end of the street and broke into a gallop It had hap- 
pened already. The doctor was there. Fool, murderer that he was 
to have left things so late. 

Then, while he was still a hundred and fifty yards off, he saw 
the front door open. A man came out followed by Ethel herself. 
The visitor got into his car and was driven away. Ethel went in 
again. She was safe— safe! 

He could hardly control himself to hang up his hat and coat 
and go in looking reasonably calm. His wife had returned to 
the armchair by the fire and greeted him in some surprise. There 
were tea things on the table. 

“Back early, aren’t you?” 

"Yes— business was slack. Somebody been to tea?” 

“Yes, young Welbeck. About the arrangements for the Drama 
Society.” She spoke briefly but with an undertone of excitement. 

A qualm came over Mr. Mummery. Would a guest be any pro- 
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tection? His face must have shown his feelings, for Ethel stared 
at him in amazement. 

“What’s the matter, Harold, you look so queer.” 

“Darling,” said Mr. Mummery, “there’s something I want to 
tell you about.” He sat down and took her hand in his. “Some- 
thing a little unpleasant, I’m afraid—” 

“Oh, ma’am!” 

The cook was in the doorway. 

“I beg your pardon, sir— I didn’t know you was in. Will you be 
taking tea or can I clear away? And, oh, ma’am, there was a young 
man at the fishmonger’s and he’s just come from Grimsby and 
they’ve caught that dreadful woman— that Mrs. Andrews. Isn’t 
it a good thing? It’s worritted me dreadful to think she was 
going about like that, but they’ve caught her. Taken a job as 
housekeeper she had to two elderly ladies and they found the 
wicked poison on her. Girl as spotted her will get a reward. I 
been keeping my eyes open for her, but it’s at Grimsby she was 
all the time.” 

Mr. Mummery clutched at the arm of his chair. It had all been 
a mad mistake then. He wanted to shout or cry. He wanted to 
apologise to this foolish, pleasant, excited woman. All a mistake. 

But there had been the cocoa. Mr. Dimthorpe. Marsh’s test. 
Five grains of arsenic. Who, then—? 

He glanced around at Ins wife, and in her eyes he saw some- 
thing that he had never seen before . . . 
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RICHARD CONNELL 


1893 - 

The Most Dangerous Game 


m The Most Dangerous Game ” deals with a most unusual sportsman— the possessor 
Of a most macabre ; if somewhat insane , sense of humor . 


“off there to the right— somewhere— is a large island," said 
Whitney. “It’s rather a mystery—” 

“What island is it?” Ramsford asked. 

“The old charts called it Ship-Trap Island," Whitney replied 
“A suggestive name, isn’t it? Sailors have a curious dread of the 
place. I don’t know why. Some superstition—” 

“Can’t see it,” remarked Rainsford, trying to peer through 
the dank tropical night that pressed its thick warm blackness in 
upon the yacht. 

“You’ve good eyes,” said Whitney with a laugh, “and I’ve seen 
you pick off a moose moving in the brown fall bush at four hun- 
dred yards, but even you can’t see four miles or so through a 
moonless Caribbean night.” 

“Nor four yards,” admitted Rainsford. “Ugh! It’s like moist 
black velvet.” 

“It will be light enough in Rio,” promised Whitney. “We 
should make it in a few days. I hope the jaguar guns have come 
from Purdey’s. We should have some good hunting up the 
Amazon. Great sport, hunting.” 

“The best sport in the world,” agreed Rainsford. 

“For the hunter,” amended Whitney. “Not for the jaguar.” 

“Don’t talk rot, Whitney. You’re a big-game hunter, not a 
philosopher. Who cares how a jaguar feels?” 

“Perhaps the jaguar does.” 

“Bah! They’ve no understanding.” 

“Even so, I rather think they understand one thing— fear. The 
fear of pain and the fear of death.” 

“Nonsense,” laughed Rainsford. “This hot weather is making 
you soft, Whitney. Be a realist. The world is made up of two 
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classes— the hunters and the huntees. Luckily you and I are 
hunters. Do you think we have passed that island yet?" 

“I can’t tell in the dark. I hope so.” 

“Why?” 

“The place has a reputation— a bad one.” 

“Cannibals?” 

“Hardly. Even cannibals wouldn’t live in such a God-forsaken 
place. But it’s gotten into sailor lore, somehow. Didn’t you notice 
that the crew’s nerves seemed a bit jumpy today?” 

"They were a bit strange, now you mention it. Even Captain 
Neilson.” 

“Yes, even that tough-minded old Swede, who’d go up to the 
devil himself and ask him for a light. Those fishy blue eyes held 
a look I never saw there before. All I could get out of him was: 
‘This place has an evil name among seafaring men, sir.’ Then he 
said, gravely: ‘Don’t you feel anything?’ Now you mustn’t laugh 
but I did feel a sort of chill, and there wasn’t a breeze. What I 
felt was a— a mental chill, a sort of dread.” 

“Pure imagination,” said Rainsford. “One superstitious sailor 
can taint a whole ship's company with his fear.” 

“Maybe. Sometimes I think sailors have an extra sense which 
tells them when they are in danger . . . anyhow I’m glad we 
are getting out of this zone. Well, I’ll turn in now, Rainsford.” 

“I’m not sleepy. I’m going to smoke another pipe on the after 
deck.” 

There was no sound in the night as Rainsford sat there but the 
muffled throb of the yacht’s engine and the swish and ripple of 
the propeller. 

Rainsford, reclining in a steamer chair, puffed at his favourite 
briar The sensuous drowsiness of the night was on him. “It’s so 
dark,” he thought, “that I could sleep without closing my eyes; 
the night would be my eyelids—” 

An abrupt sound startled him. Off to the right he heard it, 
and his ears, expert in such matters, could not be mistaken. Again 
he heard the sound, and again. Somewhere, off in the blackness, 
someone had fired a gun three times. 

Rainsford sprang up and moved quickly to the rail, mystified. 
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He strained his eyes in the direction from which the reports had 
come, but it was like trying to see through a blanket. He leaped 
upon the rail and balanced himself there, to get greater elevation; 
his pipe, striking a rope, was knocked from his mouth. He lunged 
for it; a short, hoarse cry came from his lips as he realized he had 
reached too far and had lost his balance. The cry was pinched off 
short as the blood-warm waters of the Caribbean Sea closed over 
his head. 

He struggled to the surface and cried out, but the wash from 
the speeding yacht slapped him in the face and the salt watei 
in his open mouth made him gag and strangle. Desperately he 
struck out after the receding lights of the yacht, but he stopped 
before he had swum fifty feet. A certain cool-headedness had come 
to him for this was not the first time he had been in a tight place. 
There was a chance that his cries could be heard by someone 
aboard the yacht, but that chance was slender and grew more 
slender as the yacht raced on. He wrestled himself out of his 
clothes and shouted with all his power. The lights of the boat 
became faint and vanishing fireflies; then they were blotted out 
by the night. 

Rainsford remembered the shots. They had come from the 
right, and doggedly he swam in that direction, swimming slowly, 
conserving his strength. For a seemingly endless time he fought 
the sea. He began to count his strokes; he could do possibly a 
hundred more and then— 

He heard a sound. It came out of the darkness, a high, scream- 
ing sound, the cry of an animal in an extremity of anguish and 
terror. He did not know what animal made the sound. With fresh 
vitality he swam towards it. He heard it again, then it was cut 
short by another noise, crisp, staccato. 

"Pistol shot,” muttered Rainsford, swimming on. 

Ten minutes of determined effort brought to his ears the most 
welcome sound he had ever heard, the breaking of the sea on a 
rocky shore. He was almost on the rocks before he saw them; on 
a night less calm he would have been shattered against them. 
With his remaining strength he dragged himself from the swirl- 
ing waters. Jagged crags appeared to jut into the opaqueness; he 
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forced himself up hand over hand. Gasping, his hands raw, he 
reached a flat place at the top. Dense jungle came down to the 
edge of the cliffs, and careless of everything but his weariness 
Rainsford flung himself down and tumbled into the deepest 
sleep of his life. 

When he opened his eyes he knew from the position of the 
sun that it was late in the afternoon. Sleep had given him vigour; 
a sharp hunger was picking at him. 

“Where there are pistol shots there are men. Where there are 
men there is food,” he thought; but he saw no sign of a trail 
through the closely knit web of weeds and trees; it was easier 
to go along the shore. Not far from where he had landed, he 
stopped. 

Some wounded thing, by the evidence a large animal, had 
crashed about m the underwood. A small glittering object caught 
Rainsford’s eye and he picked it up It was an empty cartridge. 

‘A twenty-two,” he remarked. “That’s odd. It must have been 
a fairly large animal, too. The hunter had his nerve with him to 
tackle it with a light gun. It is clear the brute put up a fight. I 
suppose the first three shots I heard were when the hunter flushed 
his quarry and wounded it. The last shot was when he trailed 
it here and finished it.” 

He examined the ground closely and found what he had hoped 
to find— the print of hunting boots. They pointed along the cliff 
in the direction he had been going. Eagerly he hurried along, 
for night was beginning to settle down on the island. 

Darkness was blacking out sea and jungle before Rainsford 
sighted the lights. He came upon them as he turned a crook in 
the coast line, and his first thought was that he had come upon a 
village as there were so many lights. But as he forged along he 
saw that all the lights were in one building— a chateau on a high 
bluff. 

“Mirage,” thought Rainsford. But the stone steps were real 
enough. He lifted the knocker and it creaked up stiffly as if it had 
never before been used. 

The door, opening, let out a river of glaring light. A tall man 
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solidly built and black-bearded to the waist, stood facing Rains- 
ford with a revolver in his hand. 

“Don’t be alarmed,” said Rainsford, with a smile that he hoped 
was disarming. “I’m no robber. I fell off a yacht. My name is 
Sanger Rainsford of New York City.” 

The man gave no sign that he understood the words or had 
even heard them. The menacing revolver pointed as rigidly as if 
the giant were a statue. 

Another man was coming down the broad, marble steps, an 
erect slender man in evening clothes. He advanced and held out 
his hand. 

In a cultivated voice marked by a slight accent which gave it 
added precision and deliberateness, he said: “It is a great pleasure 
and honour to welcome Mr. Sanger Rainsford, the celebrated 
hunter, to my home.” 

Automatically Rainsford shook the man’s hand. 

“I've read your book about hunting snow leopards in Tibet,” 
explained the man. "I am General Zaroff.” 

Rainsford’s first impression was that the man was singularly 
handsome; his second, that there was a bizarre quality about the 
face. The general was a tall man past middle age, for his hair 
was white; but his eyebrows and moustache were black. His eyes, 
too, were black and very bright. He had the face of a man used 
to giving orders. Turning to the man in uniform he made a sign. 
The fellow put away his pistol, saluted, withdrew. 

“Ivan is an incredibly strong fellow,” remarked the general, 
“but he has the misfortune to be deaf and dumb. A simple 
fellow, but a bit of a savage.” 

“Is he Russian?” 

"A Cossack,” said the geneial, and his smile showed red lips 
and pointed teeth. "So am I. 

“Come,” he said, “we shouldn’t be chatting here. You want 
clothes, food, rest. You shall have them. This is a most restful 
,pot ” 

Ivan had reappeared and the general spoke to him with lips that 
moved but gave forth no sound. 
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“Follow Ivan if you please, Mr. Rainsford. I was about to have 
my dinner, but will wait. I think my clothes will fit you.” 

It was to a huge beam-ceilinged bedroom with a canopied bed 
large enough for six men that Rainsford followed the man. 
Ivan laid out an evening suit and Rainsford as he put it on 
noticed that it came from a London tailor. 

“Perhaps you were surprised,” said the general as they sat down 
to dinner in a room which suggested a baronial hall of feudal 
times, “that I recognized your name; but I read all books on hunt- 
ing published in English, French and Russian. I have but one 
passion in life, and that is the hunt.” 

“You have some wonderful heads here,” said Rainsford, glanc- 
ing at the walls. “That Cape buffalo is the largest I ever saw.” 

“Oh, that fellow? He charged me, hurled me against a tree 
and fractured my skull. But I got the brute.” 

“I’ve always thought,” said Rainsford, “that the Cape buffalo 
is the most dangerous of all big game.” 

For a moment the general did not reply, then he said slowly: 
“No, the Cape buffalo is not the most dangerous.” He sipped his 
wine. “Here in my preserve on this island I hunt more dangerous 
game.” 

"Is there big game on this island?” 

The general nodded. “The biggest.” 

“Really?” 

“Oh, it isn’t here naturally. I have to stock the island.” 

“What have you imported. General? Tigers?” 

The general grinned. “No, hunting tigers ceased to interest 
me when I exhausted their possibilities. No thrill lef* in tigers, 
no real danger. I live for danger, Mr. Rainsford.” 

The general took from his pocket a gold cigarette c«se and 
offered his guest a long black cigarette with a silver tip; it was 
perfumed and gave off a smell like incense. 

“We will have some capital hunting, you and I,” said the 
general. 

"But what game—” began Rainsford. 

“I’ll tell you. You will be amused, I know. I think I may say in 
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all modesty, that I have done a rare thing. I have invented a new 
sensation. May I pour you another glass of port?” 

“Thank you, General.” 

The general filled both glasses and said- “God makes some 
men poets. Some he makes kings, some beggars. Me he made a 
hunter. But after years of enjoyment I found that the hunt no 
longer fascinated me. You can perhaps guess why?” 

“No-why?” 

“Simply this, hunting had ceased to be what you call a ‘sport- 
ing proposition.’ I always got my quarry . . . always . . . and 
there is no greater bore than perfection.” 

The general lit a fresh cigarette. 

“The animal has nothing but his legs and his instinct. Instinct 
is no match for reason. When I realized this, it was a tragic mo- 
ment for me.” 

Rainsford leaned across the table, absorbed in what his host 
was saying. 

“It came to me as an inspiration what I must do.” 

“And that was?” 

“I had to invent a new animal to hunt.” 

“A new animal? You are joking.” 

“I never joke about hunting. I needed a new animal. I found 
one. So I bought this island, built this house, and here I do my 
hunting. The island is perfect for my purpose— there are jungles 
with a maze of trails in them, hills, swamps—” 

“But the animal, General Zaroff?” 

“Oh,” said the general, “it supplies me with the most exciting 
hunting in the world. Every day I hunt, and I never grow bored 
now, for I have a quarry with which I can match my wits.” 

Rainsford’s bewilderment showed in his face. 

“I wanted the ideal animal to hunt, so I said, ‘What are the 
attributes of an ideal quarry?’ and the answer was, of course: ‘It 
must have courage, cunning, and, above all, it must be able to 
reason.’ ” 

“But no animal can reason,” objected Rainsford. 

“My dear fellow,” said the general, “there is one that can." 

“But you can’t mean—” 
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“And why not?” 

“I can’t believe you are serious, General Zaroff. This is a grisly 
joke.” 

“Why should I not be serious? I am speaking of hunting.” 

“Hunting? Good God, General Zaroff, what you speak of is 
murder.” 

The general regarded Rainsford quizzically. “Surely your ex- 
periences in the war—” 

“Did not make me condone cold-blooded murder,” finished 
Rainsford stiffly. 

Laughter shook the general. “I’ll wager you’ll forget your no- 
tions when you go hunting with me. You’ve a genuine new thrill 
in store for you, Mr. Rainsford.” 

“Thank you, I am a hunter, not a murderer.” 

“Dear me,” said the general, quite unruffled, “again that un- 
pleasant word, but I hunt the scum of the earth— sailors from 
tramp ships— lascars, blacks, Chinese, whites, mongrels.” 

“Where do you get them?” 

The general’s left eyelid fluttered down in a wink. “This island 
is called Ship-Trap Come to the window with me.” 

Rainsford went to the window and looked out towards the sea. 

“Watch! Out there!” exclaimed the general, as he pressed a 
button. Far out Rainsford saw a flash of lights. “They indicate a 
channel where there’s none. Rocks with razor edges crouch there 
like a sea-monster. They can crush a ship like a nut. Oh, yes, 
that is electricity. We try to be civilized.” 

“Civilized? And you shoot down men?” 

“But I treat my visitors with every consideration,” said the 
general in his most pleasant manner. “They get plenty of good 
food and exercise. They get into splendid physical condition. You 
shall see for yourself tomorrow.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“We’ll visit my training school,” smiled the general. “It is in 
the cellar. I have about a dozen there now. They’re from the 
Spanish bark, Sanlucar , which had the bad luck to go on the rocks 
out there. An inferior lot, I regret to say, and more accustomed 
to the deck than the jungle.” 


[ 1 7 9 J 



Tales of Terror 

He raised his hand and Ivan brought thick Turkish coffee. “It 
is a game, you see," pursued the general blandly. “I suggest to one 
of them that we go hunting. I give him three hours’ start. I am 
to follow, armed only with a pistol of smallest calibre and range. If 
my quarry eludes me for three whole days, he wins the game. If I 
find him”— the general smiled— "he loses.” 

“Suppose he refuses to be hunted?” 

“I give him the option. If he does not wish to hunt I turn him 
over to Ivan. Ivan once served as official knouter to the Great 
White Tsar and he has his own ideas of sport. Invariably they 
choose the hunt.” 

"And if they win?” 

The smile on the general’s face widened. “To date I have not 
lost.” 

Then he added, hastily: "I don’t wish you to think me a brag- 
gart, Mr. Rainsford, and one did almost win. I eventually had 
to use the dogs.” 

“The dogs?” 

"This way, please. I’ll show you.” 

The general led the way to another window. The lights sent a 
flickering illumination that made grotesque patterns on the court- 
yard below, and Rainsford could see a dozen or so huge black 
shapes moving about. As they turned towards him he caught the 
green glitter of eyes. 

“They are let out at seven every night. If anyone should try 
to get into my house— or out of it— something regrettable would 
happen to him. And now I want to show you my new collection 
of heads. Will you come to the library?” 

“I hope,” said Rainsford, “that you will excuse me tonight. 
I’m really not feeling at all well.” 

“Ah, indeed? You need a good restful night’s sleep. Tomorrow 
you’ll feel like a new man. Then we’ll hunt, eh? I’ve one rather 
promising prospect—” 

Rainsford was hurrying from the room. 

“Sorry you can't go with me tonight," called the general. “I 
expect rather fair sport. A big, strong black. He looks resource- 
ful-” 
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The bed was good and Rainsford was tired, but nevertheless he 
could not sleep, and had only achieved a doze when, as morning 
broke, he heard, far off in the jungle, the faint report of a pistol. 

General Zaroff did not appear till luncheon. He was solicitous 
about Rainsford’s health. "As for me,” he said, “I do not feel so 
well. The hunting was not good last night. He made a straight 
trail that offered no problems at all.” 

"General,” said Rainsford firmly, "I want to leave the island 
at once.” 

He saw the dead black eyes of the general on him studying 
him. The eyes suddenly brightened. “Tonight," said he, “we will 
hunt— you and I.” 

Rainsford shook his head. “No, General,” he said, “I will not 
hunt.” 

The general shrugged his shoulders “As you wish. The choice 
rests with you, but I would suggest that my idea of sport is more 
diverting than Ivan’s.” 

“You don’t mean—” cried Rainsford. 

“My dear fellow,” said the general, “have I not told you I al- 
ways mean what I say about hunting? This is really an inspiration. 
I drink to a foeman worthy of my steel at last.” 

The general raised his glass, but Rainsford sat staring at him. 
“You’ll find this game worth playing,” the general said, enthusi- 
astically. “Your brain against mine. Your woodcraft against mine. 
Your strength and stamina against mine. Outdoor chess! And the 
stake is not without value, eh?” 

“And if I win—” began Rainsford huskily. 

“If I do not find you by midnight of the third day, I’ll cheer- 
fully acknowledge myself defeated,” said General Zaroff. “My 
sloop will place you on the mainland near a town.” 

The general read what Rainsford was thinking. 

“Oh, you can trust me,” said the Cossack. “I will give you my 
word as a gentleman and a sportsman. Of course, you, in turn, 
must agree to say nothing of your visit here.” 

“I'll agree to nothing of the kind.” 

“Oh, in that case— but why discuss that now? Three days hence 
we can discuss it over a bottle of Veuve Cliquot, unless—” 
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The general sipped his wine. 

Then a business-like air animated him. "Ivan,” he said, "will 
supply you with hunting clothes, food, a knife. I suggest you wear 
moccasins; they leave a poorer trail. I suggest, too, that you avoid 
the big swamp in the southeast corner of the island. We call it 
Death Swamp. There’s quicksand there. One foolish fellow tried 
it. The deplorable part of it was that Lazarus followed him. You 
can’t imagine my feelings, Mr. Rainsford, I loved Lazarus; he 
was the finest hound in my pack. Well, I must beg you to excuse 
me now. I always take a siesta after lunch. You’ll hardly have time 
for a nap, I fear. You’ll want to start, no doubt. I shall not follow 
until dusk. Hunting at night is so much more exciting than by 
day, don’t you think? Au revoir, Mr. Rainsford, au revoir.” 

As General Zaroff, with a courtly bow strolled from the room, 
Ivan entered by another door. Under one arm he carried hunt- 
ing clothes, a haversack of food, a leathern sheath containing a 
long-bladed hunting knife; his right hand rested on a cocked 
revolver thrust in the crimson sash about his waist. . . . 

Rainsford had fought his way through the bush for two hours, 
but at length he paused saying to himself through tight teeth, "I 
must keep my nerve.” 

He had not been entirely clear-headed when the chateau gates 
closed behind him. His first idea was to put distance between 
himself and General Zaroff and, to this end, he had plunged along, 
spurred by the sharp rowels of something approaching panic. 
Now, having got a grip on himself he had stopped to take stock 
of himself and the situation. 

Straight flight was futile for it must inevitably bring him to 
the sea. Being in a picture with a frame of water, his operations, 
clearly, must take place within that frame. 

“I’ll give him a trail to follow,” thought Rainsford, striking 
off from the path into trackless wilderness. Recalling the lore of 
the fox-hunt and the dodges of the fox, he executed a series of 
intricate loops, doublingagain and again on his trail. Night found 
him leg-weary, with hands and face lashed by the branches. He 
was on a thickly wooded ridge. As his need for T **«t was impera- 
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tive, he thought: “I have played the fox, now I must play the cat 
of the fable.” 

A big tree with a thick trunk and outspread branches was near 
by, and, taking care to leave no marks, he climbed into the 
crotch and stretched out on one of the broad limbs. Rest brought 
him new confidence and almost a feeling of security. 

An apprehensive night crawled slowly by like a wounded 
snake. Towards morning, when a dingy grey was varnishing the 
sky, the cry of a startled bird focussed Rainsford’s attention in its 
direction. Something was coming through the bush, coming 
slowly, carefully, coming by the same winding way that Rainsford 
had come. He flattened himself against the bough and, through a 
screen of leaves almost as thick as tapestry, watched. 

It was General Zaroff. He made his way along, with his eyes 
fixed in concentration on the ground. He paused, almost be- 
neath the tree, dropped to his knees and studied the ground. 
Rainsford’s impulse was to leap on him like a panther, but he 
saw that the general's right hand held a small automatic. 

The hunter shook his head several times as if he were puzzled. 
Then, straightening himself he took from his case one of his 
black cigarettes; its pungent incense-like smoke rose to Rains- 
ford’s nostrils. 

Rainsford held his breath. The general’s eyes had left the 
ground and were travelling inch by inch up the tree. Rainsford 
froze, every muscle tensed for a spring. But the sharp eyes of the 
hunter stopped before they reached the limb where Rainsford 
lay. A smile spread over his brown face. Very deliberately he blew 
a smoke ring into the air; then he turned his back on the tree 
and walked carelessly away along the trail he had come. The 
swish of the underbrush against his hunting boots grew fainter 
and fainter. 

The pent-up air burst hotly from Rainsford’s lungs. His first 
thought made him feci sick and numb. The general could follow 
a trail through the woods at night; he could follow an extremely 
difficult trail; he must have uncanny powers; only by the merest 
chant e had he failed to see his quarry. 

Rainsford’s second thought was more terrible. It sent a shudder 
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through him. Why had the general smiled? Why had he turned 
back? 

Rainsford did not want to believe what his reason told him 
was true— the general was playing with him, saving him for an- 
other day’s sport. The Cossack was the cat; he was the mouse. 
Then it was that Rainsford knew the meaning of terror. 

“I will not lose my nerve,” he told himself, “I will not.” 

Sliding down from the tree, he set off into the woods. Three 
hundred yards from his hiding-place he stopped where a huge 
dead tree leaned precariously on a smaller, living one. Throwing 
off his sack of food, he took his knife from its sheath and set to 
work. 

When the job was finished, he threw himself down behind a 
fallen log a hundred feet away. He did not have to wait long. 
The cat was coming back to play with the mouse. 

Following the trail with the sureness of a bloodhound came 
General Zaroff. Nothing escaped those searching black eyes, no 
crushed blade of grass, no bent twig, no mark, no matter how 
faint, in the moss. So intent was the Cossack on his stalking 
that he was upon the thing Rainsford had made before he saw 
it. His foot touched the protruding bough that was the trigger. 
Even as he touched it, the general sensed his danger, and leaped 
back with the agility of an ape. But he was not quite quick 
enough; the dead tree, delicately adjusted to rest on the cut living 
one, crashed down and struck the general a glancing blow on the 
shoulder as it fell; but for his alertness he must have been crushed 
beneath it. He staggered but he did not fall; nor did he drop his 
revolver. He stood there, rubbing his injured shoulder, and Rains- 
ford, with fear again gripping his heart, heard the general’s mock- 
ing laugh ring through the jungle. 

“Rainsford,” called the general, “if you are within sound of 
my voice let me congratulate you. Not many men know how to 
make a Malay man catcher. Luckily for me I, too, have hunted in 
Malacca. You are proving interesting, Mr. Rainsford. I am now 
going to have my wound dressed; it is only a slight one. But I shall 
be back. I shall be back.” 

When the general, nursing his wounded shoulder, had gone, 
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Rainsford again took up his flight. It was flight now, and it car 
ried him on for some hours. Dusk came, then darkness, and still 
he pressed on. The ground grew softer under his moccasins; the 
vegetation grew ranker, denser; insects bit him savagely. He 
stepped forward and his foot sank into ooze. He tried to wrench it 
back, but the mud sucked viciously at his foot as if it had been a 
giant leech. With a violent effort he tore his foot loose. He knew 
where he was now. Death Swamp and its quicksand. 

The softness of the earth had given him an idea. Stepping 
back from the quicksand a dozen feet, he began, like some huge 
prehistoric beaver, to dig. 

Rainsford had dug himself in, in France, when a second’s delay 
would have meant death. Compared to his digging now, that had 
been a placid pastime. The pit grew deeper; when it was above his 
shoulders he climbed out and from some hard saplings cut stakes, 
sharpening them to a fine point. These stakes he planted at the 
bottom of the pit with the points up. With flying fingers he wove 
a rough carpet of weeds and branches and with it covered the 
mouth of the pit. Then, wet with sweat and aching with tiredness, 
he crouched behind the stump of a lightning-blasted tree. 

By the padding sound of feet on the soft earth he knew his 
pursuer was coming. The night breeze brought him the perfume 
of the general’s cigarette. It seemed to the hunted man that the 
general was coming with unusual swiftness; that he was not feel- 
ing his way along, foot by foot. Rainsford, from where he was 
crouching, could not see the general, neither could he see the pit. 
He lived a year in a minute. Then he heard the sharp crackle of 
breaking branches as the cover of the pit gave way; heard the 
sharp scream of pain as the pointed stakes found their mark. 
Then he cowered back. Three feet from the pit a man was stand- 
ing with an electric torch in his hand. 

“You’ve done well, Rainsford,” cried the general. “Your Bur- 
mese tiger pit has claimed one of my best dogs. Again you score. 
I must now see what you can do against my whole pack. I’m 
going home for a rest now. Thank you for a most amusing eve- 
ning.” 

At daybreak Rainsford, lying near the swamp, was awakened 
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by a distant sound, faint and wavering, but he knew it for the bay- 
ing of a pack of hounds. 

Ramsford knew he could do one of two things. He could stay 
where he was. That was suicide. He could flee. That was post- 
poning the inevitable. For a moment, he stood there thinking. 
An idea that held a wild chance came to him, and, tightening 
his belt, he headed away from the swamp. 

The baying of the hounds drew nearer, nearer. Rainsford 
climbed a tree. Down a watercourse, not a quarter of a mile away, 
he could see the bush moving. Straining his eyes, he saw the lean 
figure of General Zaroff. Just ahead of him Rainsford made out 
another figure, with wide shoulders, which surged through the 
jungle reeds It was the gigantic Ivan and he seemed to be pulled 
along. Rainsford realized that he must be holding the pack in 
leash. 

They would be on him at any moment now. His mind worked 
frantically, and he thought of a native trick he had learned in 
Uganda. Sliding down the tree, he caught hold of z springy young 
sapling and to it fastened his hunting knife, with the blade point- 
ing down the trail. With a bit of wild grape-vine he tied back 
the sapling . . . and ran for his life. As the hounds hit the fresh 
scent, they raised their voices and Rainsford knew how an animal 
at bay feels. 

He had to stop to get his breath. The baying of the hounds 
stopped abruptly, and Rainsford’s heart stopped, too. They 
must have reached the knife. 

Shinning excitedly up a tree he looked back. His pursuers had 
stopped. But the hope in Rainsford’s brain died for he saw that 
General Zaroff was still on his feet. Ivan, however, was not. The 
knife, driven by the lecoil of the springing tree, had not wholly 
failed. 

Hardly had Rainsford got back to the ground when, once 
more, the pack took up the cry. 

"Nerve, nerve, nerve!” he panted to himself as he dashed along. 
A blue gap showed through the trees dead ahead. The hounds 
drew nearer. Rainsford forced himself on towards that gap. He 
''eached the sea, and across a cove could see the gray stone of 
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the chateau. Twenty feet below him the sea rumbled and hissed. 
Ramsiord hesitated. He heard the hounds. Then he leaped fat 
out into the water. 

When the general and his pack reached the opening, the Cos- 
sack stopped. For some moments he stood regarding the blue- 
green expanse of water. Then he sat down, took a drink of brandy 
from a silver flask, lit a perfumed cigarette, and hummed a bit 
from Madame Butterfly. 

General Zaroff ate an exceedingly good dinner in his great 
panelled hall that evening. With it he had a bottle of Pol Roger 
and half a bottle of Chambertin. Two slight annoyances kept 
him from perfect enjoyment. One was that it would be difficult 
to replace Ivan; the other, that his quarry had escaped him. Of 
course— so thought the general, as he tasted his after-dinner 
liqueur— the American had not played the game. 

To soothe himself, he read in his library from the works of 
Marcus Aurelius. At ten he went to his bedroom. He was com- 
fortably tired, he said to himself, as he turned the key of his door. 
There was a little moonlight, so before turning on the light he 
went to the window and looked down on the courtyard. He could 
see the great hounds, and he called: “Better luck another time.” 
Then he switched on the light. 

A man who had been hiding in the curtains of the bed, was 
standing before him. 

“Rainsford!” screamed the general. “How in God’s name did 
you get here?” 

“Swam. I found it quicker than walking through the jungle.” 

The other sucked in his breath and smiled. “I congratulate you. 
You have won the game.” 

Rainsford did not smile. “I am still a beast at bay,” he said, in 
a low, hoarse voice. “Get ready, General Zaroff.” 

The general made one of his deepest bows. “I see,” he said. 
“Splendid. One of us is to furnish a repast for the hounds. The 
other will sleep in this very excellent bed. On guard, Rains- 
ford. ..." 

He had never slept in a better bed, Rainsford decided. 
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Leiningen versus the Ants 


u Leiningen versus the Ants ” which first appeared in the magazine Esquire, belongs 
to that exciting category of stones m which man is pitted directly again st the 
animals in the struggle for existence In this story the excitement is enhanced 
because of the seeming intelligence with which the animals conduct the battle. 


"unless they alter their course, and there’s no reason why 
they should, they’ll reach your plantation in two days at the 
latest.” 

Leiningen sucked placidly at a cigar about the size of a com 
cob and for a few seconds gazed without answering at the agitated 
District Commissioner. Then he took the cigar from his lips, and 
leaned slightly forward. With his bristling grey hair, bulky nose, 
and lucid eyes, he had the look of an aging and shabby eagle. 

“Decent of you,” he murmured, “paddling all this way just to 
give me the tip. But you’re pulling my leg of course when you 
say I must do a bunk. Why, even a herd of saurians couldn’t drive 
me from this plantation of mine." 

The Brazilian official threw up lean and lanky arms and 
clawed the air with wildly distended fingers. “Leiningen!” he 
shouted. “You’re insane! They’re not creatures you can fight— 
they’re an elemental— an ‘act of God!’ Ten miles long, two miles 
wide— ants, nothing but ants! And every single one of them a 
fiend from hell; before you can spit three times they’ll eat a full- 
grown buffalo to the bones. I tell you if you don't clear out at 
once there’ll be nothing left of you but a skeleton picked as clean 
as your own plantation.” 

Leiningen grinned. “Act of God, my eye! Anyway, I’m not an 
old woman; I’m not going to run for it just because an ele- 
mental’s on the way. And don’t think I’m the kind of fathead 
who tries to fend off lightning with his fists, either. I use my in- 
telligence, old man. With me, the brain isn’t a second blindgut; 
I know what it’s there for. When I began this model farm and 
plantation three years ago, I took into account all that could 
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conceivably happen to it. And now I’m ready for anything and 
everything— including your ants." 

The Brazilian rose heavily to his feet. "I’ve done my best,” he 
gasped. “Your obstinacy endangers not only yourself, but the 
lives of your four hundred workers. You don’t know these antsl" 

Leiningen accompanied him down to the river, where the Gov- 
ernment launch was moored. The vessel cast off. As it moved 
downstream, the exclamation mark neared the rail and began 
waving its arms frantically. Long after the launch had disap- 
peared round the bend, Leiningen thought he could still hear 
that dimming, imploring voice, “You don’t know them, I tell 
youl You don’t know them'” 

But the reported enemy was by no means unfamiliar to the 
planter. Before he started work on his settlement, he had lived 
long enough in the country to see for himself the fearful devasta- 
tions sometimes wrought by these ravenous insects in their cam- 
paigns for food. But since then he had planned measures of 
defence accordingly, and these, he was convinced, were in ever} 
way adequate to withstand the approaching peril. 

Moreover, during his three years as a planter, Leiningen had 
met and defeated drought, flood, plague and all other “acts of 
God’’ which had come against him— unlike his fellow-settlers in 
the district, who had made little or no resistance. This unbroken 
success he attributed solely to the observance of his lifelong 
motto’ The human brain needs only to become fully aware of 
its powers to conquer even the elements. Dullards reeled sense- 
lessly and aimlessly into the abyss; cranks, however brilliant, lost 
their heads when circumstances suddenly altered or accelerated 
and ran into stone walls; sluggards drifted with the current until’ 
iliey were caught in whirlpools and diagged under. But such 
disasters, Leiningen contended, merely strengthened his argu 
mcnt that intelligence, directed aright, invariably makes man 
the master of his fate. 

Yes, Leiningen had always known how to grapple with life. 
Even here, in this Brazilian wilderness, his brain had triumphed 
over every difficulty and danger it had so far encountered. First 
he had vanquished primal forces by cunning and organization 
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then he had enlisted the resources of modem science to increase 
miraculously the yield of his plantation. And now he was sure 
he would prove more than a match for the “irresistible” ants. 

That same evening, however, Leiningen assembled his work- 
ers. He had no intention of waiting till the news reached their 
ears from other sources. Most of them had been born in the 
district; the cry "The ants are coming!” was to them an impera- 
tive signal for instant, panic-stricken flight, a spring for life 
itself. But so great was the Indians’ trust in Leiningen, in Leinin- 
gen’s word, and in Leiningen’s wisdom, that they received his 
curt tidings, and his orders for the imminent struggle, with the 
calmness with which they were given. They waited, unafraid, 
alert, as if for the beginning of a new game or hunt which he had 
just described to them. The ants were indeed mighty, but not so 
mighty as the boss. Let them cornel 

They came at noon the second day. Their approach was an- 
nounced bv the wild unrest of the horses, scarcely controllable 
now either in stall or under rider, scenting from afar a vapor in- 
stinct with horror. 

It was announced by a stampede of animals, timid and savage, 
hurtling past each other; jaguars and pumas flashing by nimble 
stags of the pampas; bulky tapirs, no longer hunters, themselves 
hunted, outpacing fleet kinkajous; maddened herds of cattle, 
heads lowered, nostrils snorting, rushing through tribes of lop- 
ing monkeys, chattering in a dementia of terror, then followed 
the creeping and springing denizens of bush and steppe, big and 
little rodents, snakes, and lizards. 

Pell-mell the rabble swarmed down the hill to the plantation, 
scattered right and left before the barrier of the water-filled 
ditch, then sped onwards to the river, where, again hindered 
they fled along its bank out of sight. 

This water-filled ditch was one of the defence measures which 
Leiningen had long since prepared against the advent of the ants. 
It encompassed three sides of the plantation like a huge horse- 
shoe. Twelve feet across, but not very deep, when dry it could 
hardly be described as an obstacle to either man or beast. But 
the ends of the “horseshoe” ran into the river which formed 
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the northern boundary, and fourth side, of the plantation. And 
at the end nearer the house and outbuildings in the middle ol 
the plantation, Leiningen had constructed a dam by means of 
which water from the river could be diverted into the ditch. 

So now, by opening the dam, he was able to fling an imposing 
girdle of water, a huge quadrilateral with the river as its base, 
completely around the plantation, like the moat encircling a 
medieval city. Unless the ants were clever enough to build rafts, 
they had no hope of reaching the plantation, Leiningen con- 
cluded. 

The twelve-foot water ditch seemed to afford in itself all the 
security needed. But while awaiting the arrival of the ants, 
Leiningen made a further improvement. The western section of 
the ditch ran along the edge of a tamarind wood, and the 
branches of some great trees reached over the water. Leiningen 
now had them lopped so that ants could not descend from them 
within the “moat.” 

The women and children, then the herds of cattle, were 
escorted by peons on rafts over the river, to remain on the other 
side in absolute safety until the plunderers had departed. 
Leiningen gave this instruction, not because he believed the 
non-combatants were m any danger, but in order to avoid ham- 
pering the efficiency of the defenders. “Critical situations first 
become crises,” he explained to his men, “when oxen or women 
get excited.” 

Finally, he made a careful inspection of the “inner moat”— a 
smaller ditch lined with concrete, which extended around the 
hill on which stood the ranch house, barns, stables and other 
buildings. Into this concrete ditch emptied the inflow pipes 
from three great petrol tanks. If by some miracle the ants 
managed to cross the water and reach the plantation, this “ram- 
part of petrol” would be an absolutely impassable protection 
for the besieged and their dwellings and stock. Such, at least, 
was Leiningen’s opinion. 

He stationed his men at irregular distances along the water 
ditch, the first line of defence. Then he lay down m his ham- 
mock and puffed drowsily away at his pipe until a peon came 
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with the report that the ants had been observed far away in the 
South. 

Leimngen mounted his horse, which at the feel of its master 
seemed to forget its uneasiness, and rode leisurely in the direc- 
tion of the threatening offensive. The southern stretch of ditch 
—the upper side of the quadrilateral— was nearly three miles 
long; from its center one could survey the entire countryside. 
This was destined to be the scene of the outbreak of war between 
Leiningen’s brain and twenty square miles of life-destroying 
ants. 

It was a sight one could never forget. Over the range of hills, 
as far as eye could see, crept a darkening hem, ever longer and 
broader, until the shadow spread across the slope from east to 
west, then downwards, downwards, uncannily swift, and all the 
green herbage of that wide vista was being mown as by a giant 
sickle, leaving only the vast moving shadow, extending, deepen- 
ing, and moving rapidly nearer. 

When Leiningen’s men, behind their barrier of water, per- 
ceived the approach of the long-expected foe, they gave vent to 
their suspense in screams and imprecations. But as the distance 
began to lessen between the “sons of hell” and the water ditch, 
they relapsed into silence. Before the advance of that awe-inspir- 
ing throng, their belief in the powers of the boss began to 
steadily dwindle. 

Even Leimngen himself, who had ridden up just in time to 
restore their loss of heart by a display of unshakable calm, even 
he could not free himself from a qualm of malaise. Yonder were 
thousands of millions of voracious jaws bearing down upon him 
and only a suddenly insignificant, narrow ditch lay between 
him and his men and being gnawed to the bones “before you 
can spit three times.” 

Hadn’t his brain for once taken on more than it could manage? 
If the blighters decided to rush the ditch, fill it to the brim with 
their corpses, there’d still be more than enough to destroy every 
trace of that cranium of his. The planter’s chin jutted; they 
hadn’t got him yet, and he’d see to it they never would. While 
he could think at all, he’d flout both death and the devil. 
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The hostile army was approaching in perfect formation; no 
human battalions, however well-drilled, could ever hope to rival 
the precision of that advance. Along a front that moved forward 
as uniformly as a straight line, the ants drew nearer and nearei 
to the water-ditch. Then, when they learned through their scouts 
the nature of the obstacle, the two outlying wings of the army 
detached themselves from the main body and marched down the 
western and eastern sides of the ditch. 

This surrounding maneuver took rather more than an houi to 
accomplish; no doubt the ants expected that at some point they 
would find a crossing. 

During this outflanking movement by the wings, the army on 
the center and southern front remained still. The besieged were 
therefore able to contemplate at their leisure the thumb-long, 
reddish black, long-legged insects; some of the Indians believed 
they could see, too, intent on them, the brilliant, cold eyes, and 
the razor-edged mandibles, of this host of infinity. 

It is not easy for the average person to imagine that an animal, 
not to mention an insect, can think. But now both the European 
brain of Leiningen and the primitive brains of the Indians began 
to stir with the unpleasant foreboding that inside every single 
one of that deluge of insects dwelt a thought. And that thought 
was: Ditch or no ditch, we’ll get to your fleshl 

Not until four o’clock did the wings reach the “horseshoe” 
ends of the ditch, only to find these ran into the great river. 
Through some kind of secret telegraphy, the report must then 
have flashed very swiftly indeed along the entire enemy line. And 
Leiningen, riding— no longer casually— along his side of the ditch, 
noticed by energetic and widespread movements of troops that 
for some unknown reason the news of the check had its greatest 
effect on the southern front, where the main army was massed. 
Perhaps the failure to find a way over the ditch was persuading 
the ants to withdraw from the plantation in search of spoils more 
easily attainable. 

An immense flood of ants, about a hundred yards in width, 
was pouring in a glimmering-black cataract down the far slope of 
the ditch. Many thousands were already drowning in the sluggish 
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creeping flow, but they were followed by troop after troop, who 
clambered over their sinking comrades, and then themselves 
served as dying bridges to the reserves hurrying on in their rear. 

Shoals of ants were being carried away by the current into the 
middle of the ditch, where gradually they broke asunder and 
then, exhausted by their struggles, vanished below the surface. 
Nevertheless, the wavering, floundering hundred-yard front was 
remorselessly if slowly advancing towards the besieged on the 
other bank. Leiningen had been wrong when he supposed the 
enemy would first have to fill the ditch with their bodies before 
they could cross; instead, they merely needed to act as stepping- 
stones, as they swam and sank, to the hordes ever pressing on- 
wards from behind. 

Near Leiningen a few mounted herdsmen awaited his orders. 
He sent one to the weir— the river must be dammed more 
strongly to increase the speed and power of the water coursing 
through the ditch. 

A second peon was dispatched to the outhouses to bring 
spades and petrol sprinklers. A third rode away to summon to 
the zone of the offensive all the men, except the observation 
posts, on the near-by sections of the ditch, which were not yet 
actively threatened. 

The ants were getting across far more quickly than Leiningen 
would have deemed possible. Impelled by the mighty cascade be- 
hind them, they struggled nearer and nearer to the inner bank. 
The momentum of the attack was so great that neither the tardy 
flow of the stream nor its downward pull could exert its proper 
force; and into the gap left by every submerging insect, hastened 
forward a dozen more. 

When reinforcements reached Leiningen, the invaders were 
half-way over. The planter had to admit to himself that it was 
only by a stroke of luck for him that the ants were attempting 
the crossing on a relatively short front- had they assaulted simul- 
taneously along the entire length of the ditch, the outlook for 
the defenders would have been black indeed. 

Even as it was, it could hardly be described as rosy, though 
the planter seemed quite unaware that death in a gruesome form 
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was drawing closer and closer. As the war between his brain and 
the “act of God” reached its climax, the very shadow of annihila- 
tion began to pale to Leiningen, who now felt like a champion 
in a new Olympic game, a gigantic and thrilling contest, from 
which he was determined to emerge victor. Such, indeed, was 
his aura of confidence that the Indians forgot their stupefied fear 
of the peril only a yard or two away; under the planter's super- 
vision, they began fervidly digging up to the edge of the bank 
and throwing clods of earth and spadefuls of sand into the midst 
of the hostile fleet. 

The petrol sprinklers, hitherto used to destroy pests and blights 
on the plantation, were also brought into action. Streams of evil- 
reeking oil now soared and fell over an enemy already in disorder 
through the bombardment of earth and sand. 

The ants responded to these vigorous and successful measures 
of defence by further developments of their offensive. Entire 
clumps of huddling insects began to roll down the opposite bank 
into the water. At the same time, Leiningen noticed that the ants 
were now attacking along an ever-widening front. As the num- 
bers both of his men and his petrol sprinklers were severely 
limited, this rapid extension of the line of battle was becoming 
an overwhelming danger. 

To add to his difficulties, the very clods of earth they flung into 
that black floating carpet often whirled fragments towards the 
defenders’ side, and here and there dark ribbons were already 
mounting the inner bank. True, wherever a man saw these they 
could still be driven back into the water by spadefuls of earth or 
jets of petrol. But the file of defenders tvas too sparse and scat- 
tered to hold off at all points these landing parties, and though 
the peons toiled like madmen, their plight became momently 
more perilous. 

One man struck with his spade at an enemy clump, did not 
draw it back quickly enough from the water; in a trice the 
wooden haft swarmed with upward scurrying insects. With a 
curse, he dropped the spade into the ditch; too late, they were 
already on his body. They lost no time; wherever they en- 
countered bare flesh they bit deeply; a few, bigger than the rest, 
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carried in their hindquarters a sting which injected a burning 
and paralyzing venom. Screaming, frantic with pain, the peon 
danced and twirled like a dervish. 

Realizing that another such casualty, yes, perhaps this alone, 
might plunge his men into confusion and destroy their morale, 
Leiningen roaTed in a bellow louder than the yells of the victim: 
“Into the petrol, idiotl Douse your paws in the petrol!’’ The 
dervish ceased his pirouette as if transfixed, then tore off his shirt 
and plunged his arm and the ants hanging to it up to the shoulder 
in one of the large open tins of petrol. But even then the fierce 
mandibles did not slacken; another peon had to help him squash 
and detach each separate insect. 

Distracted by the episode, some defenders had turned away 
from the ditch. And now cries of fury, . thudding of spades, and 
a wild trampling to and fro, showed that the ants had made full 
use of the interval, though luckily only a few had managed to get 
across. The men set to work again desperately with the barrage 
of earth and sand. Meanwhile an old Indian, who acted as 
medicine-man to the plantation workers, gave the bitten peon a 
drink he had prepared some hours before, which, he claimed, 
possessed the virtue of dissolving and weakening ants’ venom. 

Leiningen surveyed his position. A dispassionate observer 
would have estimated the odds against him at a thousand to one. 
But then such an onlooker would have reckoned only by what 
he saw— the advance of myriad battalions of ants against the 
futile efforts of a few defenders— and not by the unseen activity 
that can go on in a man’s brain. 

For Leiningen had not erred when he decided he would fight 
elemental with elemental. The water in the ditch was beginning 
to rise; the stronger damming of the river was making itself 
apparent. 

Visibly the swiftness and power of the masses of water in, 
creased, swirling into quicker and quicker movement its living 
black surface, dispersing its pattern, carrying away more and 
more of it on the hastening current. 

Victory had been snatched from the very jaws of defeat. With 
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a hysterical shout of joy, the peons feverishly intensified their 
bombardment of earth clods and sand. 

And now the wide cataract down the opposite bank was thin- 
ning and ceasing, as if the ants were becoming aware that they 
could not attain their aim. They were scurrying back up the 
slope to safety. 

All the troops so far hurled into the ditch had been sacrificed 
in vain. Drowned and floundering insects eddied in thousands 
along the flow, while Indians running on the bank destroyed 
every swimmer that reached the side. 

Not until the ditch curved towards the east did the scattered 
ranks assemble again in a coherent mass. And now, exhausted 
and half-numbed, they were m no condition to ascend the bank. 
Fusillades of clods drove them round the bend towards the mouth 
of the ditch and then into the river, wherein they vanished with- 
out leaving a trace. 

The news ran swiftly along the entire chain of outposts, and 
soon a long scattered line of laughing men could be seen hasten- 
ing along the ditch towards the scene of victory. 

For once they seemed to have lost all their native reserve, for 
it was in wild abandon now they celebrated the triumph— as if 
there were no longer thousands of millions of merciless, cold 
and hungry eyes watching them from the opposite bank, watch- 
ing and waiting. 

The sun sank behind the rim of the tamarind wood and twi- 
light deepened into night. It was not only hoped but expected 
that the ants would remain quiet until dawn. But to defeat any 
forlorn attempt at a crossing, the flow of water through the ditch 
was powerfully increased by opening the dam still further. 

In spite of this impregnable barrier, Leiningen was not yet 
altogether convinced that the ants would not venture another 
surprise attack. He ordered his men to camp along the bank 
overnight. He also detailed parties of them to patrol the ditch 
in two of his motor cars and ceaselessly to illuminate the surface 
of the water with headlights and electric torches. 

After having taken all the precautions he deemed necessary, 
the farmer ate his supper with considerable appetite and went 
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to bed. His slumbers were in no wise disturbed by the memory 
of the waiting, live, twenty square miles. 

Dawn found a thoroughly refreshed and active Leiningen rid- 
ing along the edge of the ditch. The planter saw before him a 
motionless and unaltered throng of besiegers. He studied the 
wide belt of water between them and the plantation, and for a 
moment almost regretted that the fight had ended so soon and 
so simply. In the comforting, matter-of-fact light of morning, it 
seemed to him now that the ants hadn’t the ghost of a chance to 
cross the ditch. Even if they plunged headlong into it on all three 
fronts at once, the force of the now powerful current would 
inevitably sweep them away. He had got quite a thrill out of the 
fight— a pity it was already over. 

He rode along the eastern and southern sections of the ditch 
and found everything m order. He reached the western section, 
opposite the tamarind wood, and here, contrary to the other 
battle fronts, he found the enemy very busy indeed The trunks 
and branches of the trees and the creepers of the lianas, on the 
far bank of the ditch, iairly swarmed with industrious insects. 
But instead of eating the leaves there and then, they were merely 
gnawing through the stalks, so that a thick green shower fell 
steadily to the ground. 

No doubt they were victualing columns sent out to obtain 
provender for the rest of the army. The discovery did not sur- 
prise Leiningen. He did not need to be told that ants are in- 
telligent, that certain species even use others as milch cows, 
watchdogs and slaves He was well aware of their power of 
adaptation, their sense of discipline, their marvelous talent for 
organization. 

His belief that a foray to supply the army was in progress was 
strengthened when he saw the leaves that fell to the ground 
being dragged to the troops waiting outside the wood Then all 
at once he realized the aim that rain of green was intended to 
serve. 

Each single leaf, pulled or pushed by dozens of toiling insects, 
was borne straight to the edge of the ditch. Even as Macbeth 
watched the approach of Birnam Wood in the hands of his 
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enemies, Leiningen saw the tamarind wood move nearer and 
nearer in the mandibles of the ants. Unlike the fey Scot, however, 
he did not lose his nerve; no witches had prophesied his doom, 
and if they had he would have slept just as soundly. All the same, 
he was forced to admit to himself that the situation was now far 
more ominous than that of the day before. 

He had thought it impossible for the ants to build rafts for 
themselves— well, here they were, coming in thousands, more 
than enough to bridge the ditch. Leaves after leaves rustled 
down the slope into the water, where the current drew them 
away from the bank and carried them into midstream. And every 
single leaf carried several ants. This time the farmer did not 
trust to the alacrity of his messengers. He galloped away, leaning 
from his saddle and yelling orders as he rushed past outpost after 
outpost. “Bring petrol pumps to the southwest front! Issue 
spades to every man along the line facing the wood!” And 
arrived at the eastern and southern sections, he dispatched every 
man except the observation posts to the menaced west. 

Then, as he rode past the stretch where the ants had failed to 
cross the day before, he witnessed a brief but impressive scene. 
Down the slope of the distant hill there came towards him a 
singular being, writhing rather than running, an animal-like 
blackened statue with a shapeless head and four quivering feet 
that knuckled under almost ceaselessly. When the creature 
reached the far bank of the ditch and collapsed o'pposite Leinin- 
gen, he recognized it as a pampas stag, covered over and o\er 
with ants. 

It had strayed near the zone of the army. As usual, they had 
attacked its eyes first. Blinded, it had reeled in the madness of 
hideous torment straight into the ranks of its persecutors, and 
now the beast swayed to and fro in its death agony. 

With a shot from his rifle Leiningen put it out of its misery. 
Then he pulled out his watch. He hadn’t a second to lose, but foi 
life itself he could not have denied his curiosity the satisfaction 
of knowing how long the ants would take— for personal reasons, 
so to speak. After six minutes the white polished bones alone 
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remained. That’s how he himself would look before you can— 
Leiningen spat once, and put spurs to his horse. 

The sporting zest with which the excitement of the novel 
contest had inspired him the day before had now vanished; in its 
place was a cold and violent purpose. He would send these 
vermin back to the hell where they belonged, somehow, anyhow. 
Yes, but how was indeed the question; as things stood at present 
it looked as if the devils would raze him and his men from the 
earth instead. He had underestimated the might of the enemy; he 
really would have to bestir himself if he hoped to outwit them. 

The biggest danger now, he decided, was the point where the 
western section of the ditch curved southwards. And arrived 
there, he found his worst expectations justified. The very power 
of the current had huddled the leaves and their crews of ants 
so close together at the bend that the bridge was almost ready. 

True, streams of petrol and clumps of earth still prevented a 
landing. But the number of floating leaves was increasing ever 
more swiftly. It could not be long now before a stretch of water 
a mile in length was decked by a green pontoon over which the 
ants could rush in millions. 

Leiningen galloped to the weir. The damming of the river was 
controlled by a wheel on its bank. The planter ordered the man 
at the wheel first to lower the water in the ditch almost to vanish- 
ing point, next to wait a moment, then suddenly to let the 
river in again. This maneuver of lowering and raising the sur- 
face, of decreasing then increasing the flow of water through 
the ditch was to be repeated over and over again until further 
notice. 

This tactic was at first successful. The water in the ditch sank, 
and with it the film of leaves. The green fleet nearly reached the 
bed and the troops on the far bank swarmed down the slope to 
it. Then a violent flow of water at the original depth raced 
through the ditch, overwhelming leaves and ants, and sweeping 
them along. 

This intermittent rapid flushing prevented just in time the al- 
most completed fording of the ditch. But it also flung here and 
there squads of the enemy vanguard simultaneously up the inner 
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bank. These seemed to know their duty only too well, and lost 
no time accomplishing it. The air rang with the curses of bitten 
Indians. They had removed their shirts and pants to detect the 
quicker the upwards-hastening insects; when they saw one, they 
crushed it; and fortunately the onslaught as yet was only by 
skirmishers. 

Again and again, the water sank and rose, carrying leaves and 
drowned ants away with it. It lowered once more nearly to its 
bed; but this time the exhausted defenders waited in vain for the 
flush of destruction. Leiningen sensed disaster; something must 
have gone wrong with the machinery of the dam. Then a sweat- 
ing peon tore up to him— 

“They’re over I” 

While the besieged were concentrating upon the defence of 
the stretch opposite the wood, the seemingly unaffected line 
beyond the wood had become the theatre of decisive action. 
Here the defenders’ front was sparse and scattered, everyone 
who could be spared had hurried away to the south. 

Just as the man at the weir had lowered the water almost to 
the bed of the ditch, the ants on a wide front began another at- 
tempt at a direct crossing like that of the preceding day. Into 
the emptied bed poured an irresistible throng. Rushing across 
the ditch, they attained the inner bank before the slow-witted 
Indians fully grasped the situation Their frantic screams dumb- 
founded the man at the weir. Before he could direct the river 
anew into the safeguarding bed he saw himself surrounded by 
raging ants. He ran like the others, ran for his life. 

When Leiningen heard this, he knew the plantation was 
doomed. He wasted no time bemoaning the inevitable. For as 
long as there was the slightest chance of success, he had stood his 
ground, and now any further resistance was both useless and 
dangerous. He fired three revolver shots into the air— the pre- 
arranged signal for his men to retreat instantly within the “inner 
moat.” Then he rode towards the ranchhouse. 

This was two miles from the point of invasion. There was 
therefore time enough to prepare the second line of defence 
against the advent of the ants. Of the three great petrol cisterns 
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near the house, one had already been half emptied by the con- 
stant withdrawals needed for the pumps during the fight at the 
water ditch. The remaining petrol in it was now drawn off 
through underground pipes into the concrete trench which en- 
circled the ranchhouse and its outbuildings. 

And there, drifting in twos and threes, Leiningen’s men 
reached him. Most of them were obviously trying to preserve an 
air of calm and indifference, belied, however, by their restless 
glances and knitted brows. One could see their belief in a 
favorable outcome of the struggle was already considerably 
shaken. 

The planter called his peons around him. 

“Well, lads,” he began, “we’ve lost the first round. But we’ll 
smash the beggars yet, don’t you worry. Anyone who thinks 
otherwise can draw his pay here and now and push off. There 
are rafts enough and to spare on the river and plenty of time 
still to reach ’em.” 

Not a man stirred. 

Leiningen acknowledged his silent vote of confidence with a 
laugh that was half a grunt. “That’s the stuff, lads. Too bad if 
you’d missed the rest of the show, eh? Well, the fun won’t start 
till morning. Once these blighters turn tail, there’ll be plenty of 
work for everyone and higher wages all round And now run 
along and get something to eat; you’ve earned it all right ” 

In the excitement of the fight the greater part of the day had 
passed without the men once pausing to snatch a bite. Now 
that the ants were for the time being out of sight, and the “wall 
of petrol” gave a stronger feeling of security, hungry stomachs 
began to assert their claims. 

The bridges over the concrete ditch were removed. Here and 
there solitary ants had reached the ditch, they gazed at the petrol 
meditatively, then scurried back again. Apparently they had 
little interest at the moment for what lay beyond the evil-reeking 
barrier; the abundant spoils of the plantation were the main at- 
traction. Soon the trees, shrubs and beds for miles around were 
hulled with ants zealously gobbling the yield of long weary 
months of strenuous toil. 
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As twilight began to fall, a cordon of ants marched around the 
petrol trench, but as yet made no move towards its brink. 
Leiningen posted sentries with headlights and electric torches, 
then withdrew to his office, and began to reckon up his losses. 
He estimated these as large, but, m comparison with his bank 
balance, by no means unbearable. He worked out in some detail 
a scheme of intensive cultivation which would enable him, before 
very long, to more than compensate himself for the damage now 
being wrought to his crops. It was with a contented mind that 
he finally betook himself to bed where he slept deeply until 
dawn, undisturbed by any thought that next day little more 
might be left of him than a glistening skeleton. 

He rose with the sun and went out on the flat roof of his 
house. And a scene like one from Dante lay around him; for 
miles in every direction there was nothing but a black, glitter- 
ing multitude, a multitude of rested, sated, but none the less 
voracious ants: yes, look as far as one might, one could see noth- 
ing but that rustling black throng, except in the north, where 
the great river drew a boundary they could not hope to pass. 
But even the high stone breakwater, along the bank of the river, 
which Leiningen had built as a defence against inundations, 
was, like the paths, the shorn trees and shrubs, the ground itself, 
black with ants. 

So their greed was not glutted in razing that vast plantation? 
Not by a long chalk; they were all the more eager now on a rich 
and certain booty— four hundred mtn, numerous horses, and 
bursting granaries. 

At first it seemed that the petrol trench would serve its pur- 
pose The besiegers sensed the peril of swimming it, and made 
no move to plunge blindly over its brink. Instead they devised 
a better maneuver; they began to collect shreds of bark, twigs 
and dried leaves and dropped these into the petrol. Everything 
green, which could have been similarly used, had long since 
been eaten. After a time, though, a long procession could be 
seen bringing from the west the tamarind leaves used as rafts 
the day before. 

Since the petrol, unlike the water in the outer ditch, was pen 
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fectly still, the refuse stayed where it was thrown. It was several 
hours before the ants succeeded in covering an appreciable part 
of the surface. At length, however, they were ready to proceed 
to a direct attack. 

Their storm troops swarmed down the concrete side, scrambled 
over the supporting surface of twigs and leaves, and impelled 
these over the few remaining streaks of open petrol until they 
reached the other side. Then they began to climb up this to 
make straight for the helpless garrison. 

During the entire offensive, the planter sat peacefully, watch- 
ing them with interest, but not stirring a muscle. Moreover, he 
had ordered his men not to disturb in any way whatever the 
advancing horde. So they squatted listlessly along the bank of 
the ditch and waited for a sign from the boss. 

The petrol was now covered with ants. A few had climbed the 
inner concrete wall and were scurrying towards the defenders. 

“Everyone back from the ditch!” roared Leiningen. The men 
rushed away, without the slightest idea of his plan. He stooped 
forward and cautiously dropped into the ditch a stone which 
split the floating carpet and its living freight, to reveal a gleam- 
ing patch of petrol. A match spurted, sank down to the oily sur- 
face— Leiningen sprang back; in a flash a towering rampart of 
fire encompassed the garrison 

This spectacular and instant repulse threw the Indians into 
ecstasy. They applauded, yelled and stamped, like children at a 
pantomime. Had it not been for the awe in which they held the 
boss, they would infallibly have carried him shoulder high. 

It was some time before the petrol burned down to the bed of 
the ditch, and the wall of smoke and flame began to lower. The 
ants had retreated in a wide circle from the devastation, and 
innumerable charred fragments along the outer bank showed 
that the flames had spread from the holocaust m the ditch well 
into the ranks beyond, where they had wrought havoc far and 
wide. 

Yet the perseverance of the ants was by no means broken; in- 
leed, each setback seemed only to whet it. The concrete cooled, 
the flicker of the dying flames wavered and vanished, petrol 
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from the second tank poured into the trench— and the ants 
marched forward anew to the attack. 

The foregoing scene repeated itself in every detail, except 
that on this occasion less time was needed to bridge the ditch, 
for the petrol was now already filmed by a layer of ash. Once 
again they withdrew; once again petrol flowed into the ditch. 
Would the creatures never learn that their self-sacrifice was 
utterly senseless? It really was senseless, wasn’t it? Yes, of course 
it was senseless— provided the defenders had an unlimited supply 
of petrol. 

When Leiningen reached this stage of reasoning, he felt for the 
first time since the arrival of the ants that his confidence was de 
serting him. His skin began to creep; he loosened his collar, 
Once the devils were over the trench there wasn’t a chance in 
hell for him and his men. God, what a prospect, to be eaten alive 
like thatl 

For the third time the flames immolated the attacking troops, 
and burned down to extinction. Yet the ants were coming on 
again as if nothing had happened. And meanwhile Leiningen 
had made a discovery that chilled him to the bone— petrol was 
no longer flowing into the ditch. Something must be blocking 
the outflow pipe of the third and last cistern— a snake or a dead 
rat? Whatever it was, the ants could be held off no longer, unless 
petrol could by some method be led from the cistern into the 
ditch. 

Then Leiningen remembered that in an outhouse near-by 
were two old disused fire engines. Spry as never before in their 
lives, the peons dragged them out of the shed, connected their 
pumps to the cistern, uncoiled and laid the hose. They were just 
in time to aim a stream of petrol at a column of ants that had 
already crossed and drive them back down the incline into the 
ditch. Once more an oily girdle surrounded the garrison, once 
more it was possible to hold the position— for the moment. 

It was obvious, however, that this last resource meant only the 
postponement of defeat and death. A few of the peons fell on 
their knees and began to pray; others, shrieking insanely, fired 
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their revolvers at the black, advancing masses, as if they felt their 
despair was pitiful enough to sway fate itself to mercy. 

At length, two of the men’s nerves broke: Leinmgen saw a 
naked Indian leap over the north side of the petrol trench, 
quickly followed by a second. They sprinted with incredible 
•>peed towards the river. But their fleetness did not save them; 
long before they could attain the rafts, the enemy covered their 
bodies from head to foot. 

In the agony of their torment, both sprang blindly into the 
wide river, where enemies no less sinister awaited them. Wild 
screams of mortal anguish informed the breathless onlookers 
that crocodiles and sword-toothed piranhas were no less ravenous 
than ants, and even nimbler in reaching their prey. 

In spite of this bloody warning, more and more men showed 
they were making up their minds to run the blockade. Anything, 
even a fight midstream against alligators, seemed better than 
powerlessly waiting for death to come and slowly consume their 
living bodies. 

Leiningen flogged his brain till it reeled. Was there nothing 
on earth could sweep this devils’ spawn back into the hell from 
which it came? 

Then out of the inferno of his bewilderment rose a terrifying 
inspiration. Yes, one hope remained, and one alone. It might be 
possible to dam the great river completely, so that its waters 
would fill not only the water ditch but overflow into the entire 
gigantic “saucer” of land in which lay the plantation. 

The far bank of the river was too high for the waters to escape 
that way. The stone breakwater ran between the river and the 
plantation; its only gaps occurred where the “horseshoe” ends of 
the water-ditch passed into the river. So its waters would not 
only be forced to inundate into the plantation, they would also 
be held there by the breakwater until they rose to its own high 
level. In half an hour, perhaps even earlier, the plantation and 
its hostile army of occupation would be flooded. 

The ranchhouse and outbuildings stood upon rising ground. 
Their foundations were higher than the breakwater, so the 
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flood would not reach them. And any remaining ants trying to 
ascend the slope could be repulsed by petrol. 

It was possible— yes, if one could only get to the daml A dis- 
tance of nearly two miles lay between the ranch house and the 
weir— two miles of ants. Those two peons had managed only a 
fifth of that distance at the cost of their lives. Was there an 
Indian daring enough after that to run the gauntlet five times as 
far? Hardly likely; and if there were, his prospect of getting back 
was almost nil. 

No, there was only one thing for it, he’d have to make the 
attempt himself; he might just as well be running as sitting 
still, anyway, when the ants finally got him. Besides, there was 
a bit of a chance. Perhaps the ants weren’t so almighty, after all; 
perhaps he had allowed the mass suggestion of that evil black 
throng to hypnotize him, just as a snake fascinates and over- 
powers. 

The ants were building their bridges. Leiningen got up on a 
chair. “Hey, lads, listen to mel” he cried. Slowly and listlessly, 
from all sides of the trench, the men began to shuffle towards 
him, the apathy of death already stamped on their faces. 

“Listen, ladsl” he shouted. “You’re frightened of those beggars, 
but you’re a damn sight more frightened of me, and I’m proud 
of you. There’s still a chance to save our lives— by flooding the 
plantation from the river. Now one of you might manage to get 
as far as the weir— but he’d never come back. Well, I’m not going 
to let you try it; if I did I’d be worse than one of those ants. No. 
I called the tune, and now I’m going to pay the piper. 

“The moment I’m over the ditch, set fire to the petrol. That’ll 
allow time for the flood to do the trick. Then all you have to do 
is to wait here all snug and quiet till I’m back. Yes, I’m coming 
back, trust me”— he grinned— “when I’ve finished my slimming- 
cure.” 

He pulled on high leather boots, drew heavy gauntlets over his 
hands, and stuffed the spaces between breeches and boots, gaunt- 
lets and arms, shirt and neck, with rags soaked in petrol. With 
close-fitting mosquito goggles he shielded his eyes, knowing too 
well the ants’ dodge of first robbing their victim of sight. Finally, 
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he plugged his nostrils and ears with cotton-wool, and let the 
peons drench his clothes with petrol. 

He was about to set off, when the old Indian medicine man 
came up to him; he had a wondrous salve, he said, prepared from 
a species of chafer whose odor was intolerable to ants. Yes, this 
odor protected these chafers from the attacks of even the most 
murderous ants. The Indian smeared the boss’ boots, his gaunt- 
lets, and his face over and over with the extract. 

Leiningen then remembered the paralyzing effect of ants 
venom, and the Indian gave him a gourd full of the medicine he 
had administered to the bitten peon at the water ditch. The 
planter drank it down without noticing its bitter taste; his mind 
was already at the weir. 

He started off towards the northwest corner of the trench. 
With a bound he was over— and among the ants. 

The beleaguered garrison had no opportunity to watch Leinin- 
gen’s race against death. The ants were climbing the inner bank 
again— the lurid ring of petrol blazed aloft. For the fourth time 
that day the reflection from the fire shone on the sweating faces 
of the imprisoned men, and on the reddish-black cuirasses of 
their oppressors. The red and blue, dark-edged flames leaped 
vividly now, celebrating what? The funeral pyre of the four hun- 
dred, or of the hosts of destruction? 

Leiningen ran. He ran in long, equal strides, with only one 
thought, one sensation, in his being— he must get through. He 
dodged all trees and shrubs; except for the split seconds his soles 
touched the ground the ants should have no opportunity to alight 
on him. That they would get to him soon, despite the salve on 
his boots, the petrol on his clothes, he realized only too well, 
but he knew even more surely that he must, and that he would, 
get to the weir. 

Apparently the salve was some use after all; not until he had 
reached halfway did he feel ants under his clothes, and a few on 
his face. Mechanically, in his stride, he struck at them, scarcely 
conscious of their bites. He saw he was drawing appreciably 
nearer the weir— the distance grew less and less— sank to five 
hundred— three— two— one hundred yards. 
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Then he was at the weir and gripping the ant hulled wheel. 
Hardly had he seized it when a horde of infuriated ants flowed 
over his hands, arms and shoulders. He started the wheel— before 
it turned once on its axis the swarm covered his face. Leiningen 
strained like a madman, his lips pressed tight; if he opened 
them to draw breath. . . . 

He turned and turned; slowly the dam lowered until it reached 
the bed of the river. Already the water was overflowing the ditch. 
Another minute, and the river was pouring through the near-by 
gap in the breakwater. The flooding of the plantation had begun. 

Leiningen let go the wheel. Now, for the first time, he realized 
lie was coated from head to foot with a layer of ants. In spite of 
the petrol, his clothes were full of them, several had got to hi* 
body or were clinging to his face. Now that he had completed his 
task, he felt the smart raging over his flesh from the bites of 
sawing and piercing insects. 

Frantic with pain, he almost plunged into the river. To bs 
ripped and slashed to shreds by piranhas? Already he was run- 
ning the return journey, knocking ants from his gloves and 
jacket, brushing them from his bloodied face, squashing them to 
death under his clothes. 

One of the creatures bit him just below the rim of his goggles; 
he managed to tear it away, but the agony of the bite and its etch- 
ing acid drilled into the eye nerves; he saw now through circles 
of fire into a milky mist, then he ran for a time almost blinded, 
knowing that if he once tripped and fell. . . . The old Indian’s 
brew didn’t seem much good; it weakened the poison a bit, but 
didn’t get rid of it. His heart pounded as if it would burst; blood 
roared in his ears; a giant’s fist battered his lungs. 

Then he could see again, but the burning girdle of petrol ap- 
peared infinitely far away; he could not last half that distance. 
Swift-changing pictures flashed through his head, episodes in his 
life, while in another part of his brain a cool and impartial on 
looker informed this ant-blurred, gasping, exhausted bundle 
named Leiningen that such a rushing panorama of scenes from 
one’s past is seen only in the moment before death. 

A stone in die path . . . too weak to avoid it . . . the planter 
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stumbled and collapsed. He tried to rise . . . he must be pinned 
under a rock ... it was impossible . . . the slightest move- 
ment was impossible. . . . 

Then all at once he saw, starkly clear and huge, and, right 
before his eyes, furred with ants, towering and swaying in its 
death agony, the pampas stag. In six minutes— gnawed to the 
bones. God, he couldn’t die like thatl And something outside 
him seemed to drag him to his feet. He tottered. He began to 
stagger forward again. 

Through the blazing ring hurtled an apparition which, as 
soon as it reached the ground on the inner side, fell full length 
and did not move. Leimngen, at the moment he made that leap 
through the flames, lost consciousness for the first time in his 
life. As he lay there, with glazing eyes and lacerated face, he 
appeared a man returned from the grave. The peons rushed to 
him, stripped off his clothes, tore away the ants from a body 
that seemed almost one open wound; in some places the bones 
were showing. They carried him into the ranch house. 

As the curtain of flames lowered, one could see in place of 
the illimitable host of ants an extensive vista of water. The 
thwarted river had swept over the plantation, carrying with it the 
entire army. The water had collected and mounted in the great 
“saucer,” while the ants had in vain attempted to reach the hill 
on which stood the ranch house. The girdle of flames held them 
back. 

And so imprisoned between water and fire, they had been de- 
livered into the annihilation that was their god And near the 
farther mouth of the water-ditch, where the stone mole had its 
second gap, the ocean swept the lost battalions into the river, to 
vanish forever. 

The ring of fire dwindled as the water mounted to the petrol 
trench, and quenched the dimming flames. The inundation rose 
higher and higher: because its outflow was impeded by the timber 
and underbrush it had carried along with it, its surface required 
some time to reach the top of the high stone breakwater and dis- 
charge over it the rest of the shattered army. 

It swelled over ant-stippled shrubs and bushes, until it washed 
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against the foot of the knoll whereon the besieged had taken 
refuge. For a while an alluvium of ants tried again and again to 
attain this dry land, only to be repulsed by streams of petrol 
back into the merciless flood. 

Leiningen lay on his bed, his body swathed from head to foot 
in bandages. With fomentations and salves, they had managed to 
slop the bleeding, and had dressed his many wounds. Now they 
thronged around him, one question in every face. Would he 
recover? “He won’t die,” said the old man who had bandaged 
him, “if he doesn’t want to.” 

The planter opened his eyes. “Everything in order?” he asked. 

“They’re gone,” said his nurse. “To hell.” He held out to his 
master a gourd full of a powerful sleeping draught. Leiningen 
gulped it down. 

“I told you I’d come back,” he murmured, “even if I am a bit 
streamlined.” He grinned and shut his eyes. He slept. 
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E 

it is told by a decayed gentleman at the sign of “The Leather 
Butler,” which is m Shepherd’s Market, which is in Mayfair, 
how one night three men behaved in a most peculiar way; and one 
of them was left for dead. 

Towards twelve o’clock on a night in the month of November 
some years ago, three men were ascending the noble stairway of 
a mansion in Grosvenor Square. The mansion, although ap- 
pointed in every detail— to suit, however, a severe taste— had yet 
a sour atmosphere, as of a house long untenanted but by care- 
takers. 

The first of the men, for they ascended in single file, held aloft 
a kitchen candlestick, whiht his companions made the best prog- 
ress they could among the deep shadows that the faulty light cast 
on the oaken stairway. He who went last, the youngest of the three, 
said gaily: 

“Mean old bird, my aunt! Cutting off the electric light just 
because she is away.’’ 

“Fur goodness’ sake!” said the other. 

The leader, whose face the candlelight revealed as thin almost 
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to asceticism, a face white and tired, finely moulded but soiled 
in texture by the dissipations of a man of the world, contented 
himself with a curt request to his young friend not to speak so 
loud. 

It was, however, the gentleman in between the two whom it 
will advantage the reader to consider. This was an unusually tall 
and strongly built man. Yet it was not his giant stature, but 
rather the assurance of his bearing, which was remarkable. His 
very clothes sat on his huge frame with an air of firmness, of 
finality, that, as even a glance at his two companions would show, 
is deprecated by English tailors, whose inflexible formula it is 
that the elegance of the casual is the only possible elegance for 
gentlemen of the mode. While his face had that weathered, yet 
untircd and eager, look which is the enviable possession of many 
Americans, and is commonly considered to denote, for reasons not 
very clearly defined, the quality known as Poise. Not, however, 
that this untired and eager look is, as some have supposed, the 
outward sign of a lack of interest in dissipation, but rather of an 
enthusiastic and naive curiosity as to the varieties of the same. The 
gentleman from America looked, in fine, to be a proper man; and 
one who, in his early thirties, had established a philosophy of 
which his comfort and his assurance of retaining it were the two 
poles, his easy perception of humbug the pivot, and his fearless 
ness the latitude and longitude. 

It was on the second landing that the leader, whose name was 
Quillier, and on whom the dignity of an ancient baronetcy seemed 
to have an almost intolerably tiring effect, flung open a door. He 
did not pass into the room, but held the candlestick towards the 
gentleman from America. And his manner was so impersonal as 
to be almost rude, which is a fault of breeding when it is bored. 

‘‘The terms of the bet,” said Quillier, “are that this candle 
must suffice you for the night. That is understood?” 

"Sure, why not?” smiled the gentleman from America. “It’s 
a bum bet, and it looks to me like a bum candle. But do I care? 
No, sirl” 

“Further,” continued the impersonal, pleasant voice, “that you 
are allowed no matches, and therefore cannot relight the candle 
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when it has gone out. That if you can pass the night in that room. 
Kerr-Anderson and I pay you five hundred pounds. And vice 
versa.” 

“That’s all right, Quillier. We’ve got all that.” The gentleman 
from America took the candle from Quillier’s hand and looked 
into the room, but with no more than faint interest. In that faulty 
light little could be seen but the oak-panelling, the heavy hang- 
ings about the great bed, and a steel engraving of a Meissonier 
duellist lunging at them from a wall nearby. 

“Seldom,” said he, “have I seen a room look less haunted—” 

“Ah,” vaguely said Sir Cyril Quillier. 

“But,” said the gentleman from America, “since you and Kerr- 
Anderson insist on presenting me with five hundred pounds for 
passing the night in it, do I complain? No, sir I” 

“Got your revolver?” queried young Kerr-Anderson, a chubby 
youth whose profession was dining out. 

“That is so,” said the gentleman from America. 

Quillier said- “Well, Puce, I don’t mind telling you that I had 
just as soon this silly business was over. I have been betting all my 
life, but I have always had a preference for those bets which did 
not turn on a man’s life or death—” 

“Say, listen, Quillier, you can’t frighten me with that junkl” 
•napped Mr. Puce. 

“My aunt,” said young Kerr-Anderson, “will be very annoyed 
if anything happens and she gets to hear of it She hates a corpse in 
her house more than anyone I know. You’re sure you are going 
on with it. Puce?” 

"Boy, if Abraham Lincoln was to come up this moment and 
tell me Queen Anne was dead, I’d be as sure he was speaking the 
truth as that I’m going to spend this night in this old haunted 
room of your aunt’s. Yes, sir! And now I’ll give you good-night, 
boys. Warn your mothers to be ready to give you five hundred 
pounds to hand on to Howard Cornelius Puce.” 

“I like Americans,” said Quillier vaguely. “They are so enthu- 
siastic. Good-night, Puce, and God bless you. I hope you have 
better luck than the last man who spent a night in that room. 
He was strangled. Good-night, my friend.” 
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“Aw, have a heart!” growled Mr. Puce. “You get a guy so low 
with your talk that I feel I could put on a tall-hat and crawl under 
a snake.” 


n 

The gentleman from America, alone in the haunted room, losi 
none of his composure. Indeed, if anything disturbed him at all, it 
was that, irritated by Quillier’s manner at a dinner party a few 
nights before, and knowing Quillier to be a bankrupt wastrel, he 
had allowed himself to be dared into this silly adventure and had 
thus deprived himself for one night of the amenities of his suite at 
Claridge’s Hotel. Five hundred pounds more or less did not mat- 
ter very much to Mr. Puce: although, to be sure, it was some con- 
solation to know that five hundred pounds more or less must 
matter quite a deal to Sir Cyril Quillier, for all his swank. Mr. 
Puce, like a good American, following the Gospel according to 
Mr. Sinclair Lewis, always stressed the titles of any of his acquaint- 
ance. 

Now, he contented himself with a very cursory examination of 
the dim, large room; he rapped, in an amateurish way, on the oak 
panels here and there for any sign of any “secret passage junk,” 
but succeeded only in soiling his knuckles, and it was only when, 
fully clothed, he had thrown himself on the great bed that it oc- 
curred to him that five hundred pounds sterling was quite a 
pietty sum to have staked about a damfool haunted room. 

The conclusion that naturally leapt to one’s mind, thought Mr. 
Puce, was that the room must have something the matter with it, 
else would «. hawk like Quillier have bet money on its qualities of 
terror? Mr. Puce had, indeed, suggested, when first the bet was 
put forward, that five hundred pounds was perhaps an unneces- 
sary sum to stake on so idiotic a fancy; but Quillier had said in a 
very tired way that he never bet less than five hundred on any- 
thing, but that if Mr. Puce preferred to bet with poppycock and 
chicken-food, he, Quillier, would be pleased to introduce him to 
some very jolly children of his acquaintance. 

Such thoughts persuaded Mr. Puce to rise and examine more 
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carefully the walls and appointments of the room. But as the 
furniture was limited So the barest necessities, and as the oak- 
panelled walls appeared in the faint light to be much the same a? 
any other walls, the gentleman from America swore vaguely and 
again reclined on the bed It was a very comfortable bed. 

He had made up his mind, however, that he would not sleep. 
He would watch out, thought Mr. Puce, for any sign of this ghost, 
and he would listen with the ears of a coyote, thought Mr. Puce, 
for any hint of those rapping r.oises, rude winds, musty odours, 
clanking of chains, and the like, with which, so Mr. Puce had 
always understood, the family ghosts of Britishers invariably hei- 
alded their foul appearance. 

Mr. Puce, you can see, did not believe in ghosts. He could not 
but think, however, that some low trick might be played on him, 
since on the honour of Sir Cyril Quillier, peer though he was— 
for Mr. Puce, like a good American, could never get the cold dope 
on all this fancy title stuff— he had not the smallest reliance. But 
as to the supernatural, Mr. Puce’s attitude was always a whole- 
some scepticism— and a rather aggressive scepticism at that, as 
Quillier had remarked with amusement when he had spoken of 
the ghost in, as he had put it, the house of Kerr-Anderson’s aunt. 
Quillier had said: 

“There are two sorts of men on whom ghosts have an effect: 
those who are silly enough to believe in them, and those who are 
silly enough not to believe in them.” 

Mr. Puce had been annoyed at that. He detested clever back- 
chat. “I’ll tell the world,” Mr. Puce had said, “that a plain Ameri- 
can has to go to a drug-store after a conversation with you.” 

Mr. Puce, lying on the great bed, whose hangings depressed 
him, examined his automatic and found if good. He had every 
intention of standing no nonsense, and an automatic nine-shooter 
is, as Mr. Puce remembered having read somewhere, an Argu- 
ment. Indeed, Mr. Puce was full of those dour witticisms about 
the effect of a “gun” on everyday life which go to make the less 
pretentious “movies” so entertaining; although, to be sure, he did 
not know more than a very little about guns. Travellers have re- 
marked, however, that the exciting traditions behind a hundred- 
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per-cent American nationality have given birth in even the most 
gentle citizens of that great republic to a feeling of familiarity 
with “guns,” as such homely phrases as “slick with the steel mit,” 
“doggone son of a gun,” and the like, go to prove. 

Mr. Puce placed the sleek little automatic on a small table by 
the bed, on which stood the candle and, as he realised for the 
first time, a book. One glance at the paper-jacket of the book was 
enough to convince the gentleman from America that its pres- 
ence there must be due to one of Quillier’s tired ideas. It showed 
a woman of striking, if conventional, beauty, fighting for her life 
with a shape which might or might not be the wraith of a blood 
hound but was certainly something quite outside a lovely woman’s 
daily experience. Mr. Puce laughed. The book was called. Tales 
of T error for T iny T ots, by Ivor Pelham Marlay. 

The gentleman from America was a healthy man, and needed 
his sleep, and it was therefore with relief that he turned to Mr. 
Marlay’s absurd-looking book as a means of keeping himself 
awake. The tale at which the book came open was called The 
Phantom Footsteps; and Mr. Puce prepared himself to be enter- 
tained, for he was not of those who read for instruction. He read: 

THE PHANTOM FOOTSTEPS 

The tale of The Phantom Footsteps is still whispered with awe 
and loathing among the people of that decayed but genteel dis- 
trict of London known to those who live in it as Belgravia and to 
others as Pimlico. 

Julia and Geraldine Biggot-Baggot were twin sisters who lived 
with their father, a widower, in a town in Lancashire called 
Wigan, or it may have been called Bolton. The tale finds Julia and 
Geraldine in their nineteenth year, and it also finds them in a very 
bad temper, for they were yearning for a more spacious life than 
can be found in Wigan, or it might be, Bolton. This yearning 
their neighbours found all the more inexplicable since the par- 
ents of the girls were oi Lancashire stock, their mother having 
been a Biggot from Wigan and their father a Baggot from Bolton. 

The reader can imagine with what excess of gaiety Julia and 
Geraldine heard one day from their father that he had inherited 
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a considerable property from a distant relation; and the reader 
can go on imagining the exaltation of the girls when they heard 
that the property included a mansion in Belgravia, since that for 
which they had always yearned most was to enjoy, from a central 
situation, the glittering life of the metropolis. 

The father preceded them from Wigan, or was it Bolton? He 
was a man of a tidy disposition, and wished to see that everything 
in the Belgravia house was ready against his daughters’ arrival. 
When Julia and Geraldine did arrive, however, they were ad- 
mitted by a genial old person of repellent aspect and disagreeable 
odour, who informed them that she was doing a bit of charring 
about the house but would be gone by the evening. Their father, 
she added, had gone into the country to engage servants, but 
would be back the next day, and he had instructed her to tell 
Julia and Geraldine not to be nervous of sleeping alone in a 
strange house, that there was nothing to be afraid of, and that he 
would, anyhow, be with them first thing in the morning. 

Now Julia and Geraldine, though twins, were of vastly differ- 
ent temperaments; for whereas Julia was a girl of gay and in- 
domitable spirit who knew not fear, Geraldine suffered from 
agonies of timidity and knew nothing else. When, for instance, 
night fell and found them alone in the house, Julia could scarcely 
contain her delight at the adventure; while it was with difficulty 
that Geraldine could support the tremors that shook her girlish 
frame. 

Imagine, then, how differently they were affected when, as they 
lay in bed in their room towards the top of the house, they dis- 
tinctly heard from far below a noise, as of someone moving. Julia 
sat up in bed, intent, unafraid, curious Geraldine swooned. 

“It’s only a cat,” Julia whispered. "I’m going down to see.” 

"Don’t!” sighed Geraldine. “For pity’s sake don’t leave me, 
Julia!” 

“Oh, don’t be so childish!” snapped Julia. “Whenever there’s 
the chance of the least bit of fun you get shivers down your spine. 
But as you are so frightened I will lock the door from the out- 
side and take the key with me, so that no one can get in when I 
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am not looking. Oh, I hope it’s a burglar! I’ll give him the fright 
of his life, see if I don’t.” 

And the indomitable girl went, feeling her way to the door in 
darkness, for to have switched on the light would have been to 
warn the intruder, if there was one, that the house was inhabited; 
whereas it was the plucky girl’s conceit to turn the tables on the 
burglar, if there was one, by suddenly appearing to him as an 
avenging phantom; for having done not a little district-visiting 
m Wigan, or, possibly, Bolton, no one knew better than Julia of 
the depths of base superstition among the vulgar. 

A little calmed by her sister’s nonchalance, Geraldine lay still 
as a mouse in the darkness, with her pretty head beneath the bed- 
clothes. From without came not a sound, and the very stillness ol 
the house had impelled Geraldine to a new access of terror had she 
not concentrated on the works of Mr. Rudyard Kipling, which 
tell of the grit of the English people. 

Then, as though to test the grit of the English people in the 
most abominable way, came a dull noise from below. Geraldine 
restrained a scream, lay breathless in the darkness. The dull noise, 
however, was not repeated, and presently Geraldine grew a little 
calmer, thinking that maybe her sister had dropped a slipper or 
something of the sort. But the reader can imagine into what terror 
the poor girl had been plunged had she been a student of the de- 
tective novels of the day, for then she must instantly have recog- 
nised the dull noise as a dull thud, and what can a dull thud mean 
but one thing? 

It was as she was praying a prayer to Our Lady that her ears 
grew aware of footsteps ascending the stairs. Her first feeling was 
one of infinite relief. Of course Julia had been right, and there 
had been nothing downstairs but a cat or, perhaps, a dog. And 
now Julia was returning, and in a second they would have a good 
laugh together. Indeed, it was all Geraldine could do to restrain 
herself from jumping out of bed to meet her sister, when she was 
assailed by a terrible doubt; and on the instant her mind grew so 
charged with fear that she could no longer hold back her sobs. 
Suppose it was not Julia ascending! Suppose . . . “Oh, God!" 
sobbed Geraldine. 
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Transfixed with terror, yet hopeful of the best, the poor girl 
could not even command herself to re-insert her head beneath 
the sheets. And always the ascending steps came nearer. As they 
approached the door, she thought she would die of uncertainty. 
But as the key was fitted into the lock she drew a deep breath of 
relief— to be at once shaken by the most acute agony of doubt, 
so that she had given anything in the world to be back again in 
Wigan, or, even better, Bolton. 

“Julia!” she sobbed. “Julial” 

For the door had opened, the footsteps were in the room, and 
Geraldine thought she recognised her sister’s maidenly tread. But 
why did Julia not speak, why this intolerable silence? Geraldine, 
peer as hard as she might, could make out nothing in the dark- 
ness. The footsteps seemed to fumble in their direction, but came 
always nearer to the bed, in which poor Geraldine lay more dead 
than alive. Oh, why did Julia not speak, just to reassure her? 

“Julial” sobbed Geraldine. “Julial” 

The footsteps seemed to fumble about the floor with an inde- 
cision maddening to Geraldine’s distraught nerves. But at last 
they came beside the bed— and there they stood! In the awrul 
silence Geraldine could hear her heart beating like a hammer on 
a bell. 

“Oh!” the poor girl screamed. “What is it, Julia? Why don’t 
you speak?” 

But never a sound nor a word gave back the livid silence, never 
a sigh nor a breath, though Julia must be standing within a yard 
of the bed. 

“Oh, she is only trying to frighten me, the beast!” poor Ger- 
aldine thought; and, unable for another second to bear the cruel 
silence, she timidly stretched out a hand to touch her sister— 
when, to her infinite relief, her fingers touched the white rabbit- 
fur with which Julia’s dressing-gown was delicately trimmed. 

“You beast, Julial” she sobbed and laughed. Never a word, 
however, came from the still shape. Geraldine, impatient of the 
continuation of a joke which seemed to her in the worst of taste, 
raised her hand from the fur, that she might touch her sister’s 
face; but her fingers had risen no farther than Julia’s throat when 
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they touched something wet and warm, and with a scream of in- 
describable terror Geraldine fainted away. 

When Mr. Biggot-Baggot admitted himself into the house early 
the next morning, his eyes were assailed by a dreadful sight. At 
the foot of the stairs was a pool of blood, from which, in a loath- 
some trail, drops of blood wound up the stairway. 

Mr. Biggot-Baggot, fearful lest something out of the way had 
happened to his beloved daughters, rushed frantically up the 
stairs. The trail of blood led to his daughters’ room; and there, in 
the doorway, the poor gentleman stood appalled, so foul was the 
sight that met his eyes. His beloved Geraldine lay on the bed, her 
hair snow-white, her lips raving with the shrill fancies of a maniac. 
While on the floor beside the bed lay stretched, in a pool of blood, 
his beloved Julia, her head half-severed from her trunk. 

The tragic story unfolded only when the police arrived. It then 
became clear that Julia, her head half-severed from her body, 
and therefore a corpse, had yet, with indomitable purpose, come 
upstairs to warn her timid sister against the homicidal lunatic 
who, just escaped from an asylum near by, had penetrated into 
the house. However, the police consoled the distracted father not 
a little by pointing out that the escape of the homicidal lunatic 
from the asylum had done some good, insomuch as there would 
now be room in an asylum near her home for Geraldine. 


hi 

When the gentleman from America had read the last line of 
The Phantom Footsteps he closed the book with a slam, and, in 
his bitter impatience with the impossible work, was making to 
hurl it across the room, when, unfortunately, his circling arm 
overturned the candle. The candle, of course, went out. 

“Aw hell!" said Mr. Puce bitterly, and he thought: “Another 
good mark to Sir Cyril Quillierl Won’t I Sir him one some day! 
For only a lousy guy with a face like a drummer’s overdraft would 
have bought a damfool book like that.” 

The tale of The Phantom Footsteps had annoyed him very 
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much; but what annoyed him even more was the candle’s extinc- 
tion, for the gentleman from America knew himself too well to 
bet a nickel on his chances of remaining awake in a dark room. 

He did, however, manage to keep awake for some time merely 
by concentrating on wicked words: on Quillier’s face, and how its 
tired, mocking expression would change for the better were his. 
Puce’s, foot to be firmly pressed down on its surface, and on 
Julia and Geraldine. For the luckless twins, by the almost criminal 
idiocy with which they were presented, kept walking about Mr. 
Puce’s mind, and as he began to nod to the demands of a healthy 
and tired body he could not resist wondering if their home-town 
had been Wigan or Bolton and if Julia’s head had been severed 
from ear to ear or only half-way. . . . 

When he awoke, it was the stillness of the room that impressed 
his sharply awakened senses. The room was very still. 

“Who’s there!” snapped Mr. Puce. Then, really awake, laughed 
at himself. “Say, what would plucky little Julia have done?” he 
thought, chuckling. “Why, got up and looked!” 

But the gentleman from America discovered in himself a re- 
luctance to move from the bed. He was very comfortable on the 
bed. Besides, he had no light and could see nothing if he did 
move. Besides, he had heard nothing at all, not the faintest noise. 
He had merely awoken rather more sharply than usual. . . . 

Suddenly, he sat up on the bed, his back against the oak head. 
Something had moved in the room. He was certain something had 
moved. Somewhere by the foot of the bed. 

"Aw, drop that!” laughed Mr. Puce. 

His eyes peering into the darkness, Mr. Puce stretched his right 
hand to the table on which stood the automatic. The gesture re- 
minded him of Geraldine’s when she had touched the white 
rabbit-fur. Aw, Geraldine nothing! These idiotic twins kept chas- 
ing about a man’s mind. The gentleman from America grasped 
the automatic firmly in his hand. His hand felt as though it had 
been born grasping an automatic. 

“I want to tell you,” said Mr. Puce into the darkness, “that 
someone is now going to have something coming to him, her, 
or it.” 
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It was quite delicious, the feeling that he was not frightened. He 
had always known he was a helluva fellow. But he had never been 
quite certain. Now he was certain. He was the regular. 

But, if anything had moved, it moved no more. Maybe, though, 
nothing had moved at all, ever. Maybe it was only his half-awak- 
ened senses that had played him a trick. He was rather sorry if that 
was so. He was just beginning to enjoy the evening. 

The room was very still. The gentleman from America could 
only hear himself breathing. 

Something moved again, distinctly. 

"What the hell!” snapped Mr. Puce. 

He levelled the automatic towards the foot of the bed. 

“I will now,” said Mr. Puce grimly, “shoot.” 

The room was very still. The gentleman from America wished, 
forcibly, that he had a light. It was no good leaving the bed with- 
out a light. He’d only fall over the infernal thing, whatever it was. 
What would plucky little Julia have done? Aw, Julia nothing! He 
strained his ears to catch another movement, but he could only 
hear himself breathing— in short, sharp, gasps! The gentleman 
from America pulled himself together. 

“Say, listen'” he snapped into the darkness. “I am going to 
count ten. I am then going to shoot. In the meanwhile you can 
make up your mind whether or not you are going to stay right 
here to watch the explosion. One. Two. Three. Four. . . .” 

Then Mr. Puce interrupted himself. He had to. It was so funny. 
He laughed. He heard himself laugh, and again it was quite de- 
licious, the feeling that he was not frightened. And wouldn’t they 
laugh, the boys at the Booster Club back home, when he sprung 
this yam on them! He could hear them. Oh, Boy! Say, listen 
trying to scare him, Howard Cornelius Puce, with a ghost like 
that! Aw, it was like shooting craps with a guy that couldn’t count. 
Poor old Quillier! Never bet less than five hundred on anything, 
didn’t he, the poor boob! Well, there wasn’t a ghost made, with 
or without a head on him, that could put the wind up Howard 
Puce. No, sir! 

For, as his eyes had grown accustomed to the darkness, and 
helped by the mockery of light that the clouded, moonless night 
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just managed to thrust through the distant window, the gentle 
man from America had been able to make out a form at the foot 
of the bed. He could only see its upper half, and that appeared 
to end above the throat. The phantom had no head. Whereas, 
Julia’s head had been only half-severed from— aw, what the hell 1 

"A family like the Kerr-Andersons,” began Mr. Puce, chuck- 
ling— but suddenly found, to his astonishment, that he was shout- 
ing at the top of his voice; anyhow, it sounded so. However, he 
began again, much lower, but still chuckling: 

“Say, listen, Mr. Ghost, a family like the Kerr-Andersons might 
have afforded a head and a suit of clothes for their family ghost. 
Sir, you are one big bum phantom!” Again unaccountably, Mr. 
Puce found himself shouting at the top of his voice. “I am going 
on counting,” he added grimly. 

And, his automatic levelled at the thing’s heart, the gentleman 
from America went on counting. His voice was steady. 

"Five . . . six. 

He sat crouched at the head of the bed, his eyes never off the 
thing’s breast. Phantom nothing! He didn’t believe in that no- 
head bunk. What the hell! He thought of getting a little nearer 
the foot of the bed and catching the thing a whack on that in- 
visible head of his, but decided to stay where he was. 

“Seven . . . eight. . . .” 

He hadn’t seen the hands before. Gee, some hands! and arms! 
Holy Moses, he’d got long arms to him, he had. . . . 

“Nine!” said the gentleman from America. 

Christopher and Columbus, but this would make some tale 
back home! Yes, sir! Not a bad idea of Quillier’s that, though! 
Those arms. Long as old glory . . . long as the bed! Not bad for 
Sir Cyril Quillier, that idea. . . . 

“Ten, you swine 1” yelled the gentleman from America, and 
fired. 

Someone laughed. Mr. Puce quite distinctly heard himself 
laughing, and that made him laugh again. Fur goodness’ sake, 
what a shot! Missed from that distance! 

His eyes, as he made to take aim again, were bothered by the 
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drops of sweat from his forehead. "Aw, what the hell!” said Mt. 
Puce, and fired again. 

The silence after the second shot was like a black cloud on the 
darkness. Mr. Puce thought out the wickedest word he knew, and 
said it. Well, he wasn’t going to miss again. No sir! His hand 
was steady as iron, too. Iron was his second name. And again the 
gentleman from America found it quite delicious, the feeling that 
he was not frightened. Attaboy! The drops of sweat from his fore- 
head bothered him, though. Aw, what the hell, that was only ex 
citement. 

He raised his arm for the third shot. Jupiter and Jane, but he’d 
learn that ghost to stop ghosting! He was certainly sorry for that 
ghost. He wished, though, that he could concentrate more on the 
actual body of the headless thing. There it was, darn it, at the foot 
of the bed, staring at him— well, it would have been staring at him 
if it had a head Aw, of course it had a head! It was only Quillier 
with his lousy fare in a black wrap. Sir Cyril Quillier’d get one 
piece of lead in him this time, though. His own fault, the bastard. 

“Say, listen, Quillier,” said the gentleman from America. “1 
want to tell you that unless you quit, you are a corpse. Now I 
mean it, sure as my name is Howard Cornelius Puce. I have been 
shooting to miss so far Yes, sir. But I am now annoyed.” 

If only though he could concentrate more on the body of the 
thing His eyes kept wandering to the hands and arms. Gee, but 
they sure were long, those arms' As long as the bed, no less. Just 
long enough for the hands to get at him from the foot of the bed. 
And that’s what they were at, what’s more! Coming nearer. What 
the hell! They were moving, those doggone arms, nearer and 
nearer. . . . 

Mr. Puce fired again. 

That was no miss. He knew that was no miss. Right through 
the heart, that little boy must have gone. In that darkness he 
couldn’t see more than just the shape of the thing. But it was 
still now. The arms were still. They weren’t moving any more. 
The gentleman from America chuckled. That one had shown him 
it’s a wise little ghost that stops ghosting. Yes, sir! It would fall 
in a moment, dead as Argentine mutton. 
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Mr. Puce then swore. Those arms were moving again. The 
hands weren't a yard from him now. What the helll They were 
for his throat, God-dammit. 

“The swine!” sobbed the gentleman from America, and fired 
again. But he wouldn’t wait this time. No, sir! He’d let that ghost 
have a ton of lead. Mr. Puce fired again Those hands weren’t half 
a yard from his throat now. No good shooting at the hands 
though. Thing was to get the Thing through the heart. Mr. Puce 
fired the sixth bullet. Right into the thing’s chest. The sweat 
bothered his eyes “Aw, hell!” said Mr. Puce. He wished the bed 
was a bit longer. He couldn’t get back any more. Those arms. . . . 
Holy Moses, long as hell, weren’t they’ Mr. Puce fired the seventh, 
eighth . . . ninth. Right into the thing. The revolver fell from 
Mr. Puce’s shaking fingers. Mr. Puce heard himself screaming. 


IV 

Towards noon on a summer’s day several years later two men 
were sitting before an inn some miles from the ancient town of 
Lincoln. Drawn up m the shade of a towering ash was a large 
grey touring-car, covered with dust. On the worn table stood 
two tankards of ale. The travellers rested in silence and content, 
smoking. 

The road by which the inn stood was really no more than a lane, 
and the peace of the motorists was not disturbed by the traffic of 
a main road. Indeed, the only human being visible was a distant 
speck on the dust, coming towards them. He seemed, however, to 
be making a good pace, for he soon drew near. 

“If,” said the elder of the two men, in a low, tired voice, “if we 
take the short cut through Carmion Wood, we will be at Mal- 
manor for lunch.” 

“Then you’ll go short-cutting alone,” said the other firmly. 
"I’ve heard enough tales about Carmion Wood to last me a life- 
time without my adding one more to them. And as for spooks, one 
is enough for this child m one lifetime, thanks very much.” 

The two men, for lack of any other distraction, watched the 
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pedestrian draw near. He turned out to be a giant of a man; and 
had, apparently, no intention of resting at the inn. The very air 
of the tall pedestrian was a challenge to the lazy content of the 
sunlit noon. He was walking at a great pace, his felt hat swinging 
from his hand. A giant he was; his hair greying, his massive face 
set with assurance. 

“By all that’:, holyl” gasped the elder of the two observers. A 
little lean gentleman that was, with a lined face which had been 
handsome in a striking way dui for the haggard marks of the dis- 
sipations of a man of the world. He had only one arm, and that 
added a curiously flippant air o devilry to his little, lean, sardonic 
person. 

“Puce!” yelled the other, a young man with a chubby, good- 
humoured face. “Puce, you silly old ass! Come here at once!” 

The giant swung rounci at the good-natured cry, stared at the 
two smiling men. Then the massive face broke into the old, genial 
smile by which his friends had always known and loved the gentle- 
man from America, and he came towards them with hand out- 
stretched. 

“Well, boys!” laughed Mi. Puce. “This is one big surprise. But 
it’s good to see you again. I’ll say that.” 

“The years have rolled on. Puce, the years have rolled on,” 
sighed Quillier in his tired way, but warmly enough he shook the 
gentleman from America with his one hand. 

“They certainly have!” said Mr. Puce, mopping his brow and 
smiling down on the two. “And by the look of that arm, Quillier, 
I’ll say you’re no stranger to war.” 

“Sit down, old Puce, and have a drink,” laughed Kerr-Ander 
son. Always gay, was Kerr-Anderson. 

But the gentleman from America seemed, as he stood there, 
uncertain. He glanced down the way he had come. Quillier, 
watching him, saw that he was fagged out. Eleven yeais had made 
a great difference to Mr. Puce. He looked old, worn, a wreck ol 
tiie hearty giant who was once Howard Cornelius Puce. 

“Come, sit down. Puce,” he said kindly, and quite briskly, for 
him. “Do you realise, man, that it’s eleven years since that idiotic 
night? What are you doing? Taking a walking tour?" 
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Mr. Puce sat down on the stained bench beside them. His mas- 
sive presence, his massive smile, seemed to fill the whole air about 
the two men. 

“Walking tour? That is so, more or less,” smiled Mr. Puce; 
and, with a flash of his old humour: “I want to tell you boys that 
I am the daughter of the King of Egypt, but I am dressed as a 
man because I am travelling incognita. Eleven years is it, since we 
met? A whale of a time, eleven years!” 

“Why, there’s been quite a war since then,” chuckled Kerr- 
Anderson. “But still that night seems like last night. I am glad to 
see you again, old Pucel But, by Heaven, we owe you one for 
giving us the scare of our lives' Don’t we, Quillier?” 

"That’s right. Puce,” smiled Quillier. “We owe you one all 
right. But I am heartily glad that it was only a shock you had, and 
that you were quite yourself after all. And so here we are gathered 
together again by blind chance, eleven years older, eleven years 
wiser. Have a drink. Puce?” 

The gentleman from America was looking from one to the 
other of the two The smile on the massive face seemed one of 
utter bewilderment. Quillier was shocked at the ravages of a mere 
eleven years on the man’s face. 

“I gave you two a scare!” echoed Mr. Puce. “Aw, put it to 
music, boys! What the hell! How the blazes did I give you two a 
scare?” 

Kerr-Anderson was quite delighted to explain. The scare of 
eleven years ago was part of the fun of today. Many a time he 
had told the tale to while away the boredom of Flanders and 
Mesopotamia, and had often wanted to let old Puce in on it to 
enjoy the joke on Quillier and himself, but had never had the 
chance to get hold of him. 

They had thought, that night, that Puce was dead. Quillier, 
naked from the waist up, had rushed down to Kerr-Anderson, 
waiting in the dark porch, and had told him that Puce had kicked 
the bucket. Quillier had sworn like nothing on earth as he dashed 
on his clothes. Awkward, Puce’s corpse, for Quillier and Kerr- 
Anderson. Quillier, thank Heaven, had had the sense not to 
leave the empty revolver on the bed. They shoved back all the 
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ghost properties into a bag. And as, of course, the house wasn’t 
Kerr-Anderson ’s aunt’s house at all, but Johnny Paramour’s, who 
was away, they couldn’t so easily be traced. Still, awkward for 
them, very. They cleared the country that night. Quillier swear- 
ing all the way about the weak hearts of giants. And it wasn’t until 
the Orient Express had pitched them out at Vienna that they saw 
in the Continental Daily Mail that an American of the name of 
Puce had been found by the caretaker in the bedroom of a house 
in Grosvenor Square, suffering from shock and nervous break- 
down. Poor old Puce! Good old Puce! But he’d had the laugh on 
them all right. . . . 

And heartily enough the gentleman from America appeared to 
enjoy the joke on Quillier and Kerr-Anderson. 

“That’s good'” he laughed. “That’s very good!” 

“Of course,” said Quillier in his tired, deprecating way, “we 
took the stake, this boy and I. For if you hadn’t collapsed you 
would certainly have run out of that room like a Mussulman 
from a ham-sandwich.” 

“That’s all right,” laughed Mr. Puce. “But what I want to 
know, Quillier, is how you got me so scared?” 

Kerr-Anderson says now that Puce was looking at Quillier quite 
amiably. Full in the face, and very close to him, but quite amiably. 
Quillier smiled, in his deprecating way. 

“Oh, an old trick, Puce! A black rag over the head, a couple of 
yards of stuffed cloth for arms—” 

“Aw, steady!” said Mr. Puce. But quite amiably. “Say, listen, 
I shot at you. Nine times. How about that?” 

“Dear, oh dear'” laughed Kerr-Anderson. But that was the last 
time he laughed that day. 

“My dear Puce,” said Quillier gently, slightly waving his one 
arm. “That is the oldest trick of all. I was in a panic all the time 
that you would think of it and chuck the gun at my head. Those 
bullets in your automatic were blanks.” 

Kerr-Anderson isn’t at all sure what exactly happened then. 
All he remembers is that Puce’s huge face had suddenly gone 
crimson, which made his hair stand out shockingly white; and that 
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Puce had Quillier’s fragile throat between his hands; and that 
Puce was roaring and spitting into Quillier’s blackening face. 

“Say, listen, you Quillierl You’d scare me like that, would youl 
You’d scare me with a chicken’s trick like that, would youl And 
you’d strangle me, eh? You swine, you Sir Cyril Quillier, you, 
right here’s where the strangling comes in, and it’s me that’s going 
to do it—” 

Kerr-Anderson hit out and yelled. Quillier was helpless with 
his one arm, the giant’s grip on his throat. The woman who kept 
the inn had hysterics. Puce roared blasphemies. Quillier was 
doubled back over the small table. Puce on top of him, tightening 
his death-hold. Kerr-Anderson hit, kicked, bit, yelled. 

Suddenly there were shouts from all around. 

“For God’s sake, quick!” sobbed Kerr-Anderson. “He’s almost 
killed him.” 

“Aw, what the hell!” roared Puce. 

The men in dark uniforms had all they could do to drag him 
away from that little, lean, blackened, unconscious thing. Then 
they manacled Puce. Puce looked sheepish, and grinned at Kerr- 
Anderson. 

Two of the six men in dark uniforms helped to revive Quillier. 

“Drinks,” gasped Kerr-Anderson to the woman who kept the 
inn. 

“Say, give me one,” begged the gentleman from America. Huge, 
helpless, manacled, he stood sheepishly among his uniformed cap- 
tors Kerr-Anderson stared at them. Quillier was reviving. 

"Gets like that,” said the head-warder indifferently. “Gave us 
the slip this morning Certain death for someone. Homicidal 
maniac, that’s ’im! And he’s the devil to hold. Been like that 
eleven years. Got a shock, I fancy. Keeps on talking about a sister 
of his called Julia who was murdered, and how he’ll be revenged 
for it. . . .” 

Kerr-Anderson had turned away. Quillier suddenly sobbed: 
“God have mercy on us!” The gentleman from America suddenly 
roared with laughter. 

"Can’t be helped,” said the head-warder. “Sorry you were put 
to trouble, sir. Good-day, gentlemen. Glad it was no worse.” 
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WILLIAM FAUjuKNER 


1 897— 

A Rose for Emily 


For many yea*s Wtlltam Faulkner was the enfant terrible of American letters. 
Himself a nattve of Mississippi , he knew the South well , but seemed inclined to 
portray only that part of it which was hopelessly decadent He reached a zenith 
of neuroticism and brutality with the publication of Sanctuary m 19^1 His work 
since then has appeared somewhat less sordid , so we must conclude either that it 
has been less sensational or that we have grown used to the violence of hu 
subject matter 

“ A Rose for Emtly” ts a magnificent story , moving to a shattering climax in 
the very last sentence. 


when miss emily grierson died, our whole town went to her 
funeral* the men through a sort of respectful affection for a 
fallen monument, the women mostly out of curiosity to see the 
inside of her house, which no one save an old man-servant— a 
combined gardener and cook— had seen in at least ten years. 

It was a big, squarish frame house that had once been white, 
decorated with cupolas and spires and scrolled balconies in the 
heavily lightsome style of the Seventies, set on what had once been 
our most select street. But garages and cotton gins had encroached 
and obliterated even the august names of that neighborhood; 
only Miss Emily’s house was left, lifting its stubborn and coquet 
tish decay above the cotton wagons and the gasoline pumps—an 
eyesore among eyesores. And now Miss Emily had gone to join 
the representatives of those august names where they lay in the 
cedar-bemused cemetery among the ranked and anonymous 
graves of Union and Confederate soldiers who fell at the battle of 
Jefferson. 

Alive, Miss Emily had been a tradition, a duty, and a care; a 
sort of hereditary obligation upon the town, dating from that day 
in 1894 when Colonel Sartoris, the mayor— he who fathered the 
edict that no Negro woman should appear on the streets without 
an apron— remitted her taxes, the dispensation dating from the 
death of her father on into perpetuity. Not that Miss Emily would 
have accepted charity. Colonel Sartoris invented an involved talc 
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to the effect that Miss Emily’s father had loaned money to the 
town, which the town, as a matter of business, preferred this way 
of repaying. Only a man of Colonel Sartoris’ generation and 
thought could have invented it, and only a woman could have 
believed it. 

When the next generation, with its more modem ideas, became 
mayors and aldermen, this arrangement created some little dis- 
satisfaction. On the first of the year they mailed her a tax notice. 
February came, and there was no reply. They wrote her a formal 
letter, asking her to call at the sheriff’s office at her convenience. A 
week later the mayor wrote her himself, offering to call or to 
send his car for her, and received in reply a note on paper of an 
archaic shape, in a thin, flowing calligraphy in faded ink, to the 
effect that she no longer went out at all. The tax notice was also 
enclosed, without comment. 

They called a special meeting of the Board of Aldermen. A 
deputation waited upon her, knocked at the door through which 
no visitor had passed since she ceased giving china-painting les- 
sons eight or ten years earlier. They were admitted by the old 
Negro into a dim hall from which a stairway mounted into still 
more shadow. It smelled of dust and disuse— a close, dank smell. 
The Negro led them into the parlor. It was furnished in heavy, 
leather-covered furniture. When the Negro opened the blinds of 
one window, they could see that the leather was cracked, and 
when they sat down, a faint dust rose sluggishly about their thighs, 
spinning with slow motes in the single sun-ray. On a tarnished 
gilt easel before the fireplace stood a crayon portrait of Miss 
Emily’s father. 

They rose when she entered— a small, fat woman in black, with 
a thin gold chain descending to her waist and vanishing into her 
belt, leaning on an ebony cane with a tarnished gold head. Her 
skeleton was small and spare; perhaps that was why what would 
have been merely plumpness in another was obesity in her. She 
looked bloated, like a body long submerged in motionless water, 
and of that pallid hue. Her eyes, lost in the fatty ridges of her 
face, looked like two small pieces of coal pressed into a lump of 
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dough as they moved from one face to another while the visitors 
stated their errand. 

She did not ask them to sit. She just stood in the door and lis 
tened quietly until the spokesman came to a stumbling halt. Then 
they could hear the invisible watch ticking at the end of the gold 
chain. 

Her voice was dry and cold. “I have no taxes in Jefferson. 
Colonel Sartoris explained it to me. Perhaps one of you can gain 
access to the city records and satisfy yourselves.” 

‘‘But we have. We are the city authorities, Miss Emily. Didn’t 
you get a notice from the sheriff, signed by him?” 

“I received a paper, yes,” Miss Emily said. “Perhaps he con 
siders himself the sheriff . . . I have no taxes in Jefferson.” 

“But there is nothing on the books to show that, you see. We 
must go by the—” 

“See Colonel Sartoris. I have no taxes in Jefferson.” 

“But, Miss Emily—” 

“See Colonel Sartoris.” (Colonel Sartoris had been dead almost 
ten years.) “I have no taxes in Jefferson. Tobel” The Negro ap- 
peared. “Show these gentleman out.” 


n 

So she vanquished them, horse and foot, just as she had van- 
quished their fathers thirty years before about the smell. That 
was two years after her father’s death and a short time after liei 
sweetheart— the one we believed would marry her— had deserted 
her. After her father’s death she went out very little; after hei 
sweetheart went away, people hardly saw her at all. A few of the 
ladies had the temerity to call, but were not received, and th< 
only sign of life about the place was the Negro man— a young man 
then— going in and out with a market basket 

“Just as if a man— any man— could keep a kitchen properly,” 
the ladies said; so they were not surprised when the smell de- 
veloped. It was another link between the gross, teeming world 
and the high and mighty Griersons. 
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A neighbor, a woman, complained to the mayor. Judge Stevens, 
eighty years old. 

“But what will you have me do about it, madam?” he said. 

“Why, send her word to stop it,” the woman said. “Isn t there a 
law?” 

“I’m sure that won’t be necessary,” Judge Stevens said. "It’s 
probably just a snake or a rat that nigger of hers killed in the yard. 
I’ll speak to him about it.” 

The next day he received two more complaints, one from a 
man who came in diffident deprecation. “We really must do some- 
thing about it, Judge. I’d be the last one in the world to bother 
Miss Emily, but we’ve got to do something.” That night the 
Roard of Aldermen met— three graybeards and one younger man, 
a member of the rising generation. 

“It’s simple enough,” he said. “Send her word to have her place 
cleaned up. Give her a certain time to do it in, and if she 
don’t . . 

“Dammit, sir,” Judge Stevens said, “will you accuse a lady to 
her face of smelling bad?” 

So the next night, after midnight, four men crossed Miss 
Emily’s lawn and slunk about the house like burglars, sniffing 
along the base of the brickwork and at the cellar openings while 
one of them performed a regular sowing motion with his hand 
out of a sack slung from his shoulder. They broke open the cellar 
door and sprinkled lime there, and in all the outbuildings. As 
they recrossed the lawn, a window that had been dark was lighted 
and Miss Emily sat in it, the light behind her, and hei upright 
torso motionless as that of an idol. They crept quietly across the 
lawn and into the shadow of the locusts that lined the street. 
After a week or two the smell went away. 

That was when people had begun to feel really sorry for her. 
People in our town, remembering how Oid Lady Wyatt, her great- 
aunt, had gone completely crazy at last, believed that the Grier- 
sons held themselves a little too high for what they really were. 
None of the young men was quite good enough to Miss Emily 
and such. We had long thought of them as a tableau: Miss Emily 
a slender figure in white in the background, her father a spraddled 
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silhouette in the foreground, his back to her and clutching a 
horsewhip, the two of them framed by the back-flung front doot . 
So when she got to be thirty and was still single, we were no', 
pleased exactly, but vindicated; even with insanity in the family 
she wouldn’t have turned down all of her chances if they had 
really materialized. 

When her father died, it got about that the house was all that 
was left to her; and in a way, people were glad. At last they could 
pity Miss Emily. Being left alone, and a pauper, she had become 
humanized. Now she too would know the old thrill and the old 
despair of a penny more or less. 

The day after his death all the ladies prepared to call at the 
house and offer condolence and aid, as is our custom. Miss Emily 
met them at the door, dressed as usual and with no trace of grief 
on her face. She told them that her father was not dead. She did 
that for three days, with the ministers calling on her, and the 
doctors, trying to persuade her to let them dispose of the body. 
Just as they were about to resort to law and force, she broke down, 
and they buried her father quickly. 

We did not say she was crazy then. We believed she had to do 
that. We remembered all the young men her father had driven 
away, and we knew that with nothing left, she would have to 
cling to that which had robbed her, as people will. 


ill 

She was sick for a long time. When we saw her again, her hair 
was cut short, making her look like a girl, with a vague resem- 
blance to those angels in colored church windows— sort of tragic 
and serene. 

The town had just let the contracts for paving the sidewalks, 
and in the summer after her father’s death they began the work. 
The construction company came with niggers and mules and 
machinery, and a foreman named Homer Barron, a Yankee— a 
big, dark, ready man, with a big voice and eyes lighter than his 
face. The little boys would follow in groups to hear him cuss the 
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niggers, and the niggers singing in time to the rise and fall of 
picks. Pretty soon he knew everybody in town. Whenever you 
heard a lot of laughing anywhere about the square, Homer 
Barron would be in the center of the group. Presently we began 
to see him and Miss Emily on Sunday afternoons driving m the 
yellow-wheeled buggy and the matched team of bays from the 
livery stable. 

At first we were glad that Miss Emily would have an interest, 
because the ladies all said, “Of course a Grierson would not think 
seriously of a Northerner, a day laborer.” But there were still 
others, older people, who said that even grief could not cause a 
real lady to forget noblesse oblige — without calling it noblesse 
oblige. They just said, “Poor Emily. Her kinsfolk should come 
to her.” She had some kin in Alabama; but years ago her father 
had fallen out with them over the estate of Old Lady Wyatt, the 
crazy woman, and there was no communication between the two 
families. They had not even been represented at the funeral. 

And as soon as the old people said, “Poor Emily,” the whisper- 
ing began. “Do you suppose it's really so?” they said to one an- 
other. “Of course it is. What else could . . .” This behind their 
hands; rustling of craned silk and satin behind jalousies closed 
upon the sun of Sunday afternoon as the thin, swift clop-clop-clop 
of the matched team passed: “Poor Emily.” 

She carried her head high enough— even when we believed that 
she was fallen. It was as if she demanded more than ever the 
recognition of her dignity as the last Grierson; as if it had wanted 
that touch of earthiness to reaffirm her imperviousness. Like when 
she bought the rat poison, the arsenic. That was over a year after 
they had begun to say “Poor Emily,” and while the two female 
cousins were visiting her. 

“I want some poison,” she said to the druggist. She was over 
thirty then, still a slight woman, though thinner than usual, with 
cold, haughty black eyes in a face the flesh of which was strained 
across the temples and about the eye-sockets as you imagine a 
lighthouse-keeper’s face ought to look. “I want some poison,” she 
said. 

“Yes, Miss Emily. What kind? For rats and such? I’d recom— ” 
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“I want the best you have. I don’t care what kind.” 

The druggist named several. “They’ll kill anything up to an 
elephant. But what you want is—” 

"Arsenic,” Miss Emily said. “Is that a good one?” 

“Is . . . arsenic? Yes, ma’am. But what you want—” 

“I want arsenic.” 

The druggist looked down at her. She looked back at him, erect, 
her face like a strained flag. “Why, of course,” the druggist said. 
“If that’s what you want. But the law requires you to tell what 
you are going to use it for.” 

Miss Emily just stared at him, her head tilted back in order to 
look him eye for eye, until he looked away and went and got the 
arsenic and wrapped it up. The Negro delivery boy brought her 
the package; the druggist didn’t come back. When she opened the 
package at home there was written on the box, under the skull 
and bones: “For rats.” 


IV 

So the next day we all said, “She will kill herself”; and we said 
it would be the best thing. When she had first begun to be seen 
with Homer Barron, we had said, “She will marry him.” Then 
we said, “She will persuade him yet,” because Homer himself 
had remarked— he liked men, and it was known that he drank 
with the younger men in the Elks’ Club— that he was not a marry- 
ing man. Later we said, “Poor Emily” behind the jalousies as they 
passed on Sunday afternoon in the glittering buggy. Miss Emily 
with her head high and Homer Barron with his hat cocked and 
a cigar in his teeth, reins and whip in a yellow glove. 

Then some of the ladies began to say that it was a disgrace to 
the town and a bad example to the young people. The men did 
not want to interfere, but at last the ladies forced the Baptist 
minister— Miss Emily’s people were Episcopal— to call upon her. 
He would never divulge what happened during that interview, 
but he refused to go back again. The next Sunday they again 
drove about the streets, and the following day the minister's wife 
wrote to Miss Emily’s relations in Alabama. 
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So she had blood-kin under her roof again and we sat back 
to watch developments. At first nothing happened. Then we were 
sure that they were to be married. We learned that Miss Emily 
had been to the jeweler’s and ordered a man’s toilet set in silver, 
with the letters H.B. on each piece. Two days later we learned 
that she had bought a complete outfit of men’s clothing, includ- 
ing a nightshirt, and we said, “They are married.” We were really 
glad. We were glad because the two female cousins were even 
more Grierson than Miss Emily had ever been. 

So we were not surprised when Homer Barron— the streets had 
been finished some time since— was gone. We were a little disap- 
pointed that there was not a public blowing-off, but we believed 
that he had gone on to prepare for Miss Emily’s coming, or to 
give her a chance to get rid of the cousins. (By that time it was a 
cabal, and we were all Miss Emily’s allies to help circumvent 
the cousins.) Sure enough, after another week they departed. 
And, as we had expected all along, within three days Homer 
Barron was back in town. A neighbor saw the Negro man admit 
him at the kitchen door at dusk one evening. 

And that was the last we saw of Homer Barron. And of Miss 
Emily for some time. The Negro man went in and out with the 
market basket, but the front door remained closed. Now and then 
we would see her at a window for a moment, as the men did that 
night when they sprinkled the lime, but for almost six months 
she did not appear on the streets. Then we knew that this was to 
be expected too; as if that quality of her father which had 
thwarted her woman’s life so many times had been too virulent 
and too furious to die. 

When we next saw Miss Emily, she had grown fat and her hair 
was turning gray. During the next few years it grew grayer and 
grayer until it attained an even pepper-and-salt iron-gray, when 
it ceased turning. Up to the day of her death at seventy-four it 
was still that vigorous iron-gray, like the hair of an active man. 

From that time on her front door remained closed, save for a 
period of six or seven years, when she was about forty, during 
which she gave lessons in china-painting. She fitted up a studio 
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in one of the downstairs rooms, where the daughters and grand- 
daughters of Colonel Sartoris’ contemporaries were sent to her 
with the same regularity and in the same spirit that they were sent 
to church on Sundays with a twenty-five-cent piece for the collec- 
tion plate. Meanwhile her taxes had been remitted. 

Then the newer generation became the backbone and the spirit 
of the town, and the painting pupils grew up and fell away and 
did not send their children to her with boxes of color and tedious 
brushes and pictures cut from the ladies’ magazines. The front 
door closed upon the last one and remained closed for good. 
When the town got free postal delivery, Miss Emily alone refused 
to let them fasten the metal numbers above her door and attach 
a mailbox to it. She would not listen to them. 

Daily, monthly, yearly we watched the Negro grow grayer and 
more stooped, going in and out with the market basket. Each De- 
cember we sent her a tax notice, which would be returned by the 
post office a week later, unclaimed. Now and then we would see 
her in one of the downstairs windows— she had evidently shut up 
the top floor of the house— like the carven torso of an idol m a 
niche, looking or not looking at us, we could never tell which. 
Thus she passed from generation to generation— dear, ines- 
capable, impervious, tranquil, and perverse. 

And so she died. Fell ill in the house filled with dust and 
shadows, with only a doddering Negro man to wait on her. We 
did not even know she tvas sick; we had long since given up trying 
to get any information from the Negro He talked to no one, 
probably not even to her, for his voice had grown harsh and rusty, 
as if from disuse. 

She died in one of the downstairs rooms, in a heavy walnut 
bed with a curtain, her gray head propped on a pillow yellow 
and moldy with age and lack of sunlight. 


v 


The Negro met the first of the ladies at the front door and let 
them in, with their hushed, sibilant voices and their quick, curi- 
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ous glances, and tnen he disappeared. He walked right through 
the house and out the back and was not seen again. 

The two female cousins came at once. They held the funeral 
on the second day, with the town coming to look at Miss Emily 
beneath a mass of bought flowers, with the crayon face of her 
father musing profoundly above the bier and the ladies sibilant 
and macabre, and the very old men— some in their brushed Con- 
federate uniforms— on the porch and the lawn, talking of Miss 
Emily as if she had been a contemporary of theirs, believing that 
they had danced with her and courted her perhaps, confusing 
time with its mathematical progression, as the old do, to whom all 
the past is not a diminishing road but, instead, a huge meadow 
which no winter ever quite touches, divided from them now by 
the narrow bottle-neck of the most recent decade of years. 

Already we knew that there was one room in that region above 
stairs which no one had seen in forty years, and which would have 
to be forced. They waited until Miss Emily was decently in the 
ground before they opened it. 

The violence of breaking down the door seemed to fill this 
room with pervading dust. A thin, acrid pall as of the tomb 
seemed to lie everywhere upon this room decked and furnished 
as for a bridal: upon the valence curtains of faded rose color, upon 
the rose-shaded lights, upon the dressing table, upon the delicate 
array of crystal and the man’s toilet things backed with tarnished 
silver, silver so tarnished that the monogram was obscured. 
Among them lay a collar and tie, as if they had just been removed, 
which, lifted, left upon the surface a pale crescent in the dust. 
Upon a chair hung the suit, carefully folded; beneath it the two 
mute shoes and the discarded socks. 

The man himself lay in the bed. 

For a long while we just stood there, looking down at the pro- 
found and fleshless grin. The body had apparently once lain in 
the attitude of an embrace, but now the long sleep that outlasts 
love, that conquers even the grimace of love, had cuckolded him. 
What was left of him, rotted beneath what was left of the night- 
shirt, had become inextricable from the bed in which he lay; and 
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upon him and upon the pillow beside him lay that even coating of 
the patient and biding dust. 

Then we noticed that in the second pillow was the indentation 
of a head. One of us lifted something from it, and leaning for- 
ward, that faint and invisible dust dry and acrid in the nostrils, 
we saw a long strand of iron-gray hair. 
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Strange to say, Ernest Hemingway* s literary style is supposed to have been strongly 
influenced by Gertrude Stein At any rate, it is terse and clean-cut, and has 
received the compliment of widespread imitation Among his works are many 
fine short stortes and the equally fine novels The Sun Also Rises A Farewell to 
Arms and For Whom the Bell Tolls 

We have included " The K diets” for tts superb presentation of a terror not at 
all supernatural, but unfortunately only too prevalent in comparatively recent 
years. At the present time, of course, everybody knows that gangsterism has been 
completely suppressed in the United States . 


the door of Henry’s lunchroom opened and two men came in. 
They sat down at the counter. 

"What’s yours?” George asked them. 

“I don’t know,” one of the men said. “What do you want to 
eat, Al?” 

“I don’t know,” said Al. “I don’t know what I want to eat ” 

Outside it was getting dark. The street-light came on outside 
the window. The two men at the counter read the menu. From 
the other end of the counter Nick Adams watched them. He had 
been talking to George when they came in 

“I’ll have a roast pork tenderloin with apple sauce and mashed 
potatoes,” the first man said. 

“It isn’t ready yet ’’ 

“What the hell do you put it on the card for?” 

“That’s the dinner,” George explained. “You can get that at 
six o’clock.” 

George looked at the clock on the wall behind the counter. 

“It’s five o’clock.” 

“The clock says twenty minutes past five,” the second man 
said. 

“It’s twenty minutes fast.” 

“Oh, to hell with the clock,” the first man said. “What have you 
got to eat?” 

"I can give you any kind of sandwiches,” George said. “You 
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can have ham and eggs, bacon and eggs, liver and bacon, or a 
steak.” 

"Give me chicken croquettes with green peas and cream sauce 
and mashed potatoes.” 

"That’s the dinner.” 

“Everything we want’s the dinner, eh? That’s the way you 
work it.” 

“I can give you ham and eggs, bacon and eggs, liver—” 

“I’ll take ham and eggs,” the man called A1 said. He wore a 
derby hat and a black overcoat buttoned across the chest. His 
face was small and white and he had tight lips. He wore a silk 
muffler and gloves. 

“Give me bacon and eggs,” said the other man. He was about 
the same size as Al. Their faces were different, but they were 
dressed like twins. Both wore overcoats too tight for them. They 
sat leaning forward, their elbows on the counter. 

"Got anything to drink?” Al asked. 

“Silver beer, bevo, ginger ale,” George said. 

“I mean you got anything to drink}" 

“just these I said.” 

“This is a hot town,” said the other. “What do they call it?” 

“Summit.” 

“Ever hear of it?” Al asked his friend. 

“No,” said the friend. 

“What do you do here nights?” Al asked. 

“They eat the dinner,” his friend said. “They all come here and 
eat the big dinner.” 

“That’s right,” George said. 

“So you think that’s right?” Al asked George. 

“Sure.” 

“You’re a pretty bright boy, aren’t you?” 

“Sure,” said George. 

"Well, you’re not,” said the other little man. “Is he, Al?” 

“He’s dumb,” said Al. He turned to Nick. “What’s your name?” 

“Adams.” 

"Another bright boy,” Al said. "Ain’t he a bright boy, Max?” 

“The town’s full of bright boys,” Max said. 
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George put the two platters, one of ham and eggs, the other of 
bacon and eggs, on the counter. He set down two side-dishes of 
fried potatoes and closed the wicket into the kitchen. 

“Which is yours?” he asked Al. 

“Don’t you remember?” 

“Ham and eggs.” 

“Just a bright boy,” Max said. He leaned forward and took the 
ham and eggs. Both men ate with their gloves on. George watched 
them eat. 

“What are you looking at?” Max looked at George. 

“Nothing." 

“The hell you were. You were looking at me.” 

“Maybe the boy meant it for a joke. Max,” Al said. 

George laughed. 

“ You don’t have to laugh,” Max said to him. “You don’t have 
to laugh at all, see?” 

“All right,” said George. 

“So he thinks it’s all right.” Max turned to Al. “He thinks it’s 
all right. That’s a good one.” 

“Oh, he’s a thinker," Al said. They went on eating. 

“What’s the bright boy’s name down the counter?” Al asked 
Max. 

“Hey, bright boy,” Max said to Nick. “You go around on the 
other side of the counter with your boy friend.” 

“What’s the idea?” Nick asked. 

“There isn’t any idea. ” 

“You better go around, bright boy,” Al said. Nick went around 
behind the counter. 

“What’s the idea?” George asked. 

“None of your damn business,” Al said. “Who’s out in the 
kitchen?” 

“The nigger.” 

“What do you mean the nigger?” 

“The nigger that cooks.” 

“Tell him to come in.” 

“What’s the idea?” 

“Tell him to come in.” 
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“Where do you think you are?” 

"‘We know damn well where we are,” the man called Max said. 
“Dc we look silly?” 

“You talk silly,” A1 said to him. “What the hell do you argue 
with this kid for? Listen,” he said to George, “tell the nigger to 
come out here.” 

“What are you going to do to him?” 

“Nothing. Use your head, bright boy. What would we do to a 
nigger?” 

George opened the slit that opened back into the kitchen. 
“Sam,” he called. “Come in here a minute.” 

The door to the kitchen opened and the nigger came in. “What 
was it?” he asked. The two men at the counter took a look at him. 

“All right, nigger. You stand right there,” A1 said. 

Sam, the nigger, standing in his apron, looked at the two men 
sitting at the counter. “Yes, sir,” he said. A1 got down from his 
stool. 

“I’m going back to the kitchen with the nigger and bright boy,” 
he said. “Go on back to the kitchen, nigger. You go with him, 
bright boy.” The little man walked after Nick and Sam, the cook, 
back into the kitchen. The door shut after them. The man called 
Max sat at the counter opposite George. He didn’t look at 
George but looked in the mirror that ran along back of the 
counter. Henry’s had been made over from a saloon into a lunch- 
counter. 

“Well, bright boy,” Max said, looking into the mirror, “why 
don’t you say something?” 

“What’s it all about’” 

“Hey, Al, bright boy says he wouldn’t say what he thinks it’s all 
about.” 

"Why don’t you tell him?” Al’s voice came from the kitchen. 

“What do you think it’s all about?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“What do you think?” 

Max looked into the mirror all the time he was talking. 

‘I wouldn’t say.” 
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"Hey, Al, bright boy says he wouldn’t say what he thinks it’s all 
about.” 

“I can hear you, all right,” Al said from the kitchen. He had 
propped open the slit that dishes passed through into the kitchen 
with a catsup bottle. “Listen, bright boy,” he said from the kitchen 
to George, “Stand a little further along the bar. You move a little 
to the left, Max.” He was like a photographer arranging for a 
group picture. 

“Talk to me, bright boy,” Max said. “What do you think’s 
going to happen?” 

George did not say anything. 

"I'll tell you,” Max said. “We’re going to kill a Swede. Do you 
know a big Swede named Ole Andreson?” 

“Yes.” 

“He comes here to eat every night, don’t he?” 

“Sometimes he comes here.” 

"He comes here at six o’clock, don’t he?” 

“If he comes.” 

“We know all that, bright boy,” Max said. “Talk about some- 
thing else. Ever go to the movies?” 

“Once in a while.” 

“You ought to go to the movies more. The movies are fine for a 
bright boy like you.” 

“What are you going to kill Ole Andreson for? What did he 
ever do to you?” 

“He never had a chance to do anything to us. He never even 
seen us.” 

“And he’s only going to see us once,” Al said from the kitchen. 

“What are you going to kill him for, then?” George asked 

“We’re killing him for a friend. Just to oblige a friend, bright 
boy.” 

“Shut up,” said Al from the kitchen. “You talk too goddam 
much ” 

“Well, I got to keep bright boy amused. Don’t I, bright boy?” 

“You talk too damn much,” Al said. “The nigger and my bright 
boy are amused by themselves. I got them tied up like a couple of 
girl friends in the convent.” 
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“I suppose you were in a convent.” 

"You never know.” 

"You were in a kosher convent. That’s where you were." 

George looked up at the clock. 

“If anybody comes in you tell them the cook is off, and if they 
keep after it, you tell them you’ll go back and cook yourself. Do 
you get that, bright boy?” 

“All right,” George said. “What you going to do with us 
afterward?” 

“That’ll depend,” Max said. “That’s one of those things you 
never know at the time.” 

George looked up at the clock. It was a quarter past six. The 
door from the street opened. A street-car motorman came m. 

“Hello, George,” he said “Can I get supper?” 

"Sam’s gone out,” George said. “He’ll be back in about half an 
hour.” 

“I’d better go up the street,” the motorman said George looked 
at the clock. It was twenty minutes past six. 

“That was nice, bright boy,” Max said. “You’re a regular little 
gentleman.” 

“He knew I’d blow his head off,” A1 said from the kitchen. 

“No,” said Max. "It ain’t that. Bright boy is nice. He’s a nice 
boy. I like him.” 

At six-fifty-five George said- “He’s not coming.” 

Two other people had been in the lunch-room. Once George 
had gone out to the kitchen and made a ham-and-egg sandwich “to 
go” that a man wanted to take with him Inside the kitchen he saw 
Al, his derby hat tipped back, sitting on a stool beside the wicket 
with the muzzle of a sawed-off shotgun resting on the ledge. Nick 
and the cook were back to back in the corner, a towel tied in each 
of their mouths. George had cooked the sandwich, wrapped it up 
in oiled paper, put it in a bag, brought it in, and the man had 
paid for it and gone out. 

“Bright boy can do everything,” Max said. “He can cook and 
everything. You’d make some girl a nice wife, bright boy.” 

“Yes?” George said. “Your friend, Ole Andreson, isn’t going to 
come.” 
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“We’ll give him ten minutes,” Max said. 

Max watched the mirror and the clock. The hands o£ the clock 
marked seven o’clock, and then five minutes past seven. 

“Come on, Al,” said Max. “We better go. He’s not coming.” 

“Better give him five minutes,” Al said from the kitchen. 

In the five minutes a man came in, and George explained that 
the cook was sick. 

“Why the hell don’t you get another cook?” the man asked. 
“Aren’t you running a lunch-counter?” He went out. 

“Come on, Al,” Max said. 

“What about the two bright boys and the nigger?” 

“They’re all right.” 

“You think so?” 

“Sure. We’re through with it.” 

“I don’t like it,” said Al. “It’s sloppy. You talk too much.” 

“Oh, what the hell,” said Max. “We got to keep amused, haven’t 
we?” 

“You talk too much, all the same,” Al said. He came out from 
the kitchen. The cut-off barrels of the shotgun made a slight bulge 
under the waist of his too tight-fitting overcoat. He straightened 
his coat with his gloved hands. 

“So long, bright boy,” he said to George. “You got a lot of luck.” 

“That’s the truth,” Max said. “You ought to play the races, 
bright boy.” 

The two of them went out the door. George watched them, 
through the window, pass under the arc-light and cross the street. 
In their tight overcoats and derby hats they looked like a vaude- 
ville team. George went back through the swinging-door into the 
kitchen and untied Nick and the cook. 

“I don’t want any more of that,” said Sam, the cook. “I don’t 
want any more of that.” 

Nick stood up. He had never had a towel in his mouth before. 

"Say,” he said. “What the hell?” He was trying to swagger it off. 

“They were going to kill Ole Andreson,” George said. “They 
Were going to shoot him when he came in to eat.” 

"Ole Andreson?” 

“Sure.” 
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The cook felt the comers of his mouth with his thumbs. 

“They all gone?” he asked. 

“Yeah,” said George. “They’re gone now.” 

“I don’t like it,” said the cook. “I don’t like any of it at all.” 

“Listen,” George said to Nick. “You better go see Ole Andre- 
son.” 

“All right.” 

“You better not have anything to do with it at all,” Sam, the 
cook, said. “You better stay way out of it.” 

“Don’t go if you don’t want to,” George said. 

“Mixing up in this ain’t going to get you anywhere,” the cook 
said. “You stay out of it.” 

“I’ll go see him,” Nick said to George. “Where does he live?” 

The cook turned away. 

“Little boys always know what they want to do," he said. 

“He lives up at Hirsch’s rooming house,” George said to Nick, 

“I’ll go up there.” 

Outside the arc-light shone through the bare branches of a tree. 
Nick walked up the street beside the car-tracks and turned at the 
next arc-light down a side-street. Three houses up the street was 
Hirsch’s rooming house. Nick walked up the two steps and pushed 
the bell. A woman came to the door. 

“Is Ole Andreson here?” 

“Do you want to see him?” 

“Yes, if he’s in.” 

Nick followed the woman up a flight of stairs and back to the 
end of a corridor. She knocked on the door. 

“Who is it?” 

“It’s somebody to see you, Mr. Andreson,” the woman said. 

“It’s Nick Adams.” 

“Come in.” 

Nick opened the door and went into the room. Ole Andreson 
was lying on the bed with all his clothes on. He had been a heavy- 
weight prizefighter and he was too long for the bed. He lay with 
his head on two pillows. He did not look at Nick. 

“What was it?” he asked. 

“I was up at Henry's,” Nick said, “and two fellows came in and 
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tied up me and the cook, and they said they were going to kill 
you.” 

It sounded silly when he said it. Ole Andreson said nothing. 

‘‘They put us out in the kitchen,” Nick went on. “They were 
going to shoot you when you came in to supper.” 

Ole Andreson looked at the wall and did not say anything. 

“George thought I better come and tell you about it.” 

“There isn’t anything I can do about it,” Ole Andreson said. 

“I’ll tell you what they were like.” 

“I don’t want to know what they were like,” Ole Andreson 
said. He looked at the wall. “Thanks for coming to tell me about 
it." 

“That’s all right.” 

Nick looked at the big man lying on the bed. 

“Don’t you want me to go and see the police?” 

“No,” Ole Andreson said. “That wouldn’t do any good.” 

"Isn’t there something I could do?” 

“No. There ain’t anything to do.” 

“Maybe it was just a bluff.” 

“No. It ain’t just a bluff.” 

Ole Andreson rolled over toward the wall. 

“The only thing is,” he said, talking toward the wall, “I just 
can’t make up my mind to go out. I been m here all day.” 

“Couldn’t you get out of town?” 

“No,” Ole Andreson said. “I'm through with all that running 
around.” 

He looked at the wall. 

“There ain’t anything to do now." 

“Couldn’t you fix it up some way?” 

“No. I got in wrong.” He talked in the same flat voice. “There 
ain’t anything to do. After a while I’ll make up my mind to go 
out.” 

“I better go back and see George,” Nick said. 

“So long,” said Ole Andreson. He did not look toward Nick. 
“Thanks for coming around.” 

Nick went out. As he shut the door he saw Ole Andreson with 
all his clothes on, lying on the bed looking at the wall. 
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“He’s been in his room all day,” the landlady said downstairs. 
“I guess he don’t feel well. I said to him: ‘Mr. Andreson, you 
ought to go out and take a walk on a nice fall day like this,' but he 
didn’t feel like it.” 

“He doesn’t want to go out ” 

“I’m sorry he don’t feel well,” the woman said. “He’s an aw 
fully nice man. He was in the ring, you know ” 

"I know it.” 

“You’d never know it except from the way his face is,” the 
woman said. They stood talking just inside the street door. “He’* 
just as gentle ” 

“Well, good night, Mrs. Hirsch,” Nick said. 

“I’m not Mrs Hirsch,” the woman said. “She owns the place. I 
just look after it for her. I’m Mrs Bell.” 

“Well, good night, Mrs Bell,” Nick said. 

“Good night,” the woman said. 

Nick walked up the dark street to the corner under the arc-light, 
and then along the car-tracks to Henry’s eating-house. George was 
inside, back of the counter. 

“Did you see Ole 5 ” 

“Yes,” said Nick “He’s in his room and he won’t go out.” 

The cook opened the door from the kitchen when he heard 
Nick’s voice. 

“I don’t even listen to it,” he said and shut the door. 

“Did you tell him about it?” George asked. 

“Sure I told him but he knows what it’s all about.” 

“What’s he going to do?” 

“Nothing ” 

“They’ll kill him.” 

“I guess they will.” 

“He must have got mixed up in something in Chicago.” 

“I guess so,” said Nick. 

“It’s a hell of a thing.” 

“It’s an awful thing,” Nick said. 

They did not say anything. George reached down for a towel 
and wiped the counter. 

“I wonder what he did?” Nick said. 
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“Double-crossed somebody. That’s what they kill them for.” 
"I’m going to get out of this town,” Nick said. 

“Yes,” said George. “That’s a good thing to do.” 

“I can’t stand to think about him waiting in the room and 
knowing he’s going to get it. It’s too damned awful.” 

“Well,” said George, “you better not think about it.” 


<**«) 



JOHN COLLIER 


/po/- 

Back for Christmas 


Although much of his work has been tn the satiric vein, John Collier has produced 
in u Back for Christmas ** a short thriller that goes about its business without a 
wasted word. Not devoid of ironic implications, it is a fine story of terror. 


“doctor,” said Major Sinclair, “we certainly must have you 
with us for Christmas.” It was afternoon and the Carpenters’ 
living room was filled with friends who had come to say last- 
minute farewells to the Doctor and his wife. 

“He shall be back,” said Mrs. Carpenter. “I promise you.” 

“It’s hardly certain,” said Dr. Carpenter. “I’d like nothing 
better, of course.” 

"After all,” said Mr. Hewitt, “you’ve contracted to lecture 
only for three months.” 

“Anything may happen,” said Dr. Carpenter. 

"Whatever happens,” said Mrs. Carpenter, beaming at them, 
“he shall be back in England for Christmas. You may all be- 
lieve me.” 

They all believed her. The Doctor himself almost believed 
her. For ten years she had been promising him foi dinner parties, 
garden parties, committees, heaven knows what, and the promises 
had always been kept. 

The farewells began. There was a fluting of compliments on 
dear Hermione’s marvellous arrangements. She and her hus- 
band would drive to Southampton that evening. They would 
embark the following day. No trains, no bustle, no last-minute 
worries Certainly the Doctor was marvellously looked after 
He would be a great success in America. Especially with Her- 
mione to see to everything. She would have a wonderful time, 
too. She would see the skyscrapers. Nothing like that in Little 
Godwearmg. But she must be very sure to bring him back. “Yes, 

1 will bring him back. You may rely upon it.” He mustn’t be 
persuaded. No extensions. No wonderful post at some super- 
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American hospital. Our infirmary needs him. And he must be 
back by Christmas. “Yes,” Mrs. Carpenter called to the last 
departing guest, “I shall see to it. He shall be back by Christ- 
inas.” 

The final arrangements for closing the house were very well 
managed. The maids soon had the tea things washed up; they 
came in, said goodbye, and were in time to catch the afternoon 
bus to Devizes. 

Nothing remained but odds and ends, locking doors, seeing 
that everything was tidy. “Go upstairs,” said Hermione, “and 
change into your brown tweeds. Empty the pockets of that suit 
before you put it in your bag. I’ll see to everything else. All you 
have to do is not to get in the way.” 

The Doctor went upstairs and took off the suit he was wearing, 
but instead of the brown tweeds, he put on an old, dirty bath 
gown, which he took from the back of his wardrobe. Then, after 
making one or two little arrangements, he leaned over the head 
of the stairs and called to his wife, “Hermione! Have you a 
moment to spare?” 

“Of course, dear. I’m just finished.” 

“Just come up here for a moment. There’s something rather 
extraordinary up here.” 

Hermione immediately came up. “Good heavens, my dear 
man!” she said when she saw her husband. “What are you loung- 
ing about in that filthy old thing for? I told you to have it 
burned long ago.” 

“Who in the world,” said the Doctor, "has dropped a gold 
chain down the bathtub drain?” 

“Nobody has, of course,” said Hermione. “Nobody wears such 
a thing.” 

"Tnen what is it doing there?” said the Doctor. “Take this 
flashlight. If you lean right over, you can see it shining, deep 
down.” 

“Some Woolworth’s bangle off one of the maids,” said Her- 
mione. “It can be nothing else.” However, she took the flash- 
light and leaned over, squinting into the dram. The Doctor, 
raising a short length of lead pipe, struck two or three times 

[ 254 ] 



Back for Christmas 

with great force and precision, and tilting the body by the 
knees, tumbled it into the tub. 

He then slipped off the bathrobe and, standing completely 
naked, unwrapped a towel full of implements and put them into 
the washbasin. He spread several sheets of newspaper on the 
floor and turned once more to his victim. 

She was dead, of course— horribly doubled up, like a somer- 
saulter, at one end of the tub. He stood looking at her for a 
very long time, thinking of absolutely nothing at all. Then he 
saw how much blood there was and his mind began to move 
again. 

First he pushed and pulled until she lay straight in the bath, 
then he removed her clothing. In a narrow bathtub this was an 
extremely clumsy business, but he managed it at last and then 
turned on the taps. The water rushed into the tub, then 
dwindled, then died away, and the last of it gurgled down the 
dram. 

‘‘Good God!” he said “She turned it off at the main.” 

There was only one thing to do: the Doctor hastily wiped his 
hands on a towel, opened the bathroom door with a clean 
corner of the towel, threw it back onto the bath stool, and ran 
downstairs, barefoot, light as a cat. The cellar door was in a 
corner of the entrance hall, under the stairs. He knew just 
where the cut-off was. He had reason to: he had been pottering 
about down there for some time past— trying to scrape out a bin 
for wine, he had told Hermione. He pushed open the cellar door, 
went down the steep steps, and just before the closing door 
plunged the cellar into pitch darkness, he put his hand on the 
tap and turned it on. Then lie felt his way back along the grimy 
wall till he came to the steps. He was about to ascend them when 
the bell rang. 

The Doctor was scarcely aware of the ringing as a sound. It was 
like a spike of iron pushed slowly up through his stomach. 
It went on until it reached his brain. Then something broke. He 
threw himself down in the coal dust on the floor and said, “I’m 
through. I’m through.” 

“They’ve got no right to come. Fools!” he said. Then he 
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heard himself panting. “None of this,” he said to himself. “None 
of this.” 

He began to revive. He got to his feet, and when the bell rang 
again the sound passed through him almost painlessly. “Let 
them go away,” he said. Then he heard the front door open. He 
said, “I don’t care.” His shoulder came up, like that of a boxer, 
to shield his face. “I give up,” he said. 

He heard people calling. “Herbert!” “Hermione!” It was the 
Wallingfords. “Damn them! They come butting in. People 
anxious to get off. All naked! And blood and coal dust! I’m 
done! I’m through! I can’t do it.” 

“Herbert!” 

“Hermione!” 

“Where the dickens can they be?” 

“The car’s there.” 

“Maybe they’ve popped round to Mrs. Liddell’s.” 

“We must see them.” 

“Or to the shops, maybe. Something at the last minute.” 

“Not Hermione. I say, listen! Isn’t that someone having a 
bath? Shall I shout? What about whanging on the door?” 

“Sh-h-h! Don’t. It might not be tactful.” 

“No harm in a shout.” 

“Look, dear. Let’s come in on our way back. Hermione said 
they wouldn’t be leaving before seven. They’re dining on the 
way, in Salisbury.” 

“Think so? All right. Only I want a last drink with old 
Herbert. He’d be hurt.” 

“Let’s hurry. We can be back by half past six.” 

The Doctor heard them walk out and the front door close 
quietly behind them. He thought, "Half past six. I can do it.” 

He crossed the hall, sprang the latch of the front door, went 
upstairs, and taking his instruments from the washbasin, finished 
what he had to do. He came down again, clad in his bath gown, 
carrying parcel after parcel of towelling or newspaper neatly 
secured with safety pins. These he packed carefully into the nar- 
row, deep hole he had made in the comer of the cellar, shovelled 
in the soil, spread coal dust over all, satisfied himself that every- 
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thing was in order, and went upstairs again. He then thoroughly 
cleansed the bath, and himself, and the bath again, dressed, and 
took his wife’s clothing and his bath gown to the incinerator. 

One or two more little touches and everything was in order 
It was only quarter past six. The Wallingfords were always late; 
he had only to get into the car and drive off. It was a pity he 
couldn’t wait till after dusk, but he could make a detour to 
avoid passing through the main street, and even if he was seen 
driving alone, people would only think Hermione had gone on 
ahead for some reason and they would forget about it. 

Still, he was glad when he had finally got away, entirely unob- 
served, on the open road, driving into the gathering dusk. He 
had to drive very carefully; he found himself unable to judge 
distances, his reactions were abnormally delayed, but that was a 
detail. When it was quite dark he allowed himself to stop the 
car on the top of the downs, in order to think. 

The stars were superb. He could see the lights of one or two 
little towns far away on the plain below him. He was exultant. 
Everything that was to follow was perfectly simple. Marion 
was waiting in Chicago. She already believed him to be a 
widower. The lecture people could be put off with a word. He 
had nothing to do but establish himself in some thriving out-of- 
the-way town in America and he was safe forever. There were 
Hermione’s clothes, of course, in the suitcases: they could be 
disposed of through the porthole. Thank heaven she wrote her 
letters on the typewriter— a little thing like handwriting might 
have prevented everything. “But there you are,’’ he said. “She 
was up-to-date, efficient all along the line. Managed everything. 
Managed herself to death, damn her I” 

“There’s no reason to get excited,” he thought. “I’ll write a 
few letters for her, then fewer and fewer. Write myself— alwa>s 
expecting to get back, never quite able to. Keep the house one 
year, then another, then another; they’ll get used to it. Might 
even come back alone in a year or two and clear it up properly. 
Nothing easier. But not for Christmasl” He started up the engine 
and was off. 

In New York he felt free at last, really free. He was safe. 

[2571 



Tales of Terror 

He could look back with pleasure— at least, after a meal, lighting 
his cigarette, he could look back with a sort of pleasure— to the 
minute he had passed in the cellar listening to the bell, the door 
and the voices. He could look forward to Marion. 

As he strolled through the lobby of his hotel, the clerk, smiling, 
held up letters for him. It was the first batch from England. 
Well, what did that matter? It would be fun dashing off the type- 
written sheets in Hermione’s downright style, signing them with 
her squiggle, telling everyone what a success his first lecture had 
been, how thrilled he was with America but how certainly she’d 
bring him back for Christmas. Doubts could creep in later. 

He glanced over the letters. Most were for Hermione. From 
the Sinclairs, the Wallingfords, the vicar, and a business letter 
from Holt & Sons, Builders and Decorators. 

He stood in the lounge, people brushing by him. He opened 
the letters with his thumb, reading here and there, smiling. They 
all seemed very confident he would be back for Christmas. 
They relied on Hermione. “That’s where they make their big 
• mistake,” said the Doctor, who had taken to American phrases. 
The builders’ letter he kept to the last. Some bill, probably. 
It was: 

Dear Madam, 

We are in receipt of your kind acceptance of estimate as below, 
and also of key. 

We beg to repeat you may have every confidence in same being 
ready in ample time for Christmas present as stated. We are 
setting men to work this week. 

We are. Madam, 

Yours faithfully, 
Paul Holt & Sons 

To excavating, building up, suitably lining one sunken wine 
bin in cellar as indicated, using best materials, making good, 
etc £18/0/0 
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Taboo 


A writer generally of psychological thrillers , Geoffrey Household has to his credit , 
among others, the novels The Third Hour and Rogue Male, as well as a volume 
of short stories — The Salvation of Pisco Gabar —from which the macabre and 
terrifying "Taboo” is taken . 

i had this story from Lewis Banning, the American; but 
as I also know Shiravieff pretty well and have heard some parts 
of it from him since, I think I can honestly reconstruct his own 
words. 

Shiravieff had asked Banning to meet Colonel Romero, and 
after lunch took them, as his habit is, into his consulting room; 
his study, I should call it, for there are no instruments or white 
enamel to make a man unpleasantly conscious of the workings 
of his own body, nor has Shiravieff, among the obscure groups of 
letters that he is entitled to write after his name, any one which 
implies a medical degree. It is a long, restful room, its harmony 
only broken by sporting trophies. The muzzle of an enormous 
wolf grins over the mantelpiece, and there are fine heads of ibex 
and aurochs on the opposite wall. No doubt Shiravieff put them 
there deliberately. His patients from the counties came in ex- 
pecting a quack doctor but at once gained confidence when they 
saw he had killed wild animals in a gentlemanly manner. 

The trophies suit him. With his peaked beard and broad 
smile, he looks more the explorer than the psychologist. His 
unvarying calm is not the priestlike quality of the doctor; it is the 
disillusionment of the traveler and exile, of one who has studied 
the best and the worst in human nature and discovered that there 
is no definable difference between them. 

Romero took a dislike to the room. He was very sensitive to 
atmosphere, though he would have denied it indignantly. 

“A lot of silly women,” he grumbled obscurely, “pouring out 
emotions.” 

They had, of course, poured out plenty of emotions from the 
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same chair that he was occupying; but, since Shiravieff made his 
reputation on cases of shell-shock, there must have been a lot 
of silly men too. Romero naturally would not mention that. He 
preferred to think that hysteria was confined to the opposite 
sex. Being a Latin in love with England, he worshiped and 
cultivated our detachment. 

“I assure you that emotions are quite harmless once they are 
out of the system,” answered Shiravieff, smiling. “It’s when they 
stay inside that they give trouble.” 

“Cd! I like people who keep their emotions inside," said 
Romero. “It is why I live in London. The English are not cold,— 
it is nonsense to say they are cold,— but they are well-bred. They 
never show a sign of what hurts them most. I like that.” 

Shiravieff tapped his long forefinger on the table in a fast, 
nervous rhythm. 

“And what if they must display emotion?” he asked irritably. 
"Shock them— shock them, you understand, so that they must! 
They can’t do it, and they are hurt for life.” 

They had never before seen him impatient. Nobody had. It 
was an unimaginable activity, as if your family doctor were to 
come and visit you without his trousers. Romero had evidently 
stirred up the depths. 

“I’ve shocked them, and they displayed plenty of emotion,” 
remarked Banning. 

“Oh, I do not mean their little conventions,” said Shiravieff 
slowly and severely. “Shock diem with some horrid fact diat 
they can’t blink away, something that would outrage the souls 
of any of us. Do you remember de Maupassant’s story of the man 
whose daughter was buried alive— how she returned from the 
grave and how all his life he kept the twitching gesture with 
which he tried to push her away? Well, if that man had shrieked 
or thrown a fit or wept all night he mightn’t have suffered from 
the twitch.” 

“Courage would have saved him,” announced the colonel 
superbly. 

“No!” shouted Shiravieff. “We’re all cowards, and the 
healthiest thing we can do is to express fear when we feel it.” 
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“The fear of death—” began Romero. 

“I am not talking about the fear of death. It is not that. It 
is our horror of breaking a taboo that causes shock. Listen to me. 
Do either of you remember the Zweibergen case in 1926?” 

"The name’s familiar,” said Banning. "But I can’t just recall 
. . . was it a haunted village?” 

“I congratulate you on your healthy mind,” said Shiravieff 
ironically. "You can forget what you don’t want to remember.” 

He offered them cigars and lit one himself. Since he hardly 
ever smoked it calmed him immediately. His grey eyes twinkled 
as if to assure them that he shared their surprise at his irritation. 
Banning had never before realized, so he said, that the anti smoke 
societies were right, that tobacco was a drug. 

"I was at Zweibergen that summer. I chose it because I wanted 
to be alone. I can only rest when I am alone,” began Shiravieff 
abruptly. "The eastern Carpathians were remote ten years ago- 
cut off from the tourists by too many frontiers. The Hungarian 
magnates who used to shoot the forests before the war had 
vanished, and their estates were sparsely settled. I didn’t expect 
any civilized company. 

"I was disappointed to find that a married couple had rented 
the old shooting box. They were obviously interesting, but I 
made no advances to them beyond passing the time of day 
whenever we met on the village street. He was English and she 
American— one of those delightful women who are wholly and 
typically American. No other country can fuse enough races to 
produce them. Her blood, I should guess, was mostly Slav. They 
thought me a surly fellow, but respected my evident desire for 
privacy— until the time when all of us in Zweibergen wanted 
listeners. Then the Vaughans asked me to dinner. 

“We talked nothing but commonplaces during the meal, 
which was, by the way, excellent. There were a joint of venison 
and some wild strawberries, I remember. We took our coffee on 
the lawn in front of the house, and sat for a moment in silence— 
the mountain silence— staring out across the valley. The pine 
forest, rising tier upon tier, was very black in the late twilight. 
White, isolated rocks were scattered through it. They looked 
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as if they might move on at any minute— like the ghosts of great 
beasts pasturing upon the treetops. Then a dog howled on the 
alp above us. We all began talking at once. About the mystery, 
of course. 

“Two men had been missing in that forest for nearly a week. 
The first of them belonged to a little town about ten miles down 
the valley, he was returning after nightfall from a short climb 
in the mountains. He might have vanished into a snowdrift or 
ravine, for the paths were none too safe. There were no climb- 
ing clubs in that district to keep them up. But it seemed to be 
some less common accident that had overtaken him. He was 
out of the high peaks. A shepherd camping on one of the lower 
alps had exchanged a good-night with him, and watched him 
disappear among the trees on his way downwards. That was the 
last that had been seen or heard of him. 

“The other was one of the search party that had gone out 
on the following day. The man had been posted as a stop, while 
the rest beat the woods towards him. It was the last drive, and 
already dark. When the line came up to his stand he was not 
there. 

“Everybody suspected wolves. Since 1914 there had been no 
shooting over the game preserves, and animal life of all sorts 
was plentiful. But the wolves were not in pack, and the search 
parties did not find a trace of blood. There were no tracks to help. 
There was no sign of a struggle. Vaughan suggested that we were 
making a mystery out of nothing— probably die two men had 
become tired of domestic routine, and taken the opportunity to 
disappear. By now, he expected, they were on their way to the 
Argentine. 

“His cool dismissal of tragedy was inhuman. He sat there, 
tall, distant, and casually strong. His face was stamped ready- 
made out of that pleasant upper-class mould. Only his firm 
mouth and thin sensitive nostrils showed that he had any per- 
sonality of his own. Kyra Vaughan looked at him scornfully. 

“ ‘Is that what you really think?’ she asked. 

" ‘Why not?’ he answered. ‘If those men had been killed it 
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must have been by something prowling about and waiting for 
its chance. And there isn’t such a thing.’ 

“ ‘If you want to believe the men aren’t dead, believe it!’ 
Kyra said. 

“Vaughan’s theory that the men had disappeared of their own 
free will was, of course, absurd, but his wife’s sudden coldness 
to him seemed to me to be needlessly impatient. I understood 
when I knew them better. Vaughan— your reserved Englishman, 
Romero!— was covering up his thoughts and fears, and chose, 
quite unconsciously, to appear stupid rather than to show his 
anxiety. She recognized the insincerity without understanding 
its cause, and it made her angry. 

“They were a queer pair, those two; intelligent, cultured, 
and so interested in themselves and each other that they needed 
more than one life to satisfy their curiosity. She was a highly 
strung creature, with swift brown eyes and a slender, eager body 
that seemed to grow like a flower from the ground under her 
feet. And natural! I don’t mean she couldn’t act. She could— 
but when she did, it was deliberate. She was defenseless before 
others’ suffering and joy, and she didn’t try to hide it. 

“Lord! She used to live through enough emotions in one day 
to last her husband for a year* 

“Not that he was unemotional. Those two were very much 
alike, though you’d never have guessed it. But he was shy of 
tears and laughter, and he had armed his whole soul against 
them. To a casual observer he seemed the calmer of the two, 
but at bottom lie was an extremist. He might have been a poet, 
a Saint Francis, a revolutionary. But was he? No! He was an 
Englishman. He knew he was in danger of being swayed by emo- 
tional ideas, of giving his life to them. And so? And so he 
balanced every idea with another, and secured peace for himself 
between the scales. She, of course, would always jump into one 
scale or the other. And he loved her for it. But his noncom- 
mittal attitudes got on her nerves.” 

“She could do no wrong in your eyes,” said Romero in- 
dignantly. His sympathies had been aroused on behalf of the 
unknown Englishman. He admired him. 
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“I adored her,” said Shiravieff frankly. “Everybody did. She 
made one live more intensely. Don’t think I undervalued him, 
however. I couldn’t help seeing how his wheels went round, but 
I liked him thoroughly. He was a man you could trust, and good 
company as well. A man of action. What he did had little relation 
to the opinions he expressed. 

“Well, after that dinner with the Vaughans I had no more 
desire for a lonely holiday; so I did the next best thing, and 
took an active interest in everything that was going on. I heard 
all the gossip, for I was staying in the general clearinghouse, the 
village inn. In the evenings I often joined the district magistrate 
as he sat in the garden with a stem of beer in front of him and 
looked over the notes of the depositions which he had taken that 
day. 

“He was a very solid functionary— a good type of man for a 
case like that. A more imaginative person would have formed 
theories, found evidence to fit them, and only added to the 
mystery. He did not want to discuss the case. No, he had no 
fear of an indiscretion. It was simply that he had nothing to say, 
and was clear-headed enough to realize it. He admitted that he 
knew no more than the villagers whose depositions filled his 
portfolio. But he was ready to talk on any other subject— 
especially politics— and our iong conversations gave me a repu 
tation for profound wisdom among the villagers. Almost I had 
the standing of a public official. 

“So, when a third man disappeared, this time from Zwei- 
bergen itself, the mayor and the village constable came to me 
for instructions. It was the local grocer who was missing. He 
had climbed up through the forest in the hope of bagging a 
blackcock at dusk. In the morning the shop did not open. Only 
then was it known that he had never returned. A solitary shot 
had been heard about 10.30 p.m., when the grocer was pre* 
sumably trudging homewards. 

“All I could do, pending the arrival of the magistrate, was 
to send out search parties. We quartered the forest, and examined 
every path. Vaughan and I, with one of the peasants, went up 
to my favorite place for blackcock. It was there, I thought, that 
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the grocer would have gone. Then we inspected every foot of 
the route which he must have taken back to the village. Vaughan 
knew something about tracking. He was one of those surprising 
Englishmen whom you may know for years without realizing 
that once there were colored men m Africa or Burma or Borneo 
who knew him still better, and drove game for him, and acknowl- 
edged him as someone juster than their gods, but no more 
comprehensible. 

“We had covered some four miles when he surprised me by 
suddenly showing interest in the undergrowth. Up to then I 
had been fool enough to think that he was doing precisely 
nothing. 

“ ‘Someone has turned aside from the path here,’ he said. ‘He 
was in a hurry. I wonder why.’ 

“A few yards from the path there was a white rock about 
thirty feet high. It was steep, but projecting ledges gave an easy 
way up. A hot spring at the foot of it bubbled out of a cavity 
hardly bigger than a fox’s earth. When Vaughan showed me 
the signs, I could see that the scrub which grew between the 
rocks and the path had been roughly pushed aside. But I pointed 
out that no one was likely to dash off the path through that 
thicket. 

“ ‘When you know you’re being followed, you like to have a 
clear space around you,’ Vaughan answered. ‘It would be com- 
forting to be on top of that rock with a gun in your hands— if 
you got there m time. Let’s go up.’ 

“The top was bare stone, with clumps of creeper and ivy 
growing from the crannies. Set back some three yards from the 
edge was a little tree, growing in a pocket of soil One side of 
its base was shattered into slivers It had received a full charge 
of shot at close quarters. The peasant crossed himself. He mur- 
mured:— 

“ ‘They say there’s always a tree between you and it.’ 

“I asked him what ‘it’ was. He didn’t answer immediately, but 
played with his stick casually, and as if ashamed, until the naked 
steel point was- in his hand. Then he muttered:— 

“ ‘The werewolf.’ 
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“Vaughan laughed and pointed to the shot marks six inches 
from the ground. 

“ ‘The werewolf must be a baby one, if ’t’s only as tall as 
that,’ he said. ‘No, the man’s gun went off as he fell. Perhaps he 
was followed too close as he scrambled up. About there is where 
his body would have fallen.’ 

“He knelt down to examine the ground. 

“ ‘What’s that?’ he asked me. ‘If it’s blood, it has something 
else with it.’ 

“There was only a tiny spot on the bare rock. I looked at it. 
It was undoubtedly brain tissue. I was surprised that there was 
no more of it. It must, I suppose, have come from a deep wound 
in the skull. Might have been made by an arrow, or a bird’s 
beak, or perhaps a tooth. 

"Vaughan slid down the rock, and prodded his stick into the 
sulphurous mud of the stream bed. Then he hunted about in 
the bushes like a dog. 

“ ‘There was no body dragged away in that direction,’ he 
said. 

“We examined the further side of the rock. It fell sheer, 
and seemed an impossible climb for man or beast. The edge was 
matted with growing things. I was ready to believe that Vaug- 
han’s eyes could tell if anything had passed that way. 

“ ‘Not a sign!’ he said. ‘Where the devil has his body gone to?’ 

“The three of us sat on the edge of the rock in silence. The 
spring bubbled and wept beneath, and the pines murmured 
above us. There was no need of a little particle of human 
substance, recognizable only to a physiologist’s eye, to tell us 
that we were on the scene of a kill. Imagination? Imagination 
is so often only a forgotten instinct. The man who ran up that 
rock wondered in his panic why he gave way to his imagination. 

“We found the magistrate in the village when we returned 
and reported our find to him. 

“ ‘Interesting! But what does it tell us?’ he said. 

“I pointed out that at least we knew the man was dead or 
dying. 
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“ ‘There’s no certain proof. Show me his body. Show me any 
motive for killing him.’ 

‘ Vaughan insisted that it was the work of an animal. The 
magistrate disagreed. If it were wolf, he said, we might have 
some difficulty in collecting the body, but none in finding it. 
And as for bear— well, they were so harmless that the idea was 
ridiculous. 

‘‘Nobody believed in any material beast, for the whole coun- 
tryside had been beaten. But tales were told in the village— 
the old tales. I should never have dreamed that those peasants 
accepted so many horrors as fact if I hadn’t heard those tales 
in the village inn. The odd tiling is that I couldn’t say then, 
and I can’t say now, that they were altogether wrong. You 
should have seen the look in those men’s eyes as old Weiss, the 
game warden, told how time after time his grandfather had fired 
point-blank at a grey wolf whom he met in the woods at twilight. 
He had never killed it until he loaded his gun with silver. Then 
the wolf vanished after the shot, but Heinrich the cobbler was 
found dying in his house with a beaten silver dollar m his belly. 

“Josef Weiss, his son, who did most of the work on the pre- 
serves and was seldom seen in the village unless he came down 
to sell a joint or two of venison, was indignant with his father. He 
was a heavily built, sullen fellow, who had read a little. There’s 
nobody so intolerant of superstition as your half-educated man. 
Vaughan, of course, agreed with him— but then capped the vil- 
lagers’ stories with such ghastly tales from native folklore and 
mediaeval literature that I couldn’t help seeing he had been 
brooding on the subject. The peasants took him seriously. They 
came and went in pairs. No one would step out into the night 
without a companion. Only the shepherd was unaffected. He 
didn’t disbelieve, but he was a mystic. He was used to passing 
to and fro under the trees at night. 

“ ‘You’ve got to be a part of those things, sir,’ he said to me, 
‘then you’ll not be afraid of them. I don’t say a man can turn 
himself into a wolf,— the Blessed Virgin protect usl— but I know 
why he’d want to.’ 

“That was most interesting. 

[267] 



Tales of Terror 

‘“I think I know too,’ I answered. ‘But what does it feel 
like?’ 

“ ‘It feels as if the woods had got under your skin, and you 
want to walk wild and crouch at the knees.’ 

“ ‘He’s perfectly right,’ said Vaughan convincingly. 

“That was the last straw for those peasants. They drew away 
from Vaughan, and two of them spat into the fire to avert his 
evil eye. He seemed to them much too familiar with the black 
arts. 

“ ‘How do you explain it?’ asked Vaughan, turning to me. 

“I told him it might have a dozen different causes, just as 
fear of the dark has. And physical hunger might also have some- 
thing to do with it. 

“I think our modem psychology is inclined to give too much 
importance to sex. We forget that man is, or was, a fleet-footed 
hunting animal equipped with all the necessary instincts. 

“As soon as I mentioned hunger, there was a chorus of assent 
—though they really didn’t know what I or the shepherd or 
Vaughan was talking about. Most of those men had experienced 
extreme hunger. The innkeeper was reminded of a temporary 
famine during the war. The shepherd told us how he had once 
spent a week stuck on the face of a cliff before he was found. 
Josef Weiss, eager to get away from the supernatural, told his 
experiences as a prisoner of war in Russia. With his companions 
he had been forgotten behind the blank walls of a fortress while 
their guards engaged in revolution. Those poor devils had been 
reduced to very desperate straits indeed. 

“For a whole week Vaughan and I were out with the search 
parties day and night. Meanwhile Kyra wore herself out trying 
to comfort the womenfolk. They couldn’t help loving her— yet 
half suspected that she herself was at the bottom of the mystery. 
I don’t blame them. They couldn’t be expected to understand 
her intense spirituality. To them she was like a creature from 
another planet, fascinating and terrifying. Without claiming 
any supernatural powers for her, I’ve no doubt that Kyra could 
have told the past, present, and future of any of those villagers 
much more accurately than the traveling gypsies. 
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“On our first day of rest I spent the afternoon with the 
Vaughans. He and I were refreshed by twelve hours’ sleep, and 
certain that we could hit on some new solution to the mystery 
that might be the right one. Kyra joined in the discussion. We 
went over the old theories again and again, but could make no 
progress. 

“ ‘We shall be forced to believe the tales they tell in the 
village,’ I said at last. 

“ ‘Why don’t you?’ asked Kyra Vaughan. 

“We both protested. Did she believe them, we asked. 

“ ‘I’m not sure,’ she answered. ‘What does it matter? But I 
know that evil has come to those men. Evil . . .’ she repeated. 

“We were startled. You smile, Romero, but you don’t realize 
how that atmosphere of the uncanny affected us. 

“Looking back on it, I see how right she was. Women— good 
Lord, they get hold of the spiritual significance of something, and 
we take them literallyl 

“When she left us I asked Vaughan whether she really be- 
lieved in the werewolf. 

“ ‘Not exactly,’ he explained. ‘What she means is that our logic 
isn’t getting us anywhere— that we ought to begin looking for 
something which, if it isn’t a werewolf, has the spirit of the 
werewolf. You see, even if she saw one, she would be no more 
worried than she is. The outward form of things impresses her 
so little.’ 

“Vaughan appreciated his wife. He didn’t know what in the 
world she meant, but he knew that there was always sense in her 
parables, even if it took one a long time to make the connection 
between what she actually said and the way in which one would 
have expressed the same thing oneself. That, after all, is what 
understanding means. 

“I asked what he supposed she meant by evil. 

“ ‘Evil?’ he replied. ‘Evil forces— something that behaves as 
it has no right to behave. She means almost — possession. Look 
here! Let’s find out in our own way what she means. Assuming 
it’s visible, let’s see this thing.' 

“It was, he still thought, an animal. Its hunting had been 
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successful, and now that the woods were quiet it would start 
again. He didn’t think it had been driven away for good. 

“ ‘It wasn’t driven away by the first search parties,’ he pointed 
out. ‘They frightened all the game for miles around, but this 
thing simply took one of them. It will come back, just as surely 
as a man-eating lion comes back. And there’s only one way to 
catch it— baitl' 

“ ‘Who’s going to be the bait?’ I asked. 

“ ‘You and I.’ 

“I suppose I looked startled. Vaughan laughed. He said that 
I was getting fat, that I would make most tempting bait. When- 
ever he made jokes in poor taste, I knew that he was perfectly 
serious. 

“ ‘What are you going to do?’ I asked. ‘Tie me to a tree and 
watch out with a gun?' 

“ ‘That’s about right, except that you needn’t be tied up— 
tnd as the idea is mine you can have first turn with the gun. Are 
you a good shot?’ 

“I am and so was he. To prove it, we practised on a target 
after dinner, and found that we could trust each other up to 
fifty yards in clear moonlight. Kyra disliked shooting. She had 
a horror of death. Vaughan’s excuse didn’t improve matters. He 
said that we were going deer stalking the next night and needed 
some practice. 

“ ‘Are you going to shoot them while they are asleep?’ she 
asked disgustedly. 

“ ‘While they are having their supper, dear.’ 

“ ‘Before, if possible,’ I added. 

“I disliked hurting her by jokes that to her were pointless, 
but we chose that method deliberately. She couldn’t be told 
the truth, and now she would be too proud to ask questions. 

“Vaughan came down to the inn the following afternoon, 
and we worked out a plan of campaign. The rock was the start- 
ing point of all our theories, and on it we decided to place the 
watcher. From the top there was a clear view of the path for 
fifty yards on either side. The watcher was to take up his stand, 
while covered by the ivy, before sunset, and at a little before ten 
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the bait was to be on the path and within shot. He should walk 
up and down, taking care never to step out of sight of the rock, 
until midnight, when the party would break up. We reckoned 
that our quarry, if it reasoned, would take the bait to be a picket 
posted in that part of the forest. 

“The difficulty was getting home. We had to go separately in 
case we were observed, and hope for the best. Eventually we 
decided that the man on the path, who might be followed, 
should go straight down to the road as fast as he could. There 
was a timber slide quite close, by which he could cut down in 
ten minutes. The man on the rock should wait awhile and then 
go home by the path. 

“ ‘Well, I shall not see you again until to-morrow morning,’ 
said Vaughan as he got up to go. ‘You’ll see me but I shan’t see 
you. Just whistle once, very softly, as I come up the path, so that 
I know you’re there.’ 

“He remarked that he had left a letter for Kyra with the 
notary in case of accidents, and added, with an embarrassed 
laugh, that he supposed it was silly. 

“I thought it was anything but silly, and said so. 

“I was on the rock by sunset. I wormed my legs and body back 
into the ivy, leaving head and shoulders free to pivot with the 
rifle. It was a little 300 with a longish barrel. I felt certain that 
Vaughan was as safe as human science and a steady hand could 
make him. 

“The moon came up, and the path was a ribbon of silver in 
front of me. There’s something silent about moonlight. It’s not 
light. It’s a state of things. When there was sound it was unex- 
pected, like the sudden shiver on the flank of a sleeping beast. A 
twig cracked now and then. An owl hooted. A fox slunk across 
the pathway, looking back over his shoulder. I wished that 
Vaughan would come. Then the ivy rustled behind me. I 
couldn’t turn round. My spine became very sensitive, and a point 
at the back of my skull tingled as if expecting a blow. It was no 
good my telling myself that nothing but a bird could possibly 
be behind me— but of course it was a bird. A nightjar whooshed 
out of the ivy, and my body became suddenly cold with sweat. 
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That infernal fright cleared all vague fears right out of me. I 
continued to be uneasy, but I was calm. 

“After a while I heard Vaughan striding up the path. Then 
he stepped within range, a bold, clear figure in the moonlight. 
I whistled softly, and he waved his hand from the wrist in 
acknowledgment. He walked up and down, smoking a cigar. The 
point of light marked his head in the shadows. Wherever he 
went, my sights were lined a yard or two behind him. At mid- 
night he nodded his head towards my hiding place and trotted 
vapidly away to the timber slide. A little later I took the path 
home. 

“The next night our roles were reversed. It was my turn to 
walk the path. I found that I preferred to be the bait. On the 
rock I had longed for another pair of eyes, but after an hour 
on the ground I did not even want to turn my head. I was quite 
content to trust Vaughan to take care of anything going on behind 
me. Only once was I uneasy. I heard, as I thought, a bird calling 
far down in the woods. It was a strange call, almost a whimper. 
It was like the little frightened exclamation of a woman. Birds 
weren’t popular with me just then. I had a crazy memory of 
some Brazilian bird which drives a hole in the back of your head 
and lives on brains. I peered down through the trees, and 
caught a flicker of white in a moonlight clearing below. It 
showed only for a split second, and I came to the conclusion 
that it must have been a ripple of wind in the silver grass. When 
the time was up I went down the timber slide and took the 
road home to the inn. I fell asleep wondering whether we 
hadn’t let our nerves run away with us. 

"I went up to see the Vaughans in the morning. Kyra looked 
pale and worried. I told her at once that she must take more 
rest. 

“ ‘She won’t,' said Vaughan. ‘She can’t resist other people’s 
troubles.’ 

“ ‘You see, I can’t put them out of my mind as easily as you,’ 
she answered provocatively. 

“ ‘Oh Lord!’ Vaughan exclaimed. ‘I’m not going to start an 
argument.’ 
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“ ‘No— because you know you’re in the wrong. Have you quite 
forgotten this horrible affair?’ 

“I gathered up the reins of the conversation, *nd gentled 
it into easier topics. As I did so, I was conscious of resistance 
from Kyra; she evidently wanted to go on scrapping. I won- 
dered why. Her nerves, no doubt, were overstrained, but she 
was too tired to wish to relieve them by a quarrel. I decided that 
she was deliberately worrying her husband to make him admit 
how he was spending his evenings. 

“That was it. Before I left, she took me apart on the pretext 
of showing me the garden and pinned the conversation to 
our shooting expeditions. Please God I’m never in the dock if the 
prosecuting counsel is a woman! As it was, I had the right to 
ask questions m my turn, and managed to slip from under her 
cross-examination without allowing her to feel it. It hurt. I 
couldn’t let her know the truth, but I hated to leave her in that 
torment of uncertainty. She hesitated an instant before she 
said good-bye to me. Then she caught my arm, and cried:— 

“ ‘Take care of him!’ 

“I smiled and told her that she was overwrought, that we 
were doing nothing dangerous. What else could I say? 

“That night, the third of the watching, the woods were alive. 
The world winch lives just below the fallen leaves— mice and 
moles and big beetles— was making its surprising stir. The night 
birds were crying. A deer coughed far up in the forest. There 
was a slight breeze blowing, and from my lair on top of the 
rock I watched Vaughan trying to catch the scents it bore. He 
crouched down in the shadows. A bear ambled across the path 
up wind, and began to grub for some succulent morsel at the 
roots of a tree. It looked as woolly and harmless as a big dog. 
Clearly neither it nor its kind were the cause of our vigil. I 
saw Vaughan smile, and knew that he was thinking the same 
thought. 

“A little after eleven the bear looked up, sniffed the air, and 
disappeared into the black bulk of the undergrowth as effort- 
lessly and completely as if a spotlight had been switched off him. 
One by one the sounds of the night ceased. Vaughan eased the 
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revolver in his pocket. The silence told its own tale. The forest 
had laid aside its business, and was watching like ourselves. 

“Vaughan walked up the path to the far end of his beat. I 
looked away from him an instant, and down the path through 
the trees my eyes caught that same flicker of white. He turned 
to come back, and by the time that he was abreast of the rock I 
had seen it again. A bulky object it seemed to be, soft white, mov- 
ing fast. He passed me, going towards it, and I lined my sights on 
the path ahead of him. Bounding up through the woods it 
came, then into the moonlight, and on to him. I was saved only 
by the extreme difficulty of the shot. I took just a fraction of a 
second longer than I needed, to make very sure of not hitting 
Vaughan. In that fraction of a second, thank God, she called 
to him I It was Kyra. A white ermine coat and her terrified run- 
ning up the path had made of her a strange figure. 

“She clung to him while she got her breath back. I heard 
her say:— 

“ ‘I was frightened. There was something after me. I know 
it.’ 

“Vaughan did not answer, but held her very close and stroked 
her hair. His upper lip curled back a little from his teeth. For 
once his whole being was surrendered to a single emotion: the 
desire to kill whatever had frightened her. 

“ ‘How did you know I was here?’ he asked. 

“ ‘I didn’t. I was looking for you. I looked for you last night, 
too.’ 

“ ‘You mad, brave girl I ’ he said. 

“ ‘But you mustn’t, mustn’t be alone. Where’s Shiravieff?’ 

“ ‘Right there.’ He pointed to the rock. 

“ ‘Why don’t you hide yourself, too?’ 

“ ‘One of us must show himself,’ he answered. 

“She understood instantly the full meaning of his reply. 

“ ‘Come back with me!’ she cried. ‘Promise me to stop it!’ 

“ ‘I’m very safe, dear,’ he answered. ‘Look!’ 

“I can hear his tense voice right now, and remember their 
exact words. Those things eat into the memory. He led her 
just below the rock. His left arm was round her. At the full 
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stretch of his right arm he held out his handkerchief by two 
comers. He did not look at me, nor alter his tone. 

“ ‘Shiravieff,’ he said, ‘make a hole in that!’ 

"It was just a theatrical bit of nonsense, for the handkerchief 
was the easiest of easy marks. At any other time I would have 
been as sure as he of the result of the shot. But what he didn’t 
know was that I had so nearly fired at another white and much 
larger mark— I was trembling so that I could hardly hold the 
rifle. I pressed the trigger. The hole in the handkerchief was 
dangerously near his hand. He put it down to bravado rather 
than bad shooting. 

"Vaughan’s trick had its effect. Kyra was surprised. She did 
not realize how easy it was, any more than she knew how much 
harder to hit is a moving mark seen in a moment of excitement. 

“ ‘But let me stay with you,’ she appealed. 

“ ‘Sweetheart, we’re going back right now. Do you think I’m 
going to allow my most precious possession to run wild in the 
woods?’ 

" ‘What about mine?’ she said, and kissed him, 

“They went away down the short cut. He made her walk a 
yard in front of him, and I caught the glint of moonlight on the 
barrel of his revolver. He was taking no risks. 

"I myself went back by the path— carelessly, for I was sure 
that every living thing had been scared away by the voices and 
the shot. I was nearly down when I knew I w?,s being followed. 
You’ve both lived in strange places— do you want me to explain 
the sensation? No? Well then, I knew I was being followed. 
I stopped and faced back up the path. Instantly something moved 
past me in the bushes, as if to cut off my retreat. I’m not super- 
stitious. Once I heard it, I felt safe, for I knew where it was. I was 
sure I could move faster down that path than anything in the 
undergrowth— and if it came out into the open, it would have to 
absorb five steel explosive bullets. I ran. So far as I could hear, it 
didn’t follow. 

“I told Vaughan the next morning what had happened. 

“ ‘I’m sorry,’ he said. ‘I had to take her back. You understand, 
don’t you?’ 
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“ ‘Of course,’ I answered in surprise. ‘What else could you do?’ 

“ ‘Well, I didn’t like leaving you alone. We had advertised our 
presence pretty widely. True, we should have frightened away 
any animal— but all we know about this animal is that it doesn’t 
behave like one. There was a chance of our attracting instead 
of frightening it. We’re going to get it to-night,’ he added 
savagely. 

“I asked if Kyra would promise to stay at home. 

“ ‘Yes. She says we’re doing our duty, and that she won’t 
interfere. Do you think this is our duty?' 

“ ‘No!’ I said. 

“ ‘Nor do I. I never feel that anything which I enjoy can 
possibly be my duty. And, by God, I enjoy this now!’ 

“I think he did enjoy it as he waited on the rock that night. 
He wanted revenge. There was no reason to believe that Kyra 
had been frightened by anything more than night and loneliness, 
but he was out against the whole set of circumstances that had 
dared to affect her. He wanted to be the bait instead of the 
watcher— I believe, with some mad hope of getting his hands 
on his enemy. IjJut I wouldn’t let him. After all, it was my turn. 

“Bait! As I walked up and down the path, the word kept run- 
ning through my\mind. There wasn’t a sound. The only moving 
thing was the mo^n which passed from treetop to treetop as the 
night wore on. I ^pictured Vaughan on the rock, the foresight 
of his rifle creeping backwards and forwards in a quarter-circle 
as it followed my movements. I visualized the line of his aim as a 
thread of light passing down and across in front of my eyes. 
Once I heard Vaughan cough. I knew that he had seen my 
nervousness and was reassuring me. I stood by a clump of bushes 
some twenty yards away, watching a silver leaf that shook as some 
tiny beast crawled up it. 

“Hot breath on the back of my neck— crushing weight on 
my shoulders— hardness against the back of my skull— the crack 
of Vaughan’s rifle— they were instantaneous, but not too swift 
for me to know all the terror of death. Something leapt away from 
me, and squirmed into the springhead beneath the rock. 
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“ ‘Are you all right?’ shouted Vaughan, crashing down through 
the ivy. 

“ ‘What was it?’ 

“ ‘A man. I’ve winged him. Come on! I’m going in after 
himl’ 

“Vaughan was berserk mad. I’ve never seen such flaming dis- 
regard of danger. He drew a deep breath, and tackled the hole 
as if it were a man’s ankles. Head and shoulders, he sloshed 
into the mud of the cavity, emptying his Winchester in front 
of him. If he couldn’t wriggle forward swiftly without drawing 
breath he would be choked by the sulphur fumes or drowned. 
If his enemy were waiting for him, he was a dead man. He 
disappeared and I followed. No, I didn’t need any courage. I 
was covered by the whole length of Vaughan’s body. But it was 
a vile moment. We’d never dreamed that anything could get in 
and out through that spring. Imagine holding your breath, 
and trying to squirm through hot water, using your hips and 
shoulders like a snake, not knowing how you would return if 
the way forward was barred. At last I was able to raise myself 
on my hands and draw a breath. Vaughan had dragged himself 
clear and was on his feet, holding a flashlight in front of him. 

“ ‘Got him!’ he said. 

“We were in a low cave under the rock. There was air from 
the cracks above us. The floor was of dry sand, for the hot stream 
flowed into the cave close to the hole by which it left. A man lay 
crumpled up at the far end of the hollow. We crossed over to him. 
He held a sort of long pistol in his hand. It was a spring humane- 
killer. The touch of that wide muzzle against my skull is not 
a pleasant memory. The muzzle is jagged, you see, so that it 
grips the scalp while the spike is released. 

“We turned the body over— it was Josef Weiss. Werewolf? 
Possession? I don't know. I would call it an atavistic neurosis. 
But that’s a name, not an explanation. 

“Beyond the body there was a hole some six feet in diameter, 
as round as if it had been bored by a rotary drill. The springs 
which had forced that passage had dried up, but the mottled- 
yellow walls were smooth as marble with the deposit left by the 
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water. Evidently Weiss had been trying to reach that opening 
when Vaughan dropped him. We climbed that natural sewer 
pipe. For half an hour the flashlight revealed nothing but the 
sweating walls of the hole. Then we were stopped by a roughly 
hewn ladder which sprawled across the passage. The rungs weie 
covered with mud, and here and there were dark stains on the 
wood. We went up. It led to a hollow evidently dug out with 
spade and chisel. The roof was of planks, with a trapdoor at one 
end. We lifted it with our shoulders, and stood up within the 
four walls of a cottage. A fire was smouldering on the open 
hearth, and as we let in the draught of air, a log burst into 
flame. A gun stood in the ingle. On a rack were some iron traps 
and a belt of cartridges. There was a table in the centre ot the 
room with a long knife on it. That was all we saw with our first 
glance. With our second we saw a lot more. Weiss had certainly 
carried his homicidal mania to extremes. I imagine his beastly 
experiences as a prisoner of war had left a kink in the poor devil’s 
mind. Then, digging out a cellar or repairing the floor, he had ac- 
cidentally discovered the dry channel beneath the cottage, and 
followed it to its hidden outlet. That turned his secret desires 
into action. He could kill and remove his victim without any 
trace. And so he let himself go. 

“At dawn we were back at the cottage with the magistrate. 
When he came out, he was violently, terribly sick. I have never 
seen a man be so sick. It cleared him. No, I’m not being humor- 
ous. It cleared him mentally. He needed none of those emotional 
upheavals which we have to employ to drive shock out of our sys- 
tem. Didn’t I tell you he was unimaginative? He handled the sub- 
tequent inquiry in a masterly fashion. He accepted as an unavoid- 
able fact the horror of the thing, but lie wouldn’t listen to tales 
which could not be proved. There was never any definite proof 
of the extra horror in which the villagers believed.” 

There was an exclamation from Lewis Banning. 

“Ah— you remember now. I thought you would. The press re- 
ported that rumor as a fact, but there was no definite proof, I 
tell you. 

“Vaughan begged me to keep it from his wife. I was to per- 
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suade her to go away at once before a breath of it could reach her. 
I was to tell her that he might have received internal injuries, and 
should be examined without delay. He himself believed the tale 
that was going round, but he was very conscious of his poise. I 
suspect that he was feeling a little proud of himself— proud that 
he was unaffected. But he dreaded the effect of the shock on Ins 
wife. 

“We were too late. The cook had caught the prevailing fever, 
and told that unpleasant rumor to Kyra. She ran to her husband, 
deadly pale, desperate, instinctively seeking protection against 
the blow. He could protect himself, and would have given his 
life to be able to protect her. He tried, but only gave her words 
and more words. He explained that looking at the affair calmly it 
didn’t matter; that no one could have known; that the best thing 
was to forget it; and so on. It was absurd. As if anyone who be- 
lieved what was being said could look at the affair calmly! 

“Sentiments of that kind were no comfort to his wife. She ex- 
pected him to show his horror, not to isolate himself as if he had 
shut down a lid, not to leave her spiritually alone. She cried out at 
him that he had no feeling and rushed to her room Perhaps I 
should have given her a sedative, but I didn’t. I knew that the 
sooner she had it out with herself, the better, and that her mind 
was healthy enough to stand it. 

“I said so to Vaughan, but he did not understand Emotion, he 
thought, was dangerous. It mustn’t be let loose. He wanted to tell 
her again not to ‘worry.’ He didn’t see that he was the only person 
within ten miles who wasn’t ‘worried.’ 

“She came down later. She spoke to Vaughan scornfully, coldly, 
as if she had found him unfaithful to her. She said to him-— 

“ ‘I can’t see the woman again. Tell her to go will you?’ 

“She meant the cook. Vaughan challenged her. He was just 
obstinately logical and fair. 

“ ‘It’s not her fault,’ he said. ‘She’s an ignorant woman, not an 
anatomist. We’ll call her in, and you’ll see how unjust you are.’ 

“ ‘Oh no!’ she cried— and then checked herself. 

“ ‘Send for her then! ’ she said. 

"The cook came in. How could she know, she sobbed— she 
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had noticed nothing— she was sure that what she had bought 
from Josef Weiss was really venison— she didn’t think for a mo- 
ment. . . . Well, blessed are the simple! 

“ ‘My God! Be quiet!’ Kyra burst out. ‘You all of you think 
what you want to think. You all lie to yourselves and pretend and 
have no feelings!’ 

“I couldn’t stand any more. I begged her not to torture herself 
anu not to torture me. It was the right note. She took my hands 
and asked me to forgive her. Then the tears came. She cried, I 
think, till morning. At breakfast she had a wan smile foi both of 
us, and I knew that she was out of danger— clear of the shock for 
good. They left for England the same day. 

“I met them in Vienna two years ago, and they dined with me. 
We never mentioned Zweibergen. They still adored one another, 
and still quarreled. It was good to hear them talk and watch them 
feeling for each other’s sympathy. 

“Vaughan refused his meat at dinner, and said that he had be- 
come a vegetarian. 

“ ‘Why?’ I asked deliberately. 

“He answered that he had recently had a nervous breakdown— 
could eat nothing, and had nearly died. He was all right now, he 
said, no trace of the illness remained but this distaste for meat 
. . . it had come over him quite suddenly ... he could not 
think why. 

“I tell you the man was absolutely serious. He could not think 
why. Shock had lain hidden in him for ten years, and then had 
claimed its penalty.” 

“And you?” asked Banning. “How did you get clear of shock? 
You had to control your emotions at the time.” 

“A fair question,” said Shiravieff. “I’ve been living under a 
suspended sentence. There have been days when I thought I 
should visit one of my colleagues and ask him to clean up the 
mess. If I could only have got the story out of my system, it would 
have helped a lot— but I couldn’t bring myself to tell it.” 

“You have just told it,” said Colonel Romero solemnly. 
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In sptte of a very active political career , in the course of which he was repeated!) 
elected to Parliament and also served as Secretary of State for the Colonies m tht 
Tory cabinet of 1858, Edward Bulwer-Lytton, first Baron Lytton, somehow found 
the time to go on with his wrttmg His works include society and historical novels 
—of which Rienzi and The Last Days of Pompeii are the best known— as well as 
the plays Richelieu, The Lady of Lyons and Money, and a number of horror 
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“The Haunters and the Haunted”— also printed under the name of “The House 
and the Brain”— was first published 111 Blackwood’s Magazine in 1859 It appeared 
subsequently in a severely cut version— the last quarter, beginning with the words 
“But my story is not yet done” having been dropped We have restored the 
omitted material, and the story ts printed here complete in its original form 


a friend of mine, who is a man of letters and a philosopher, 
said to me one day, as if between jest and earnest, “Fancy! since 
we last met I have discovered a haunted house in the midst of 
London ” 

“Really haunted? and by what— ghosts?’’ 

“Well, I can’t answer these questions; all I know is this: six 
weeks ago I and my wife were in search of a furnished apartment. 
Passing a quiet street, we saw on the window of one of the houses 
a bill, ‘Apartments Furnished ’ The situation suited us; we en- 
tered the house, liked the rooms, engaged them by the week, and 
left them the third day. No power on earth could have reconciled 
my wife to stay longer, and I don’t wonder at it.” 

“What did you see?” 

“Excuse me; I have no desire to be ridiculed as a superstitious 
dreamer, nor, on the other hand, could I ask you to accept on my 
affirmation what you would hold to be incredible, without the 
evidence of your own senses. Let me only say this: it was not so 
much what we saw or heard (in which you might fairly suppose 
that we were the dupes of our own excited fancy, or the victim.* 
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of imposture in others) that drove us away, as it was an undefin- 
able terror which seized both of us whenever we passed by the 
door of a certain unfurnished room, in which we neither saw 
nor heard anything; and the strangest marvel of all was that for 
once in my life I agreed with my wife, silly woman though she be, 
and allowed after the third night that it was impossible to stay a 
fourth m that house. 

“Accordingly, on the fourth morning I summoned the woman 
who kept the house and attended on us, and told her that the 
rooms did not quite suit us, and we would not stay out our week. 
She said dryly: 

“ ‘I know why; you have stayed longer than any othei lodger. 
Few ever stayed a second night; none before you a third. But I 
take it that they have been very kind to you.’ 

“ ‘They— who?’ I asked, affecting a smile. 

“ ‘Why, they who haunt the house, whoever they are; I don’t 
mind them; I remember them many years ago, when I lived in 
this house not as a servant; but I know they will be the death of 
me some day. I don’t care— I’m old and must die soon anyhow; 
and then I shall be with them, and in this house still.’ 

“The woman spoke with so dreary a calmness that really it was 
a sort of awe that prevented my conversing with her further. I 
paid for my week, and too happy were I and my wife to get off 
so cheaply.” 

“You excite my curiosity,” said I; “nothing I should like better 
than to sleep in a haunted house. Pray give me the address of the 
one which you left so ignominiously.” 

My friend gave me the address; and when we parted I walked 
straight toward the house thus indicated. 

It is situated on the north side of Oxford Street, in a dull but 
respectable thoroughfare. I found the house shut up, no bill on 
the window, and no response to my knock. As I was turning away, 
a beer-boy, collecting pewter pots at the neighboring areas, said 
to me, “Do you want any one at that house, sir?” 

“Yes; I heard it was to be let.” 

“Let! Why, the woman who kept it is dead; has been dead these 
three weeks; aiid no one can be found to stay there, though Mr. 
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J — offered ever so much. He offered mother, who chars for him, 
one pound a week just to open and shut the windows, and she 
would not.” 

"Would not! and why?” 

"The house is haunted; and the old woman who kept it was 
found dead in her bed with her eyes wide open. They say the devil 
strangled her.” 

“Pooh! You speak of Mr. J . Is he the owner of the house?” 

“Yes.” 

"Where does he live?” 

"In G Street, No. — .” 

"What is he— in any business?” 

“No, sir, nothing particular; a single gentleman.” 

I gave the pot-boy the gratuity earned by his liberal informa- 
tion, and proceeded to Mr. J in G — Street, which was close 

by the street that boasted the haunted house. I was lucky enough 
to find Mr. J at home; an elderly man with intelligent counte- 

nance and prepossessing manners. 

I communicated my name and my business frankly. I said I 
heard the house was considered to be haunted; that I had a strong 
desire to examine a house with so equivocal a reputation; that I 
should be greatly obliged if he would allow me to hire it, though 
only for a night. I was willing to pay for that privilege whatever 
he might be inclined to ask. 

"Sir,” said Mr. J , with great courtesy, “the house is at your 

service for as short or as long a time as you please Rent is out of 
the question; the obligation will be on my side, should you be 
able to discover the cause of the strange phenomena which at 
present deprive it of all value. I cannot let it, for I cannot even 
get a servant to keep it in order or answer the door. 

“Unluckily, the house is haunted, if I may use that expression, 
not only by night but by day; though at night the disturbances 
are of a more unpleasant and sometimes of a more alarming char- 
acter. The poor old woman who died in it three weeks ago was a 
pauper whom I took out of a workhouse; for in her childhood she 
had been known to some of my family, and had once been in 
such good circumstances that she had rented that house of my 
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uncle. She was a woman of superior education and strong mind, 
and was the only person I could ever induce to remain in the 
house. Indeed, since her death, which was sudden, and the 
coroner’s inquest, which gave it a notoriety in the neighborhood, 
I have so despaired of finding any person to take charge of it, 
much more a tenant, that I would most willingly let it rent free for 
a year to any one who would pay its rates and taxes.” 

"How long ago did the house acquire this character?” 

“That I can scarcely tell you, but many years since; the old 
woman I spoke of said it was haunted when she rented it, between 
thirty and forty years ago. The fact is that my life has been spent m 
the East Indies, and in the civil service of the East India Com- 
pany. 

“I returned to England last year, on inheriting the fortune of 
an uncle, among whose possessions was the house in question. I 
found it shut up and uninhabited. I was told that it was haunted, 
and no one would inhabit it. I smiled at what seemed to me so 
idle a story. 

“I spent some money in repainting and roofing it, added to its 
old-fashioned furniture a few modern articles, advertised it, and 
obtained a lodger for a year. He was a colonel retired on half 
pay. He came in with his family, a son and a daughter, *nd four 
or five servants; they all left the house the next day, and although 
they deponed that they had all seen something different, that 
something was equally terrible to all. I really could not in con- 
science sue, or even blame, the colonel for breach of agreement. 

"Then I put in the old woman I have spoken of. and she was em- 
powered to let the house in apartments. I never had one lodgei 
who stayed more than three days. I do not tell you their stories; 
to no two lodgers have exactly the same phenomena been re- 
peated. It is better that you should judge for yourself than enter 
the 1 souse with an imagination influenced by previous narratives; 
only be prepared to see and to hear something or other, and take 
whatever precautions you yourself please.” 

“Have you never had a curiosity yourself to pass a night in 
that house?” 

“Yes; I passed, not a night, but three hours in broad daylight 
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alone in that house. My curiosity is not satisfied, but it is 
quenched. I have no desire to renew the experiment. You cannot 
complain, you see, sir, that I am not sufficiently candid; and un- 
less your interest be exceedingly eager and your nerves unusually 
strong, I honestly add that I advise you not to pass a night in that 
house.” 

“My interest is exceedingly keen,” said I; “and though only a 
coward will boast of his nerves in situations wholly unfamiliar 
to him, yet my nerves have been seasoned in such variety of danger 
that I have the right to rely on them, even in a haunted house.” 

Mr. J said very little more; he took the keys of the house out 

of his bureau, and gave them to me; and, thanking him cordially 
for his frankness and his urbane concession to my wish, I carried 
off my prize. 

Impatient for the experiment, as soon as I reached home I sum- 
moned my confidential servant— a young man of gay spirits, fear- 
less temper, and as free from superstitious prejudice as anyone I 
could think of. 

"F ,” said I, “you remember in Germany how disappointed 

we were at not finding a ghost in that old castle which was said to 
be haunted by a headless apparition? Well, I have heard of a house 
in London which, I have reason to hope, is decidedly haunted. 
I mean to sleep there to-night From what I hear, there is no 
doubt that something will allow itself to be seen or to be heard— 
something perhaps excessively horrible. Do you think, if I take 
you with me, I may rely on your presence of mind, whatever may 
happen?” 

“Oh, sir; pray trust me’” said he, grinning with de’ight. 

“Very well, then, here are the keys of the house; this is .he 
address. Go now, select for me any bedroom you please; and since 
the house has not been inhabited for weeks, make up a good fire, 
air the bed well; see, of course, that there are candles as well as 
fuel. Take with you my revolver and my dagger— so much for my 
weapons— arm yourself equally well; and if we are not a match 
for a dozen ghosts, we shall be but a sorry couple of Englishmen.” 

I was engaged for the rest of the day on business so urgent that 
I had not leisure to think much on the nocturnal adventure to 
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which I had plighted my honor. I dined alone and very late, and 
while dining read, as is my habit. The volume I selected was one 
of Macaulay’s essays. I thought to myself that I would take the 
book with me; there was so much of healthfulness in the style, and 
practical life in the subjects, that it would serve as an antidote 
against the influences of superstitious fancy 

Accordingly, about half-past nine I put the book into my pocket 
and strolled leisurely toward the haunted house. I took with me a 
favorite dog— an exceedingly sharp, bold, and vigilaut bull-ter- 
rier, a dog fond of prowling about strange ghostly corners and 
passages at night in search of rats, a dog of dogs for a ghost. 

It was a summer night, but chilly, the sky somewhat gloomy 
and overcast; still there was a moon— faint and sickly, but still a 
moon— and if the clouds permitted, after midnight it would be 
brighter. 

I reached the house, knocked, and my servant opened with a 
cheerful smile. 

“AH right, sir, and very comfortable.” 

"Oh!” said I, rather disappointed, “have you not seen nor 
heard anything remarkable?” 

“Well, sir, I must own that I have heard something queer.” 

“What?— what?” 

“The sound of feet pattering behind me, and once or twice 
small noises like whispers close at my ear; nothing more.” 

“You are not at all frightened?” 

“I! Not a bit of it, sir!” 

And the man’s bold look reassured me on one point, namely, 
that, happen what might, he would not desert me. 

We were in the hall, the street door closed, and my attention 
was now drawn to my dog. He had at first run in eagerly enough, 
but had sneaked back to the door, and was scratching and whining 
to get out. After I had patted lnm on the head and encouraged 
him gently, the dog seemed to reconcile himself to the situation, 

and followed me and F through the house, but keeping close 

at my heels, instead of hurrying inquisitively in advance, which 
was Yus usual and normal Yiabit in all strange places. 
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We first visited the subterranean apartments, the kitchen and 
other offices, and especially the cellars, in which last were two or 
three bottles of wine still left in a bin, covered with cobwebs, and 
evidently, by their appearance, undisturbed for many years. It 
was clear that the ghosts were not wine-bibbers. 

For the rest, we discovered nothing of interest. There was a 
gloomy little back yard, with very high walls The stones of this 
yard were very damp; and what with the damp and what with the 
dust and smoke-grime on the pavement, our feet left a slight im- 
pression where we passed. 

And now appeared the first strange phenomenon witnessed by 
myself in this strange abode. 

I saw, just before me, the print of a foot suddenly form itself, 
as it were. I stopped, caught hold of my servant, and pointed to 
it. In advance of that footprint as suddenly dropped another. We 
both saw it. I advanced quickly to the place; the footprint kept 
advancing before me, a small footprint— the foot of a child; the 
impression was too faint thoroughly to distinguish the shape, but 
it seemed to us both that it was the print of a naked foot. 

This phenomenon ceased when we arrived at the opposite 
wall, nor did it repeat itself when we returned. We remounted 
the stairs and entered the rooms on the ground floor— a dining- 
parlor, a small back-parlor, and a still smaller third room that had 
probably been appropriated to a footman— all still as death. 

We then visited the drawing-rooms, which seemed fresh and 
new. In the front room I seated myself in an arm-chair. F — 
placed on the table the candlestick with which he had lighted us. I 
told him to shut the door. As he turned to do so, a chair opposite 
to me moved from the wall quickly and noiselessly, and dropped 
itself about a yard from my own chair, immediately fronting it. 

"Why, this is better than the turning-tables,” said I, laughing; 
and as I laughed, my dog put back his head and howled. 

F , coming back, had not observed the movement of the 

chair. He employed himself now in stilling the dog. I continued 
to gaze on the chair, and fancied I saw on it a pale, blue, misty 
outline of a human figure; but an outline so indistinct that I 
could only distrust my own vision. The dog was now quiet. 
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“Put back the chair opposite to me,” said I to F — ; “put it back 
to the wall.” 

F obeyed. 

“Was that you, sir?” said he, turning abruptly. 

“I— what?” 

“Why, something struck me. I felt it sharply on the shoulder, 
just here.” 

“No,” said I, “but we have jugglers present, and though we may 
not discover their tricks, we shall catch them, before they frighten 
us.” 

We did not stay long in the drawing-rooms; in fact, they felt so 
damp and so chilly that I was glad to get to the fire upstairs. We 
locked the doors of the drawing-rooms— a precaution which, I 
should observe, we had taken with all the rooms we had searched 
below. 

The bedroom my servant had selected for me was the best on 
the floor; a large one, with two windows fronting the street. The 
four-posted bedstead, which took up no inconsiderable space, was 
opposite to the fire, which burned clear and bright; a door in the 
wall to the left, between the bed and the window, communicated 
with the room which my servant appropriated to himself. This 
last was a small room with a sofa-bed, and had no communication 
with the landing-place; no other door but that which conducted 
to the bedroom I was to occupy. 

On either side of my fireplace was a cupboard, without locks, 
flush with the wall, and covered with the same dull-brown paper. 
We examined these cupboards, only hooks to suspend female 
dresses-nothing else. We sounded the walls; evidently solid— 
the outer walls of the building. 

Having finished the survey of these apartments, warmed myself 
a few moments, and lighted my cigar, I then, still accompanied by 

F , went forth to complete my reconnoiter. In the landing-place 

there was another door; it was closed firmly. 

“Sir,” said my servant in surprise, “I unlocked this door with 
all the others when I first came in; it cannot have got locked from 
the inside, for it is a—” 

Before he had finished his sentence, the door, which neither of 

[290] 



The Haunters and the Haunted 

us was then touching, opened quietly of itself. We looked at each 
other a single instant. The same thought seized both: some 
human agency might be detected here. I rushed in first, my 
servant followed. A small, blank, dreary room without furni- 
ture, a few empty boxes and hampers in a comer, a small window, 
the shutters closed— not even a fireplace— no other door but that 
by which we had entered, no carpet on the floor, and the floor 
seemed very old, uneven, worm-eaten, mended here and there, 
as was shown by the whiter patches on the wood; but no living 
being, and no visible place in which a living being could have 
hidden. 

As we stood gazing round, the door by which we had entered 
closed as quietly as it had before opened; we were imprisoned. 

For the first time I felt a creep of undefinable horror. Not so 
my servant. 

“Why, they don’t think to trap us, sir; I could break that 
ti umpery door with a kick of my foot.” 

"Try first if it will open to your hand,” said I, shaking off the 
vague apprehension that had seized me, “while I open the shut- 
ters and see what is without.” 

I unbarred the shutters; the window looked on the little back 
yard I have before described; there was no ledge without, nothing 
but sheer descent. No man getting out of that window would have 
found any footing til! he had fallen on the stones below. 

F meanwhile was vainly attempting to open the door. He 

now turned round to me and asked my permission to use force. 
And I should here state, in justice to the servant, that, far from 
evincing any superstitious terror, his nerve, composure, and even 
gaiety amid circumstances so extraordinary, compelled my ad- 
miration and made me congratulate myself on having secured a 
companion in every way fitted to the occasion. I willingly gave 
him the permission he required. But, though he was a remarkably 
strong man, his force was as idle as his milder efforts; the door 
did not even shake to his stoutest kick. 

Breathless and panting, he desisted. I then tried the door my- 
self, equally in vain. As I ceased from the effort, again that creep 
of horror came over me; but this time it was more cold at/d stub 
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bom. I felt as if some strange and ghastly exhalation were rising 
from the chinks of that rugged floor and filling the atmosphere 
with a venomous influence hostile to human life. 

The door now very slowly and quietly opened as of its own 
accord. We precipitated ourselves onto the landing-place. We 
both saw a large, pale light— as large as the human figure, but 
shapeless and unsubstantial— move before us and ascend the 
stairs that led from the landing into the attics. 

I followed the light, and my servant followed me. It entered, 
to the right of the landing, a small garret, of which the door stood 
open. I entered in the same instant. The light then collapsed into 
a small globule, exceedingly brilliant and vivid, rested a moment 
on a bed in the comer, quivered, and vanished. 

We approached the bed and examined it— a half-tester, such as 
is commonly found in attics devoted to servants. On the drawers 
that stood near it we perceived an old faded silk kerchief, with the 
needle still left in the rent half repaired. The kerchief was cov- 
ered with dust; probably it had belonged to the old woman who 
had last died there, and this might have been her sieeping-room. 

I had sufficient curiosity to open the drawers; there were a few 
odds and ends of female dress, and two letters tied round with a 
narrow ribbon of faded yellow. I took the liberty to possess myself 
of the letters. We found nothing else in the room worth noticing, 
nor did the light reappear; but we distinctly heard, as we turned 
to go, a pattering footfall on the floor just before us. 

We went through the other attics (in all four), the footfall still 
preceding us. Nothing to be seen, nothing but the footfall heard. 
I had the letters in my hand; just as I was descending the stairs I 
distinctly felt my wrist seized, and a faint, soft effort made to draw 
the letters from my clasp. I only held them the more tightly, and 
the effort ceased. 

We regained the bedchamber appropriated to myself, and I 
then remarked that my dog had not followed us when we had left 
it. He was thrusting himself close to the fire and trembling. I was 
impatient to examine the letters; and while I read them my serv- 
ant opened a little box in which he had deposited the weapons I 
%ad ordered him to bring, took them out, placed them on a table 
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close at my bed-head, and then occupied himself in soothing ttor 
dog, who, however, seemed to heed him very little. 

The letters were short; they were dated— the dates exactly 
thirty-five years ago. They were evidently from a lover to his mis 
tress, or a husband to some young wife. Not only the terms of ex 
pression, but a distinct reference to a former voyage indicated the 
writer to have been a seafarer. The spelling and handwriting 
were those of a man imperfectly educated; but still the language 
itself was forcible. In the expressions of endearment there was a 
kind of rough, wild love; but here and there were dark, unin- 
telligible hints at some secret not of love— some secret that seemed 
of crime. 

“We ought to love each other,” was one of the sentences I re- 
member, “for how everyone else would execrate us if all was 
known ” 

Again: “Don’t let anyone be in the same room with you at 
night— you talk in your sleep.” 

And again. “What’s done can’t be undone; and I tell you there’s 
nothing against us, unless the dead should come to life.” 

Here was interlined, in a better handwriting (a female’s), 
“They do!” 

At the end of the letter latest in date the same female hand had 
written these words: 

“Lost at sea the 4th of June, the same day as—” 

I put down the letters, and began to muse over their contents. 

Fearing, however, that the train of thought into which I fell 
might unsteady my nerves, I fully determined to keep my mind in 
a fit state to cope with whatever of the marvelous the advancing 
night might bring forth. I roused myself, laid the letters on the 
table, stirred up the fire, which was still bright and cheering, and 
opened my volume of Macaulay. 

I read quietly enough till about half-past eleven. I then threw 
myself dressed upon the bed, and told my servant he might retire 
to his own room, but must keep himself awake. I bade him leave 
open the doors between the two rooms. Thus alone I kept two 
candles burning on the table by my bed-head. I placed my watch 
beside the weapons, and calmly resumed my Macaulay. Opposite 
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to me the fire burned clear, and on the hearth-rug, seemingly 
asleep, lay the dog. In about twenty minutes I felt an exceedingly 
cold air pass by my cheek, like a sudden draft. I fancied the door 
to my right, communicating with the landing-place, must have 
got open; but no, it was closed. 

I then turned my glance to the left, and saw the flames of the 
candles violently swayed as by a wind. At the same moment the 
watch beside the revolver softly slid from the table— softly, softly 
—no visible hand— it was gone. I sprang up, seizing the revolver 
with the one hand, the dagger with the other: I was not willing 
that my weapons should share the fate of the watch. 

Thus armed, I looked round the floor- no sign of the watch. 
Three slow, loud, distinct knocks were now heard at the bed- 
head; my servant called out: 

“Is that you, sir?” 

“No; be on your guard.” 

The dog now roused himself and sat on his haunches, his ears 
moving quickly backward and forward. He kept his eyes fixed on 
me with a look so strange that he concentered all my attention on 
himself. Slowly he rose, all his hair bristling, and stood perfectly 
rigid, and with the same wild stare. 

I had no time, however, to examine the dog. Presently my serv- 
ant emerged from his room, and if I ever saw horror in the human 
face, it was then. I should not have recognized him had we met in 
the streets, so altered was every lineament. He passed by me 
quickly, saying, in a whisper that seemed scarcely to come from 
his lips: 

"Run! run! It is after me!” 

He gained the door to the landing, pulled it open, and rushed 
forth. I followed him onto the landing involuntarily, calling him 
to stop; but, without heeding me, he bounded down the stairs, 
clinging to the balusters and taking several steps at a time. I heard, 
where I stood, the street door open, heard it again clap to. 

I was left alone in the haunted house. 

It was but for a moment that I remained undecided whether or 
not to follow my servant; pride and curiosity alike forbade so 
dastardly a flight. I re-entered my room, closing the door after me, 
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and proceeded cautiously into the interior chamber. I encoun- 
tered nothing to justify my servant’s terror. 

I again carefully examined the walls, to see if there were any 
concealed door. I could find no trace of one— not even a seam in 
the dull-brown paper with which the room was hung. How 
had the thing, whatever it was, which had so scared him, obtained 
ingress, except through my own chamber? 

I returned to my room, shut and locked the door that opened 
upon the interior one, and stood on the hearth, expectant and 
prepared. 

I now perceived that the dog had slunk into an angle of the 
wall, and was pressing close against it, as if literally striving to 
force his way into it. I approached the animal and spoke to it; 
the poor brute was evidently beside itself with terror. It showed 
all its teeth, the slaver dropping from its jaws, and would certainly 
have bitten me if I had touched it. It did not seem to recognize 
me. Whoever has seen at the Zoological Gardens a rabbit fas- 
cinated by a serpent, cowering in a corner, may form some idea 
of the anguish which the dog exhibited. 

Finding all efforts to soothe the animal in vain, and fearing 
that his bite might be as venomous in that state as if in the madness 
of hydrophobia, I left him alone, placed my weapons on the table 
beside the fire, seated myself, and recommenced my Macaulay 

Perhaps, in order not to appear seeking credit for a courage, 
rather a coolness, which the reader may conceive I exaggerate, 1 
may be pardoned if 1 pause to indulge in one or two egotistical 
remarks. 

As I hold presence of mind, or what is called courage, to be 
precisely proportioned to familiarity with the circumstances that 
lead to it, so I should say that I had been long sufficiently familiar 
with all experiments that appertain to the marvelous. I had wit- 
nessed many very extraordinary phenomena in various parts of 
the world— phenomena that would be either totally disbelieved 
if I stated them, or ascribed to supernatural agencies. 

Now, my theory is that the supernatural is the impossible, and 
that what is called supernatural is only a something in the laws of 
nature of which we have been hitherto ignorant. Therefore, if a 
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ghost rise before me, I have not the right to say, “So, then, the 
supernatural is possible,” but rather, “So, then, the apparition of 
a ghost is, contrary to received opinion, within the laws of nature, 
namely, not supernatural.” 

Now, in all that I had hitherto witnessed, and indeed in all the 
wonders which the amateurs of mystery in our age record as 
facts, a material living agency is always required. On the Con- 
tinent you will still find magicians who assert that they can raise 
spirits. Assume for a moment that they assert truly, still the living 
material form of the magician is present; he is the material agency 
by which, from some constitutional peculiarities, certain strange 
phenomena are represented to your natural senses. 

Accept, again, as truthful the tales of spirit manifestation in 
America— musical or other sounds, writings on paper, produced 
by no discernible hand, articles of furniture moved without ap- 
parent human agency, or the actual sight and touch of hands, to 
which no bodies seem to belong— still there must be found the 
medium, or living being, with constitutional peculiarities capable 
of obtaining these signs. 

In fine, in all such marvels, supposing even that there is no 
imposture, there must be a human being like ourselves, by whom 
or through whom the effects presented to human beings are pro- 
duced. It is so with the now familiar phenomena of mesmerism 
or electro-biology; the mind of die person operated on is affected 
through a material living agent. 

Nor, supposing it true that a mesmerized patient can respond to 
the will or passes of a mesmenzer a hundred miles distant, is the 
response less occasioned by a material being. It may be through a 
material fluid, call it Electric, call it Odic, call it what you will, 
wh ich has the power of traversing space and passing obstacles, that 
the material effect is communicated from one to the other. 

Hence, all that I had hitherto witnessed, or expected tc wit- 
ness, in this strange house, I believed to be occasioned through 
some agency or medium as mortal as myself; and this idea neces- 
sarily prevented the awe with which those who regard as super- 
natural things that are not within the ordinary operations of 
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nature might have been impressed by the adventures of that mem- 
orable night. 

As, then, it was my conjecture that all that was presented, or 
would be presented, to my senses, must originate in some human 
being gifted by constitution with the power so to present them, 
and having some motive so to do, I felt an interest in my theory 
which, in its way, was rather philosophical than superstitious. 
And I can sincerely say that I was in as tranquil a temper for 
observation as any practical experimentalist could be in await- 
ing the effects of some rare though perhaps perilous chemical 
combination. Of course, the more I kept my mind detached from 
fancy the more the temper fitted for observation would be ob- 
tained, and I therefore riveted eye and thought on the strong day- 
light sense in the page of my Macaulay. 

I now became aware that something interposed between the 
page and the light: the page was overshadowed. I looked up and 
saw what I shall find very difficult, perhaps impossible, to de- 
scribe. 

It was a darkness shaping itself out of the air in very undefined 
outline. I cannot say it was of a human form, and yet it had more 
of a resemblance to a human form, or rather shadow, than any- 
thing else. As it stood, wholly apart and distinct from the air and 
the light around it, its dimensions seemed gigantic; the summit 
nearly touched the ceiling. 

While I gazed, a feeling of intense cold seized me. An iceberg 
before me could not more have chilled me, nor could the cold of 
an iceberg have been more purely physical. I feel convinced that 
it was not the cold caused by fear. As I continued to gaze, I 
thought— but this I cannot say with precision— that I distin- 
guished two eyes looking down on me from the height. One mo- 
ment I seemed to distinguish them clearly, the next they seemed 
gone; but two rays of a pale, blue light frequently shot through 
the darkness, as from the height on which I half believed, half 
doubted, that I had encountered the eyes. 

I strove to speak; my voice utterly failed me. I could only 
think to myself, “Is this fear? it is not fearl’’ I strove to rise, in 
vain; I felt as weighed down by an irresistible force. Indeed, my 
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impression was that of an immense and overwhelming power 
opposed to my volition; that sense of utter inadequacy to cope 
with a force beyond man’s, which one may feel physically in a 
storm at sea, in a conflagration, or when confronting some ter- 
rible wild beast, or rather, perhaps, the shark of the ocean, I felt 
morally. Opposed to my will was another will, as far superior to 
its strength as storm, fire, and shark are superior in material force 
to the force of man. 

And now, as this impression grew on me, now came, at last, 
horror— horror to a degree that no words can convey. Still I re- 
tained pride, if not courage; and in my own mind I said, “This is 
horror, but it is not fear; unless I fear, I cannot be harmed; my 
reason rejects this thing; it is an illusion, I do not fear.” 

With a violent effort I succeeded at last in stretching out my 
hand toward the weapon on the table; as I did so, on the arm and 
shoulder I received a strange shock, and my arm fell to my side 
powerless. And now, to add to my horror, the light began slowly 
to wane from the candles; they were not, as it were, extinguished, 
but their flame seemed very gradually withdrawn; it was the same 
with the fire, the light was extracted from the fuel, in a few min- 
utes the room was in utter darkness. 

The dread that came over me to be thus in the dark with that 
dark thing, whose power was so intensely felt, brought a reaction 
of nerve. In fact, terror had reached that climax that either my 
senses must have deserted me, or I must have burst through the 
spell. 

I did burst through it. 

I found voice, though the voice was a shriek. I remember that 
I broke forth with words like these, “I do not fear, my soul does 
not fear”; and at the same time I found strength to rise. 

Still in that profound gloom, I rushed to one of the windows, 
tore aside the curtain, flung open the shutters; my first thought 
was, LIGHT. 

And when I saw the moon, high, clear, and calm, I felt a joy 
that almost compensated for the previous terror. There was the 
moon, there was also the light from the gas-lamps in the deserted, 
slumberous street. 3 turned to look back into the room, the moon 
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penetrated its shadow very palely and partially, but still there 
was light. The dark thing, whatever it might be, was gone; except 
that I could yet see a dim shadow, which seemed the shadow of that 
shade, against the opposite wall. 

My eye now rested on the table, and from under the table 
(which was without cloth or cover, an old mahogany round 
table) rose a hand, visible as far as the wrist. It was a hand, seem- 
ingly, as much of flesh and blood as my own, but the hand of an 
aged person, lean, wrinkled, small too, a woman’s hand. That 
hand very softly closed on the two letters that lay on the table; 
hand and letters both vanished. Then came the same three loud 
measured knocks I had heard at the bed-head before this extraor- 
dinary drama had commenced. 

As these sounds slowly ceased, I felt the whole room vibrate 
sensibly, and at the far end rose, as from the floor, sparks or glob- 
ules like bubbles of light, many-colored— green, yellow, fire-red, 
azure— up and down, to and fro, hither, thither, as tiny will-o’-the- 
wisps the sparks moved, slow or swift, each at its own caprice. A 
chair (as in the drawing-room below) was now advanced from the 
wall without apparent agency, and placed at the opposite side of 
the table. 

Suddenly, as forth from the chair, grew a shape, a woman’s 
shape. It was distinct as a shape of life, ghastly as a shape of death. 
The face was that of youth, with a strange, mournful beauty; the 
throat and shoulders were bare, the rest of the form in a loose 
robe of cloudy white. 

It began sleeking its long yellow hair, which fell over its 
shoulders, its eyes were not turned toward me, but to the door; 
it seemed listening, watching, waiting. The shadow of the shade 
in the background grew darker, and again I thought I beheld 
the eyes gleaming out from the summit of the shadow, eyes fixed 
upon that shape. 

As if from the door, though it did not open, grew out another 
shape, equally distinct, equally ghastly— a man’s shape, a young 
man’s. It was in the dress of the last century, or rather in a likeness 
of such dress; for both the male shape and the female, though 
defined, were evidently unsubstantial, impalpable— simulacre, 
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phantasms; and there was something incongruous, grotesque, yet 
fearful, in the contrast between the elaborate finery, the courtly 
precision of that old-fashioned garb, with its ruffles and lace and 
buckles, and the corpse-lxke aspect and ghost-like stillness of the 
flitting wearer. Just as the male shape approached the female, the 
dark shadow darted from the wall, all three for a moment wrapped 
in darkness. 

When the pale light returned, the two phantoms were as if in 
the grasp of the shadow that towered between them, and there was 
a bloodstain on the breast of the female; and the phantom male 
was leaning on its phantom sword, and blood seemed trickling 
fast from the ruffles, from the lace; and the darkness of the inter- 
mediate shadow swallowed them up— they were gone. And again 
the bubbles of light shot, and sailed, and undulated, growing 
thicker and thicker and more wildly confused in their move- 
ments. 

The closet door to the right of the fireplace now opened, and 
from the aperture came the form of a woman, aged. In her hand 
she held letters— the very letters over which I had seen the hand 
close, and behind her I heard a footstep. She turned round as if 
to listen, and then she opened the letters and seemed to read- 
and over her shoulder I saw a livid face, the face as of a man long 
drowned— bloated, bleached, sea-weed tangled in its dripping 
hair; and at her feet lay a form as of a corpse, and beside the corpse 
cowered a child, a miserable squalid child, with famine in its 
cheeks and fear in its eyes. As I looked in the old woman’s face, 
the wrinkles and lines vanished, and it became a face of youth— 
hard-eyed, stony, but still youth; and the shadow darted forth and 
darkened over these phantoms, as it had darkened over the last. 

Nothing now was left but the shadow, and on that my eyes 
were intently fixed, till again eyes grew out of the shadow- 
malignant, serpent eyes. And the bubbles of light again rose and 
fell, and in their disordered, irregular, turbulent maze mingled 
with the wan moonlight. And now from these globules them 
selves, as from the shell of an egg, monstrous things burst out; 
the air grew filled with them; larvae so bloodless and so hideous 
that I can in no way describe them excent to remind the reader 
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of the swarming life which the solar microscope brings before his 
eyes in a drop of water— things transparent, supple, agile, chasing 
each other, devouring each other— forms like naught ever beheld 
by the naked eye. 

As the shapes were without symmetry, so their movements were 
without order. In their very vagrancies there was no sport; they 
came round me and round, thicker and faster and swifter, swarm- 
ing over my head, crawling over my right arm, which was out- 
stretched in involuntary command against all evil beings. 

Sometimes I felt myself touched, but not by them; invisible 
hands touched me. Once I felt the clutch as of cold, soft fingers 
at my throat. I was still equally conscious that if I gave way to 
fear I should be in bodily peril, and I concentered all my faculties 
in the single focus of resisting, stubborn will. And I turned my 
sight from the shadow, above all from those strange serpent eyes— 
eyes that had now become distinctly visible. For there, though in 
naught else around me, I was aware that there was a will, and a 
will of intense, creative, working evil, which might crush down 
my own. 

The pale atmosphere in the room began now to redden as if 
in the air of some near conflagration. The larvae grew lurid as 
things that live in fire. Again the room vibrated; again were heard 
the three measured knocks; and again all things were swallowed 
up in the darkness of the dark shadow, as if out of that darkness 
all had come, into that darkness all returned. 

As the gloom i ecedcd, the shadow was wholly gone. Slowly as 
it had been withdrawn, the flame grew again into the candles 
on the table, again into the fuel in the grate. The whole room 
came once more calmly, healthfully into sight. 

The two doors were still closed, the door communicating 
with the servant’s room still locked. In the corner of the wall, 
into which he had convulsively niched himself, lay the dog. I 
called to him— no movement, I approached— the animal was 
dead; his eyes protruded, his tongue out of his mouth, the froth 
gathered round his jaws. I took him in my arms; I brought him 
to the fire, I felt acute grief for the loss of my poor favorite, 
acute self-reproach; I accused myself of his death; I imagined 
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he had died of fright. But what was my surprise on finding that 
his neck was actually broken— actually twisted out of the ver- 
tebrae. Had this been done in the dark? Must it not have been 
done by a hand human as mine? Must there not have been a 
human agency all the while in that room? Good cause to suspect 
it. I cannot tell. I cannot do more than state the fact fairly; the 
reader may draw his own inference. 

Another surprising circumstance— my watch was restored to 
the table from which it had been so mysteriously withdrawn; 
but it had stopped at the very moment it was so withdrawn; 
nor, despite all the skill of the watchmaker, has it ever gone 
since— that is, it will go in a strange, erratic way for a few hours, 
and then come to a dead stop; it is worthless. 

Nothing more chanced for the rest of the night; nor, indeed, 
had I long to wait before the dawn broke. Not till it was broad 
daylight did I quit the haunted house. Before I did so I revisited 
the little blind room in which my servant and I had been for 
a time imprisoned. 

I had a strong impression, for which I could not account, that 
from that room had originated the mechanism of the phenomena, 
if I may use the term, which had been experienced in my cham- 
ber; and though I entered it now in the clear day, with the 
sun peering through the filmy window, I still felt, as I stood on 
its floor, the creep of the horror which I had first experienced 
there the night before, and which had been so aggravated by 
what had passed in my own chamber. 

I could not, indeed, bear to stay more than half a minute 
within those walls. I descended the stairs, and again I heard the 
footfall before me; and when I opened the street door I thought 
I could distinguish a very low laugh. I gained my own home, 
expecting to find my run-away servant there. But he had not 
presented himself; nor did I hear more of him for three days, 
when I received a letter from him, dated from Liverpool, to 
this effect: 

Honored Sir—/ humbly entreat your pardon, though I can scarcely 
hope that you will think I deserve it, unless— which heaven forbid'— 
you saw what I did. I feel that it will be years before I can recover 
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myself ; and as to being fit for service, it is out of the question . I am 
therefore going to my brother-in-law at Melbourne . The ship sails 
to-morrow Perhaps the long voyage may set me up. I do nothing now 
but start and tremble, and fancy it is behind me. I humbly beg you, 
honored sir, to order my clothes, and whatever wages are due to me, 
to be sent to my mother's, at Walworth * John knows her address. 

The letter ended with additional apologies, somewhat inco- 
herent, and explanatory details as to effects that had been i index 
the writers charge. 

This flight may perhaps warrant a suspicion that the man 
wished to go to Australia, and had been somehow or other 
fraudulently mixed up with the events of the night. I say nothing 
in refutation of that conjecture; rather, I suggest it as one that 
would seem to many persons the most probable solution of im- 
probable occurrences 

My own theory remained unshaken. I returned in the evening 
to the house, to bring away in a hack cab the things I had left 
there, with my poor dogs body. In this task I was not disturbed, 
nor did any incident worth note befall me, except that still, on 
ascending and descending the stairs, I heard the same footfall 

in advance. On leaving the house, I went to Mr. J 's. He was 

at home. I returned him the keys, told him that my curiosity 
was sufficiently gratified, and was about to relate quickly what 
had passed, when he stopped me and said, though with much 
politeness, that he had no longer any interest in a mystery which 
none had ever solved. 

I determined at least to tell him of the two letters I had read, 
as well as of the extraordinary manner in which they had dis- 
appeared; and I then inquired if he thought they had been 
addressed to the woman who had died in the house, and if there 
i\cre anything in her early history which could possibly confirm 
the dark suspicions to which the letters gave rise. 

Mr. J seemed startled, and after musing a few moments, 

answered: 

“I know but little of the womans earlier history, except, as I 
before told you, that her family were known to mine. But you 
revive some vague reminiscences to her prejudice. I will make 
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inquiries, and inform you of their result. Still, even if we could 
admit the popular superstition that a person who had been either 
the perpetrator or the victim of dark crimes in life could revisit, 
as a restless spirit, the scene in which those crimes had been 
committed, I should observe that the house was infested by 
strange sights and sounds before the old woman died. You smile; 
what would you say?” 

“I would say this: that I am convinced, if we could get to the 
bottom of these mysteries, we should find a living, human 
agency.” 

“Whatl you believe it is all an imposture? For what object?” 

“Not an imposture, in the ordinary sense of the word. If 
suddenly I were to sink into a deep sleep, from which you could 
not awake me, but in that deep sleep could answer questions 
with an accuracy which I could not pretend to when awake— 
tell you what money you had m your pocket, nay, describe your 
very thoughts— it is not necessarily an imposture, any more 
than it is necessarily supernatural. I should be, unconsciously 
to myself, under a mesmeric influence, conveyed to me from a 
distance by a human being who had acquired power over me 
by previous rapport." 

“Granting mesmerism, so far carried, to be a fact, you are 
right. And you would infer from this that a mesmerizcr might 
produce the extraordinary effects you and others have witnessed 
over inanimate objects— fill the air with sights and sounds?” 

“Or impress our senses with the belief in them, we never 
having been en rapport with the person acting on us? No What 
is commonly called mesmerism could not do this; but there may 
be a power akin to mesmerism and superior to it— the power 
that in the old days was called magic. That such a power may 
extend to all inanimate objects of matter, I do not say; but if 
so, it would not be against nature, only a rare power m nature, 
which might be given to constitutions with certain peculiarities, 
and cultivated by practice to an extraordinary degree. 

“That such a power might extend over the dead— that is, over 
certain thoughts and memories that the dead may still retain— 
and compel, not that which ought properly to be called the soul, 
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and which is far beyond human reach, but rather a phantom of 
what has been most earth-stained on earth, to make itself ap- 
parent to our senses— is a very ancient though obsolete theory, 
upon which I will hazard no opinion. But I do not conceive 
the power would be supernatural. 

‘‘Let me illustrate what I mean, from an experiment which 
Paracelsus describes as not difficult, and which the author of 
the ‘Curiosities of Literature’ cites as credible: A flower perishes; 
you burn it. Whatever were the elements of that flower while it 
lived are gone, dispersed, you know not whither; you can never 
discover nor re-collect them. But you can, by chemistry, out 
of the burnt dust of that flower, raise a spectrum of the flower, 
just as it seemed in life. 

“It may be the same with a human being. The soul has as 
much escaped you as the essence or elements of the flower. Still 
you may make a spectrum of it. And this phantom, though in the 
popular superstition it is held to be the soul of the departed, 
must not be confounded with the true soul, it is but the eidolon 
of the dead form. 

“Hence, like the best-attested stories of ghosts or spirits, the 
thing that most strikes us is the absence of what we hold to be 
soul— that is, of superior, emancipated intelligence. They come 
for little or no object; they seldom speak, if they do come; they 
utter no ideas above those of an ordinary person on earth These 
American spirit-seers have published volumes of communica 
tions m prose and verse, which they assert to be given in the 
names ol the most illustrious dead— Shakespeare, Bacon, heaven 
knows whom. 

“Those communications, taking the best, are certainly not of 
a whit higher order than would be communications from living 
persons of fair talent and education; they are wondrously in- 
ferior to what Bacon, Shakespeare, and Plato said and wrote 
when on earth. Nor, what is more notable, do they ever contain 
an idea that was not on the earth before. 

“Wonderful, therefore, as such phenomena may be (granting 
them to be truthful), I see much that philosophy may question, 
nothing that it is incumbent on philosophy to deny, namely, 
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nothing supernatural. They are but ideas conveyed somehow or * 
other (we have not yet discovered the means) from one mortal 
brain to another. Whether in so doing tables walk of their own 
accord, or fiend-like shapes appear in a magic circle, or bodiless 
hands rise and remove material objects, or a thing of darkness, 
such as presented itself to me, freeze our blood— still am I per- 
suaded that these are but agencies conveyed, as by electric wires, 
to my own brain from the brain of another. 

“In some constitutions there is a natural chemistry, and these 
may produce chemic wonders; in others a natural fluid, call it 
electricity, and these produce electric wonders. But they differ 
in this from normal science: they are alike objectless, purpose- 
less, puerile, frivolous. They lead on to no grand results, and 
therefore the world does not heed, and true sages have not culti- 
vated them. But sure I am, that of all I saw or heard, a man, 
human as myself, was the remote originator; and, I believe, un- 
consciously to himself as to the exact effects produced, for this 
reason, no two persons, you say, have ever told you that they 
experienced exactly the same thing; well, observe, no two persons 
ever experience exactly the same dream. 

“If this were an ordinary imposture, the machinery would be 
arranged for results that would but little vary, if it were a super- 
natural agency permitted by the Almighty, it would surely be 
for some definite end. These phenomena belong to neither class. 
My persuasion is that they originate in some brain now far dis- 
tant; that that brain had no distinct volition in anything that oc- 
curred, that what does occur reflects but its devious, motley, 
ever shifting, half-formed thoughts; in short, that it has been 
but the dreams of such a brain put into action and invested with 
a semi-substance. 

“That this brain is of immense power, that it can set matter 
into movement, that it is malignant and destructive, I believe. 
Some material force must have killed my dog; it might, for aught 
I know, have sufficed to kill myself, had I been as subjugated by 
terror as the dog— had my intellect or my spirit given me no 
countervailing resistance in my will.” 

“It killed your dogl That is fearful! Indeed, it is strange that 
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no animal can be induced to stay in that house; not even a cat. 
Rats and mice are never found in it.” 

“The instincts of the brute creation detect influences deadly 
to their existence. Man’s reason has a sense less subtle, because 
it has a resisting power more supreme. But enough; do you com- 
prehend my theory?” 

“Yes, though imperfectly; and I accept any crotchet (pardon 
the word), however odd, rather than embrace at once the notion 
of ghosts and hobgoblins we imbibed in our nurseries. Still, to 
my unfortunate house the evil is the same. What on earth can 
I do with the house?” 

“I will tell you what I would do. I am convinced from my own 
internal feelings that the small unfurnished room, at right angles 
to the door of the bedroom which I occupied, forms a starting 
point or receptacle for the influences which haunt the house; 
ind I strongly advise you to have the walls opened, the floor re- 
moved, nay, the whole room pulled down. I observe that it is 
detached from the body of the house, built over the small back 
yard, and could be removed without injury to the rest of the 
building.” 

“And you think that if I did that—” 

“You would cut off die telegraph wires. Try it. I am so per- 
suaded that I am right that I will pay half the expense if you will 
allow me to direct the operations.” 

“Nay, I am well able to afford the cost; for the rest, allow 
me to write to you.” 

About ten days afterwards I received a letter from Mr. J , 

telling me that he had visited the house since I had seen him; 
that he had found the two letters I had described replaced in the 
drawer from which 1 had taken them; that he had read them 
with misgivings like my own; that he had instituted a cautious 
inquiry about the woman to whom I rightly conjectured they 
had been written. 

It seemed that thirty-six years ago (a year before the date of 
the letters) she had married, against the wish of her relatives, an 
American of very suspicious character; in fact, he was generally 
believed to have been a pirate. She herself was the daughter of 
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very respectable tradespeople, and had served in the capacity of 
nursery governess before her marriage. She had a brother, a 
widower, who was considered wealthy, and who had one child 
about six years old. A month after the marriage the body of this 
brother was found in the Thames, near London Bridge; there 
seemed some marks of violence about his throat, but they were 
not deemed sufficient to warrant the inquest in any other verdict 
than that of “found drowned.” 

The American and his wife took charge of the little boy, the 
deceased brother having by his will left his sister the guardian 
of his only child, and in the event of the child’s death the sister 
inherited. The child died about six months afterward; it was 
supposed to have been neglected and ill-treated. The neighbors 
deposed to have heard it shriek at night. 

The surgeon who had examined it after death said that it was 
emaciated as if from want of nourishment, and the body was 
covered with livid bruises. It seemed that one winter night the 
child had sought to escape; had crept out into the back yard, 
tried to scale the wall, fallen back exhausted, and had been found 
at morning on the stones in a dying state. 

But though there was some evidence of cruelty, there was none 
of murder; and the aunt and her husband had sought to palliate 
cruelty by alleging the exceeding stubbornness and perversity 
of the child, who was declared to be half-witted. Be that as it 
may, at the orphan’s death the aunt inherited her brother’s 
fortune. 

Before the first wedded year was out, the American quitted 
England abruptly, and never returned to it. He obtained a cruis- 
ing vessel, which was lost in the Atlantic two years afterward. 
The widow was left in affluence, but reverses of various kinds 
had befallen her, a bank broke, an investment failed, she went 
into a small business and became insolvent, then she entered 
into service, sinking lower and lower, from housekeeper down 
to maid-of-all-work, never long retaining a place, though nothing 
peculiar against her character was ever alleged. 

She was considered sober, honest, and peculiarly quiet in her 
ways; still nothing prospered with her. And so she had dropped 
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into the workhouse, from which Mr. J had taken her, to be 

placed in charge of the very house which she had rented as 
mistress in the first year of her wedded life. 

Mr. J added that he had passed an hour alone in the un- 

furnished room which I had uiged him to destroy, and that his 
impressions of dread while there were so great, though he had 
neither heard nor seen anything, that he was eager to have the 
walls bared and the floors removed, as I had suggested. He had 
engaged persons for the work, and would commence any da) 
I would name. 

The day was accordingly fixed. I repaired to the haunted 
house; we went into the blind, dreary room, took up the skirting 
and then die floors. Under die rafters, covered with rubbish, 
was found a trapdoor, quite large enough to admit a man. It 
was closely nailed down with clamps and rivets of iron. On re- 
mot ing these we descended into a room below, the existence of 
which had never been suspected. 

In this room there had been a window and a flue, but they had 
been bricked over, evidently for many years. By the help of 
candles we examined this place, it still retained some moldering 
furniture— three chairs, an oak settee, a table— all of the fashion 
of about eighty years ago. 

There was a chest of drawers against the wall, in which we 
found, half rotted away, old-fashioned articles of a man’s dress, 
such as might have been worn eighty or a hundred years ago, 
by a gentleman of some rank; costly steel buckles and buttons, 
like those yet worn in court-dresses, a handsome court-sword; 
in a waistcoat which had once been rich with gold lace, but 
which was now blackened and foul with damp, we found five 
guineas, a few silver coins, and an ivory ticket, probably foi 
some place of entertainment long since passed away. 

But our mam discovery was in a kind of iron safe fixed to the 
wall, the lock of which it cost us much trouble to get picked. 

In this safe were three shelves and two small drawers. Ranged 
on the shelves were several small bottles of crystal, hermetically 
stopped. They contained colorless volatile essences, of what 
nature I shall say no more than that they were not poisons; phos- 
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phor and ammonia entered into some of them. There were also 
some very curious glass tubes, and a small pointed rod of iron, 
with a large lump of rock crystal, and another of amber, also a 
lodestone of great power. 

In one of the drawers we found a miniature portrait set in 
gold, and retaining the freshness of its colors most remarkably, 
considering the length of time it had probably been there. The 
portrait was that of a man who might be somewhat advanced in 
middle life, perhaps forty-seven or forty-eight. 

It w r as a most peculiar face, a most impressive face. If you could 
fancy some mighty serpent transformed into man, preserving in 
the human lineaments the old serpent type, you would have a 
better idea of that countenance than long descriptions can con- 
vey; the width and flatness of frontal, the tapering elegance of 
contour, disguising the strength of the deadly jaw; the long, 
large, terrible eye, glittering and green as the emerald, and 
withal a certain ruthless calm, as if from the consciousness of 
an immense power. 

The strange thing was this: the instant I saw the miniature I 
recognized a startling likeness to one of the rarest portraits in 
the world; the portrait of a man of rank only below that of 
royalty, who in his own day had made a considerable noise. 
History says little or nothing of him; but search the correspon- 
dence of his contemporaries, and you find reference to Ins wild 
daring, Ins bold profligacy, his restless spirit, his taste for the 
occult sciences. 

While still in the meridian of life he died and was buried, so 
say the chronicles, m a foreign land. He died in time to escape 
die grasp of the law, for he was accused of crimes which would 
have given him to the headsman. After his death the portraits 
of him, which had been numerous, for he had been a munificent 
encourager of art, were bought up and destroyed, it was supposed 
by his heirs, who might have been glad could they have razed 
his lery name from their splendid line. 

He had enjoyed vast wealth; a large portion of this was be- 
lieved to have been embezzled by a favorite astrologer or sooth- 
sayer; at all events, it had unaccountably vanished at the time 
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of his death. One portrait alone of him was supposed to have 
escaped the general destruction, I had seen it in the house of a 
collector some months before. It had made on me a wonderful 
impression, as it does on all who behold it— a face never to be 
forgotten; and there was that face in the miniature that lay 
within my hand. True that in the miniature the man was a few 
years older than in the portrait I had seen, or than the original 
was even at the time of his death. But a few years!— why, between 
the date m which flourished that direful noble and the date in 
which the miniature was evidently painted there was an interval 
of more than two centuries. While I was thus gazing, silent and 
wondering, Mr. J said: 

“But is it possible? I have known this man.” 

“How? where?” cried I. 

“In India. He was high in the confidence of the Rajah of , 

and well-nigh drew him into a revolt which would have lost the 
Rajah his dominions. The man was a Frenchman, his name 

De V ; clever, bold, lawless, we insisted on his dismissal and 

banishment. It must be the same man, no two faces like his, yet 
this miniature seems nearly a hundred years old.” 

Mechanically I turned round the miniature to examine the 
back of it, and on the back was engraved a pentacle; in the 
middle of the pentacle a ladder, and the third step of the ladder 
was formed by the date 1765. Examining still more minutely, I 
detected a spring, this, on being pressed, opened the back of 
the miniature as a lid. 

Within-side the lid were engiaved. “Mariana, to thee Be 
faithful m life and in death to .” 

Here follows a name that I will not mention, but it was not 
unfamiliar to me. I had heard it spoken of by old men m my 
childhood as the name borne by a dazzling charlatan, who had 
made a great sensation in London for a year or so, and had fled 
the country on the charge of a double murder within his own 
house— that of his mistress and his rival. I said nothing of this 
to Mr. J — , to whom reluctantly I resigned the miniature. 

We had found no difficulty in opening the first drawer within 
the iron safe; we found great difficulty in opening the second: i( 
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was not locked, but it resisted all efforts, till we inserted in the 
chinks the edge of a chisel. When we had thus drawn it forth 
We found a very singular apparatus, in the nicest order. 

Upon a small, thm book, or rather tablet, was placed a saucer 
of crystal; this saucer was filled with a clear liquid; on that liquid 
floated a kind of compass, with a needle shifting rapidly round; 
but instead of the usual points of a compass, were seven strange 
characters, not very unlike those used by astrologers to denote 
the planets. 

A very peculiar, but not strong nor displeasing, odor came 
from this drawer, which was lined with a wood that we after- 
ward discovered to be hazel. Whatever the cause of this odor, it 
produced a material effect on the nerves. We all felt it, even the 
two workmen who were in the room; a creeping, tingling sen- 
sation, from the tips of the fingers to the roots of the hair. 

Impatient to examine the tablet, I removed the saucer. As I 
did so, the needle of the compass went round and round with 
exceeding swiftness, and I felt a shock that ran through my 
whole frame, so that I dropped the saucer on the floor. The 
liquid was spilt, the saucer was broken, the compass rolled to 
the end of the room, and at that instant the walls shook to and 
fro as if a giant had swayed and rocked them. 

The two workmen were so fnghtened that they ran up the 
ladder by which we had descended from the trapdoor; but, 
seeing that nothing more happened, they were easily induced 
to return. 

Meanwhile I had opened the tablet; it was bound in plain red 
leather, with a silver clasp; it contained but one sheet of thick 
vellum, and on that sheet were inscribed, within a double pen- 
tacle, words in old monkish Latin, which are literally to be trans- 
lated thus: 

On all that it can reach within these walls, sentient or inani- 
mate, living or dead, as moves the needle, so works my will! Ac- 
cursed be the house, and restless the dwellers therein. 

We found no more. Mr. J — burned the tablet and its anath- 
ema. He razed to the foundation the part of the building con- 
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taining the secret room, with the chamber over it. He had then 
the courage to inhabit the house himself for a month, and a 
quieter, better conditioned house could not be found in all 
London. Subsequently he let it to advantage, and his tenant has 
made no complaints. 

But my story is not yet done. A few days after Mr. J had 

removed into the house, I paid him a visit. We were standing 
by the open window and conversing. A van containing some 
articles of furniture which he was moving from his former house 
was at the door. 

I had just urged on him my theory that all those phenomena 
regarded as supermundane had emanated from a human brain; 
adducing the charm, or rather curse we had found and destroyed, 
in support of my theory. 

Mr. J — was observing in reply, “that even if mesmerism, or 
whatever analogous power it might be called, could really thus 
work in the absence of the operator, and produce effects so ex- 
traordinary, still could those effects continue when the operator 
himself was dead? and if the spell had been wrought, and, in- 
deed, the room walled up, more than seventy years ago, the 
probability was that the operator had long since departed this 

life”— Mr. J , I say, was thus answering, when I caught hold 

of his arm and pointed to the street below. 

A well-dressed man had crossed from the opposite side, and 
was accosting the carrier in charge of the van. His face, as he 
stood, was exactly fronting our window It was the face of the 
miniature we had discovered; it was the face of the portrait of 
the noble three centuries ago. 

“Good heavens!” cried Mr. J , “that is the face of De V , 

and scarcely a day older than when I saw it in the Rajah’s court 
in my youth!” 

Seized by the same thought, we both hastened downstairs; I 
was first in the street, but the man had already gone. I caught 
sight of him, however, not many yards in advance, and in another 
moment I was by his side. 

I had resolved to speak to him, but when I looked into his 
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face I felt as if it were impossible to do so. That eye— the eye of 
the serpent— fixed and held me spellbound. And withal, about 
the man’s whole person there was a dignity, an air of pride and 
station and superiority that would have made anyone, habit- 
uated to the usages of the world, hesitate long before venturing 
upon a liberty or impertinence. 

And what could I say? What was it I could ask? 

Thus ashamed of my first impulse, I fell a few paces back, 
still, however, following the stranger, undecided what else to do. 
Meanwhile he turned the corner of the street; a plain carriage 
was in waiting with a servant out of livery, dressed like a valet 
de place, at the carriage door. In another moment he had stepped 
into the carriage, and it drove off. I returned to the house. 

Mr. J was still at the street door. He had asked the carrier 

A'hat the stranger had said to him. 

“Merely asked whom that house now belonged to.” 

The same evening I happened to go with a friend to a place 
in town called the Cosmopolitan Club, a place open to men of 
all countries, all opinions, all degrees. One orders one’s coffee, 
smokes one’s cigar. One is always sure to meet agreeable, some 
times remarkable persons. 

I had not been two minutes in the room before I beheld at 
table, conversing with an acquaintance of mine, whom I wi" 
designate by the initial G , the man, the original of the minia- 

ture. He was now without his hat, and the likeness was yet more 
startling, only I observed that while he was conversing there 
was less severity in the countenance; there was even a smile, 
though a very quiet and very cold one. The dignity of mien I 
had acknowledged in the street was also more striking; a dignity 
akin to that which invests some prince of the East, conveying 
the idea of supreme indifference and habitual, indisputable, in- 
dolent but resistless power. 

G — soon after left the stranger, who then took up a scientific 
journal, which seemed to absorb his attention. 

I drew G aside. 

"Who and what is that gentleman?” 

“That? Oh, a very remarkable man indeed! I met him last 
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year amid the caves of Petra, the Scriptural Edom. He is the best 
Oriental scholar I know. We joined company, had an adventure 
with robbers, in which he showed a coolness that saved our lives; 
afterward he invited me to spend a day with him in a house he 
had bought at Damascus, buried among almond blossoms and 
roses— the most beautiful thing! He had lived there for some 
time, quite as an Oriental, in grand style. 

“I half suspect he is a renegade, immensely rich, very odd; by 
the by, a great mesmerizer. I have seen him with my own eyes 
produce an effect on inanimate things. If you take a letter from 
your pocket and throw it to the other end of the room, he will 
order it to come to his feet, and you will see the letter wriggle 
itself along the floor till it has obeyed his command. ’Pon my 
honor ’tis true; I have seen him affect even the weather, disperse 
or collect clouds by means of a glass tube or wand. But he does 
not like talking of these matters to strangers. He has only just 
arrived in England; says he has not been here for a great many 
years; let me introduce him to you.” 

“Certainly! He is English, then? What is his name?” 

‘Oh! a very homely one— Richards.” 

“And what is his birth— his family?” 

“How do I know? What does it signify? No doubt some par- 
venu; but rich, so infernally richl” 

G drew me up to the stranger, and the introduction was 

effected. The manners of Mr. Richards were not those of an 
adventurous traveler. Travelers are in general gifted with high 
animal spirits; they are talkative, eager, imperious. Mr. Richards 
was calm and subdued in tone, with manners which were made 
distant by the loftiness of punctilious courtesy, the manners of 
a former age. 

I observed that the English he spoke was not exactly of our 
day. I should even have said that the accent was slightly foreign. 
But then Mr. Richards remarked that he had been little in the 
habit for years of speaking in his native tongue. 

The conversation fell upon the changes in the aspect of Lon- 
don since he had last visited our metropolis. G then glanced 

off to the moral changes— literary, social, political— the great men 
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who were removed from the stage within the last twenty years; 
the new great men who were coming on. 

In all this Mr. Richards evinced no interest. He had evidently 
read none of our living authors, and seemed scarcely acquainted 
by name with our younger statesmen. Once, and only once, he 
laughed; it was when G — asked him whether he had any 
thoughts of getting into Parliament; and the laugh was inward, 
sarcastic, sinister— a sneer raised into a laugh. 

After a few minutes, G left us to talk to some other acquaint- 

ances who had just lounged into the room, and I then said, 
quietly: 

“I have seen a miniature of you, Mr. Richards, in the house 
you once inhabited, and perhaps built— if not wholly, at least in 
part— in Oxford Street. You passed by that house this morning.” 

Not till I had finished did I raise my eyes to his, and then he 
fixed my gaze so steadfastly mat I could not withdraw it— those 
fascinating serpent-eyes. But involuntarily, and as if the words 
that translated my thought were dragged from me, I added, in 
a low whisper, “I have been a student in the mysteries of life 
and nature; of those mysteries I have known the occult profes- 
sors. I have the right to speak to you thus.” And I uttered a 
certain password. 

“Well, I concede the right. What would you ask?” 

"To what extent human will in certain temperaments can 
extend?” 

“To what extent can thought extend? Think, and before you 
draw breath you are in China!” 

“True, but my thought has no power in China.” 

“Give it expression, and it may have. You may write down a 
thought which, sooner or later, may alter the whole condition 
of China. What is a law but a thought? Therefore thought is 
infinite. Therefore thought has power; not in proportion to its 
value— a bad thought may make a bad law as potent as a good 
thought can make a good one.” 

"Yes; what you say confirms my own theory. Through invisible 
currents one human brain may transmit its ideas to other h uman 
brains, with the same rapidity as a thought promulgated by 
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visible means. And as thought is imperishable, as it leaves its 
stamp behind it in the natural world, even when the thinker 
has passed out of this world, so the thought of the living may 
have power to rouse up and revive the thoughts of the dead, such 
as those thoughts were in life, though the thought of the living 
cannot reach the thoughts which the dead now may entertain. 
Is it not so?” 

‘‘I decline to answer, if in my judgment thought has the limit 
you would fix to it. But proceed; you have a special question 
you wish to put.” 

“Intense malignity in an intense will, engendered in a pe 
culiar temperament, and aided by natural means within the 
reach of science, may produce effects like those ascribed of old 
to evil magic. It might thus haunt the walls of a human habi 
tation with spectral revivals of all guilty thoughts and guilty 
deeds once conceived and done within those walls; all, in short, 
with which the evil will claims rapport and affinity— imperfect, 
incoherent, fragmentary snatches at the old dramas acted therein 
years ago. 

“Thoughts thus crossing each other haphazard, as in the night- 
mare of a vision, growing up into phantom sights and sounds, and 
all serving to create horror; not because those sights and sounds 
are really visitations from a world without, but that they are 
ghastly, monstrous renewals of what have been in this world 
itself, set into malignant play by a malignant mortal. And it is 
through the material agency of that human brain that these 
things would acquire even a human power; would strike as with 
die shock of electricity, and might kill, if the thought of the 
person assailed did not rise superior to the dignity of the original 
assailer; might kill the most powerful animal, if unnerved by 
fear, but not injure the feeblest man, if, while his flesh crept, 
his mind stood out fearless. 

“Thus when in old stories we read of a magician rent to pieces 
by the fiends he had invoked, or still more, in Eastern legends, 
that one magician succeeds by arts in destroying another, there 
may be so far truth, that a material being has clothed, from his 
own evil propensities, certain elements and fluids, usually 
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quiescent or harmless, with awful shapes and terrific force; just 
as the lightning, that had lain hidden and innocent in the cloud, 
becomes by natural law suddenly visible, takes a distinct shape 
to the eye, and can strike destruction on the object to which it 
is attracted.” 

“You are not without glimpses of a mighty secret,” said Mr. 
Richards, composedly. “According to your view, could a mortal 
obtain the power you speak of, he would necessarily be a malig- 
nant and evil being.” 

“If the power were exercised as I have said, most malignant 
and most evil, though I believe in the ancient traditions that he 
could not injure the good. His will could only injure those with 
whom it has established an affinity, or over whom it forces unre- 
sisted sway. I will now imagine an example that may be within 
the laws of nature, yet seem wild as the fables of a bewildered 
monk. 

“You will remember that Albertus Magnus, after describing 
minutely the process by which the spirits may be invoked and 
commanded, adds emphatically that the process will instruct 
and avail only to the few, that a man must be born a magician ' 
-that is, born with a peculiar physical temperament, as a man is 
born a poet. 

"Rarely are men in whose constitutions lurks this occult power 
of the highest order of intellect; usually in the intellect there is 
some twist, perversity, or disease. But on the other hand, they 
must possess, to an astonishing degree, the faculty to concentrate 
thought on a single ob|ect— the energic faculty that we call will. 
Therefore, though their intellect be not sound, it is exceedingly 
forcible for the attainment of what it desires. I will imagine 
such a person, preeminently gifted with this constitution and 
its concomitant forces. I will place him in the loftier grades of 
society. 

“I will suppose his desires emphatically those of the sensualist; 
he has, therefore, a strong love of life. He is an absolute egotist; 
his will is concentered in himself; he has fierce passions, he 
knows no enduring, no holy affections, but he can covet eagerly 
what for the moment he desires; he can hate implacably what 
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opposes itself to his objects; he can commit fearful crimes, yet 
feel small remorse; he resorts rather to curses upon others than 
to penitence for his misdeeds. Circumstances to which his consti- 
tution guides him, lead him to a rare knowledge of the natural 
secrets which may serve his egotism. He is a close observer where 
his passions encourage observation; he is a minute calculator, 
not from love of truth, but where love of self sharpens his facul- 
ties; therefore he can be a man of science. 

“I suppose such a being, having by experience learned the 
power of Ins arts over others, trying what may be the power of 
will over his own frame, and studying all that in natural philos- 
ophy may increase that power. He loves life, he dreads death; 
he wills to live on. He cannot restore himself to youth; he cannot 
entirely stay the progress of death; he cannot make himself im- 
mortal in the flesh and blood. But he may arrest, for a time so 
long as to appear incredible if I said it, that hardening of the 
parts which constitutes old age. 

“A year may age him no more than an hour ages another. His 
intense will, scientifically trained into system, operates, in short, 
over the wear and tear of his own frame. He lives on. That he 
may not seem a portent and a miracle, he dies, from time to time, 
seemingly, to certain persons. Having schemed the transfer of a 
wealth that suffices to his wants, he disappears from one corner 
of the world, and contrives that his obsequies shall be 
celebrated. 

“He reappears at another comer of the world, where he resides 
undetected, and does not visit the scenes of his former career 
till all who could remember his features are no more. He would 
be profoundly miserable if he had affections; he has none but 
for himself. No good man would accept his longevity; and to no 
man, good or bad, would he or could he communicate its true 
secret. 

“Such a man might exist; such a man as I have described I see 

now before me— Duke of , m the court of , dividing time 

between lust and brawl, alchemists and wizards; again, in the last 
century, charlatan and criminal, with name less noble, domiciled 
in the house at which you gazed to-day, and flying from the law 
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you had outraged, none knew whither; traveler once more re- 
visiting London with the same earthly passion which filled your 
heart when races now no more walked through yonder streets; 
outlaw from the school of all the nobler and diviner mysteries. 
Execrable image of life in death and death in life, I warn you 
back from the cities and homes of healthful men! back to the 
ruins of departed empiresl back to the deserts of nature unre- 
deemed!” 

There answered me a whisper so musical, so potently musical, 
that it seemed to enter into my whole being and subdue me 
despite myself. Thus it said: 

“I have sought one like you for the last hundred years. Now I 
have found you, we part not till I know what I desire. The vision 
that sees through the past and cleaves through the veil of the 
future is in you at this hour— never before, never to come again. 
The vision of no puling, fantastic girl, of no sick-bed somnam- 
bule, but of a strong man with a vigorous brain. Soar, and look 
forth!” 

As he spoke, I felt as if I rose out of myself upon eagle wings. 
All the weight seemed gone from air, roofless the room, roofless 
the dome of space. I was not in the body— where, I knew not; but 
aloft over time, over earth 

Again I heard the melodious whisper: 

“You say right. I have mastered great secrets by the power of 
will. True, by will and by science I can retard the process of 
years, but death comes not by age alone. Can I frustrate the acci- 
dents which bring death upon the young?” 

“No; every accident is a providence. Before a providence snaps 
every human will.” 

“Shall I die at last, ages and ages hence, by the slow though 
inevitable growth of time, or by the cause that I call accident?” 

“By a cause you call accident.” 

“Is not the end still Temote?” asked the whisper, with a slight 
tremor. 

“Regarded as my life regards time, it is still remote ” 

“And shall I, before then, mix with the world of men as I did 
ire I learned these secrets; resume eager interest in their strife 
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and their trouble; battle with ambition, and use the power of 
the sage to win the power that belongs to kings?” 

‘‘You will yet play a part on the earth that will fill earth with 
commotion and amaze. For wondrous designs have you, a wonder 
yourself, been permitted to live on through the centuries. All 
the secrets you have stored will then have their uses; all that now 
makes you a stranger amid the generations will contribute then 
to make you their lord. As the trees and the straws are drawn 
into a whirlpool, as they spin round, are sucked to the deep, and 
again tossed aloft by the eddies, so shall races and thrones be 
drawn into your vortex. Awful destroyer! but in destroying, 
made, against your own will, a constructor.” 

“And that date, too, is far off?” 

“Far off; when it comes, think your end in this world is at 
hand!” 

“How and what is the end? Look east, west, south, and north.” 

“In the north, where you never yet trod, toward the point 
whence your instincts have warned you, there a specter will 
seize you. ’Tis Death! I see a ship; it is haunted; ’tis chased! it 
sails on. Baffled navies sail after that ship. It enters the region 
of ice. It passes a sky red with meteors. Two moons stand on 
high, over ice-reefs. I see the ship locked between white defiles; 
they are ice-rocks. I see the dead strew the decks, stark and livid, 
green mold on their limbs. All are dead but one man— it is you! 
But years, though so slowly they come, have then scathed you. 
There is the coming of age on your brow, and the will is relaxed 
in the cells of the brain. Still that will, though enfeebled, exceeds 
all that man knew before you, through the will you live on, 
gnawed with famine. And nature no longer obeys you in that 
death-spreading region; the sky is a sky of iron, and the air has 
iron clamps, and the ice-rocks wedge in the ship. Hark how it 
cracks and groansl Ice will imbed it as amber imbeds a straw. And 
a man has gone forth, living yet, from the ship and its dead; 
and he has clambered up the spikes of an iceberg, and the two 
moons gaze down on his form. That man is yourself, and terror 
is on you— terror; and terror has swallowed up your will. 

“And I see, swarming up the steep ice-rock, gray, grizzly thing*, 
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The bears of the North have scented their quarry; they come 
nearer and nearer, shambling, and rolling their bulk. In that 
day every moment shall seem to you longer than the centuries 
through which you have passed. Heed this: after life, moments 
continued make the bliss or the hell of eternity.” 

“Hush!” said the whisper. "But the day, you assure me, is far 
off, very far! I go back to the almond and rose of Damascus! 
Sleep!" 

The room swam before my eyes. I became insensible. When I 

recovered, I found G holding my hand and smiling. He said, 

“You, who have always declared yourself proof against mes- 
merism, have succumbed at last to my friend Richards.” 

“Where is Mr. Richards?” 

“Gone, when you passed into a trance, saying quietly to me, 
‘Your friend will not wake for an hour.' ” 

I asked, as collectedly as I could, where Mr. Richards lodged. 

“At the Trafalgar Hotel.” 

“Give me your arm,” said I to G . “Let us call on him; I 

have something to say.” 

When we arrived at the hotel we were told that Mr. Richards 
had returned twenty minutes before, paid his bill, left directions 
with his servant (a Greek) to pack his effects, and proceed to 
Malta by the steamer that should leave Southampton the next 
day. Mr. Richards had merely said of his own movements that 
he had visits to pay in the neighborhood of London, and it was 
uncertain whether he should be able to reach Southampton in 
time for that steamer; if not, he should follow in the next one. 

The waiter asked me my name. On my informing him, he 
gave me a note that Mr. Richards had left for me in case I called. 

The note was as follows: 

1 wished you to utter what was in your mind. You obeyed. I 
have therefore established power over you. For three months from 
this day you can communicate to no living man what has passed 
between us. You cannot even show this note to the friend by your 
side. During three months silence complete as to me and mine . 
Do you doubt my power to lay on you this command ? Try to dis- 
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obey me. At the end of the third month the spell is raised. For 
the rest, 1 spare you. I shall visit your grave a year and a day after 
it has received you. 

So ends this strange story, which I ask no one to believe. I write 
it down exactly three months after I received the above note. 1 

could not write it before, nor could I show to G , in spite of 

his urgent request, the note which I read under the gas lamp by 
his side. 





NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE 


1804-1864 

Rappaccini \ Daughter 


Little need be said here of Nathaniel "Hawthorne, one of the most distinguished 
of all American writers His fame rests securely on his great novels— The Scarlet 
Letter, The House of the Seven Gables and The Marble Faun— and on his 
numerous fine short stones, of which " Rappaccim’s Daughter " ts one of the best . 
Hts Puritan ancestry emerges in the robust moral tone of everything he wrote . 


we do not remember to have seen any translated specimens 
of the productions of M. de l’Aub^pine— a fact the less to be 
wondered at, as his very name is unknown to many of his own 
countrymen as well as to the student of foreign literature. As a 
writer, he seems to occupy an unfortunate position between the 
Transcendentalists (who, under one name or another, have their 
share in all the current literature of the world) and the great 
body of pen-and-ink men who address the intellect and sym- 
pathies of the multitude. If not too refined, at all events too 
remote, too shadowy, and unsubstantial in his modes of develop- 
ment to suit the taste of the latter class, and yet too popular to 
satisfy the spiritual or metaphysical requisitions of the former, 
he must necessarily find himself without an audience, except 
here and there an individual or possibly an isolated clique His 
writings, to do them justice, are not altogether destitute of fancy 
and originality; they might have won him greater reputation 
but for an inveterate love of allegory, which is apt to invest his 
plots and characters with the aspect of scenery and people in 
the clouds, and to steal away the human warmth out of his con- 
ceptions His fictions are sometimes historical, sometimes of the 
present day, and sometimes, so far as can be discovered, have 
little or no reference either to time or space. In any case, he 
generally contents himself with a very slight embroidery of out- 
ward manners,— the faintest possible counterfeit of real life, — 
and. endeavors to create an interest by some less obvious pecu- 
liarity of the subject. Occasionally a breath of Nature, a raindrop 
of pathos and tenderness, or a gleam of humor, will find its way 
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into the midst of his fantastic imagery, and make us feel as if, 
after all, we were yet within the limits of our native earth. We 
will only add to this very cursory notice that M. de l’Aub^pine’s 
productions, if the reader chance to take them in precisely the 
proper point of view, may amuse a leisure hour as well as those 
of a brighter man; if otherwise, they can hardly fail to loot 
excessively like nonsense. 

Our author is voluminous; he continues to write and publish 
with as much praiseworthy and indefatigable prolixity as if his 
efforts were crowned with the brilliant success that so justly 
attends those of Eugene Sue. His first appearance was by a collec 
tion of stories in a long series of volumes entitled “Contes deux 
fois racontees.” The titles of some of his more recent works (we 
quote from memory) are as follows: “Le Voyage Celeste h 
Chemin de Fer,” 3 tom., 1838; “Le nouveau Pere Adam et la 
nouvelle M£re Eve,” a tom., 1839; “Roderic; ou le Serpent d 
1 ’estomac,” 2 tom., 1840; “Le Culte du Feu,” a folio volume of 
ponderous research into the religion and ritual of the old Persian 
Ghebers, published in 1841 ; “La Soiree du Chateau en Espagne,” 
1 tom., 8vo, 1842; and “L’Artiste du Beau; ou le Papihon 
M£canique,” 5 tom., 4to, 1843. Our somewhat wearisome perusal 
of this startling catalogue of volumes has left behind it a certain 
personal affection and sympathy, though by no means admira- 
tion, for M. de 1 ’AuMpine; and we would fain do the little in our 
power towards introducing him favorably to the American pub- 
lic. The ensuing tale is a translation of his “Beatrice; ou la Belle 
Empoisonneuse,” recently published in “La Revue Anti-Aristo- 
cratique.” This journal, edited by the Comte de Bearhaven, has 
for some years past led the defence of liberal principles and popu- 
lar rights with a faithfulness and ability worthy of all praise. 

A young man, named Giovanni Guasconti, came, very long 
ago, from the more southern Tegion of Italy, to pursue his studies 
at the University of Padua. Giovanni, who had but a scanty 
supply of gold ducats in his pocket, took lodgings in a high and 
gioomy chamber of an old edifice which looked not unworthy to 
have been the palace of a Paduan noble, and which, in fact, 

T 3 2 5 ] 



Tales of the Supernatural 

exhibited over its entrance the armorial bearings of a family long 
since extinct. The young stranger, who was not unstudied in the 
great poem of his country, recollected that one of the ancestors 
of this family, and perhaps an occupant of this very mansion, 
had been pictured by Dante as a partaker of the immortal agonies 
of his Inferno. These reminiscences and associations, together 
with the tendency to heartbreak natural to a young man for the 
first time out of his native sphere, caused Giovanni to sigh 
heavily as he looked around the desolate and ill-furnished 
apartment. 

“Holy Virgin, signor!” cried old Dame Lisabetta, who, won 
by the youth’s remarkable beauty of person, was kindly endeavor- 
ing to give the chamber a habitable air, “what a sigh was that to 
come out of a young man’s heart' Do you find this old mansion 
gloomy? For the love of Heaven, then, put your head out of the 
window, and you will see as bright sunshine as you have left in 
Naples.” 

Guasconti mechanically did as the old woman advised, but 
could not quite agree with her that the Paduan sunshine was as 
cheerful as that of southern Italy Such as it was, however, it fell 
upon a garden beneath the window and expended its fostering 
influences on a variety of plants, which seemed to have been culti- 
vated with exceeding care. 

“Does this garden belong to the house?” asked Giovanni. 

“Heaven forbid, signor, unless it were fruitful of better pot 
herbs than any that grow there now,” answered old Lisabetta. 
“No; ttiat garden is cultivated by the own hands of Signor Gia- 
como Rappaccini, the famous doctor, who, I warrant him, has 
been heard of as far as Naples. It is said that he distils these 
plants into medicines that are as potent as a charm. Oftentimes 
you may see the signor doctor at work, and perchance the signora, 
his daughter, too, gathering the strange flowers that grow in the 
garden ” 

The old woman had now done what she could for the aspect 
of the chamber; and, commending the young man to the protec- 
tion of the saints, took her departure. 

Giovanni still found no better occupation than to look down 
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into the garden beneath his window. From its appearance, he 
judged it to be one of those botanic gardens which were of earlier 
date in Padua than elsewhere in Italy or in the world. Or, not 
improbably, it might once have been the pleasure-place of an 
opulent family; for there was the ruin of a marble fountain in 
the centre, sculptured with rare art, but so wofully shattered 
that it was impossible to trace the original design from the chaos 
of remaining fragments. The water, however, continued to gush 
and sparkle into the sunbeams as cheerfully as ever. A little 
gurgling sound ascended to the young man’s window, and made 
him feel as if the fountain were an immortal spirit that sung its 
song unceasingly and without heeding the vicissitudes around 
it, while one century imbodied it in marble and another scat- 
tered the perishable garniture on the soil. All about the pool 
into which the water subsided grew various plants, that seemed 
to require a plentiful supply of moisture for the nourishment of 
gigantic leaves, and in some instances, flowers gorgeously mag- 
nificent. There was one shrub in particular, set in a marble vase 
in the midst of the pool, that bore a profusion of purple blos- 
soms, each of which had the lustre and richness of a gem, and 
the whole together made a show so resplendent that it seemed 
enough to illuminate the garden, even had there been no sun- 
shine. Every portion of the soil was peopled with plants and 
herbs, which, if less beautiful, still bore tokens of assiduous 
care, as if all had their individual virtues, known to the scientific 
mind that fostered them. Some were placed in urns, rich with 
old carving, and odiers m common garden pots; some crept 
serpent-like along the ground or climbed on high, using what- 
ever means of ascent was offered them. One plant had wreathed 
itself round a statue of Vertumnus, which was thus quite veiled 
and shrouded in a drapery of hanging foliage, so happily ar 
ranged that it might have served a sculptor for a study. 

While Giovanni stood at the window he heard a rustling be- 
hind a screen of leaves, and became aware that a person was at 
work in the garden. His figure soon emerged into view, and 
snowed itself to be that of no common laborer, but a tall, ema- 
ciated, sallow, and sickly-looking man, dressed in a scholar’s garb 
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of black. Ke was beyond the middle term of life, with gray hair, 
a thin, gray beard, and a face singularly marked with intellect 
and cultivation, but which could never, even in his more youth- 
ful days, have expressed much warmth of heart. 

Nothing could exceed the intentness with which this scientific 
gardener examined every shrub which grew in his path: it 
seemed as if he was looking into their inmost nature, making 
observations in regard to their creative essence, and discovering 
why one leaf grew in this shape and another in that, and where- 
fore such and such flowers differed among themselves in hue and 
perfume. Nevertheless, in spite of this deep intelligence on his 
part, there was no approach to intimacy between himself and 
these vegetable existences. On the contrary, he avoided their 
actual touch or the direct inhaling of their odors with a caution 
that impressed Giovanni most disagreeably; for the man’s de- 
meanor was that of one walking among malignant influences, 
such as savage beasts, or deadly snakes, or evil spirits, which, 
should he allow them one moment of license, would wreak upon 
him some terrible fatality. It was strangely frightful to the young 
man’s imagination to see this air of insecurity in a person culti- 
vating a garden, that most simple and innocent of human toils, 
and which had been alike the joy and labor of the unfallen 
parents of the race. Was this garden, then, the Eden of the present 
world? And this man, with such a perception of harm in what 
fiis own hands caused to grow— was he the Adam? 

The distrustful gardener, while plucking away the dead leaves 
or pruning the too luxuriant growth of the shrubs, defended his 
hands with a pair of thick gloves. Nor were these his only armor. 
When, m his walk through the garden, he came to the magnifi- 
cent plant that hung its purple gems beside the marble fountain, 
he placed a kind of mask over his mouth and nostrils, as if all 
this beauty did but conceal a deadlier malice; but, finding his 
task still too dangerous, he drew back, removed the mask, and 
called loudly, but m the infirm voice of a person affected with 
inward disease— 

“Beatrice! Beatrice!” 

“Here am I, my father. What wiuld you?” cried a rich and 
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youthful voice from the window of the opposite house— a voice 
as rich as a tropical sunset, and which made Giovanni, though 
he knew not why, think of deep hues of purple or crimson and of 
perfumes heavily delectable. “Are you in the garden?” 

“Yes, Beatrice,” answered the gardener, “and I need your 
help.” 

Soon there emerged from under a sculptured portal the figure 
of a young girl, arrayed with as much richness of taste as the 
most splendid of the flowers, beautiful as the day, and with a 
bloom so deep and vivid that one shade more would have been 
too much. She looked redundant with life, health, and energy; 
all of which attributes were bound down and compressed, as it 
were, and girdled tensely, in their luxuriance, by her virgin 
zone. Yet Giovanni’s fancy must have grown morbid while he 
looked .lown into the garden, for the impression which the fair 
stranger made upon him was as if here were another flower, 
the human sister of those vegetable ones, as beautiful as they, 
more beautiful than the richest of them, but still to be touched 
only with a glove, nor to be approached without a mask. As 
Beatrice came down the garden path, it was observable that she 
handled and inhaled the odor of several of the plants which 
her father had most sedulously avoided. 

‘Here, Beatrice,” said the latter, “see how many needful offices 
require to be done to our chief treasure. Yet, shattered as I am, 
my life might pay the penalty of approaching it so closely as cir- 
cumstances demand. Henceforth, I fear, this plant must be con- 
signed to your sole charge.” 

“And gladly will I undertake it,” cried again the rich tones of 
the young lady, as she bent towards the magnificent plant and 
opened her arms as if to embrace it. “Yes, my sister, my splen- 
dour, it shall be Beatrice’s task to nurse and serve thee; and 
thou shalt reward her with thy kisses and perfumed breath, 
which to her is as the breath of life.” 

Then, with all the tenderness in her manner that was so strik- 
ingly expressed in her words, she busied herself with such atten- 
tions as the plant seemed to require; and Giovanni, at his lofty 
window, rubbed his eyes and almost doubted whether it were 
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a girl tending her favorite flower, or one sister performing the 
duties of affection to another. The scene soon terminated. 
Whether Dr. Rappaccini had finished his labors in the garden, 
or that his watchful eye had caught the stranger’s face, he now 
took his daughter’s arm and retired. Night was already closing 
in; oppressive exhalations seemed to proceed from the plants 
and steal upward past the open window; and Giovanni, closing 
the lattice, went to his couch and dreamed of a rich flower and 
beautiful girl. Flower and maiden were different, and yet the 
same, and fraught with seme strange peril in either shape. 

But there is an influence in the light of morning that tends to 
rectify whatever errors of fancy, or even of judgment, we may 
have incurred during the sun’s decline, or among the shadows 
of the night, or in the less wholesome glow of moonshine. Gio- 
vanni’s first movement, on starting from sleep, was to throw 
open the window and gaze down into the garden which his 
dreams had made so fertile of mysteries. He was surprised and a 
little ashamed to find how real and matter-of-fact an affair it 
proved to be, in the first rays of the sun which gilded the dew- 
drops that hung upon leaf and blossom, and, while giving a 
brighter beauty to each rare flower, brought everything within 
the limits of ordinary experience. The young man rejoiced that, 
in the heart of the barren city, he had the privilege of over- 
looking this spot of lovely and luxuriant vegetation. It would 
serve, he said to himself, as a symbolic language to keep him in 
communion with Nature. Neither the sicklv and thought-worn 
Dr. Giacomo Rappaccini, it is true, nor his brilliant daughter, 
was now visible; so that Giovanni could not determine how 
much of the singularity which he attributed to both was due to 
their own qualities and how much to his wonder-working fancy; 
but he was inclined to take a most rational view of the whole 
matter. 

In the course of the day he paid his respects to Signor Pietro 
Baglioni, professor of medicine in the university, a physician of 
eminent repute to whom Giovanni had brought a letter of intro- 
duction. The professor was an elderly personage, apparently of 
genial nature, and habits that might almost be called jovial. He 
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kept the young man to dinner, and made himself very agreeable 
uy tne freedom and liveliness of his conversation, especially when 
warmed by a flask or two of Tuscan wine. Giovanni, conceiving 
that men of science, inhabitants of the same city, must needs be 
on familiar terms with one another, took an opportunity to men- 
tion the name of Dr. Rappaccini. But the professor did not re- 
spond with so much cordiality as he had anticipated. 

“Ill would it become a teacher of the divine art of medicine,” 
said Professor Pietro Baglioni, in answer to a question of Gio- 
vanni, “to withhold due and well-considered praise of a physician 
so eminently skilled as Rappaccini; but. on the other hand, T 
should answer it but scantily to my conscience were I to permit 
a worthy youth like yourself, Signor Giovanni, the son of an 
ancient friend, to imbibe erroneous ideas respecting a man who 
might hereafter chance to hold your life and death in his hands. 
The truth is, our worshipful Dr. Rappaccini has as much science 
as any member of the faculty— with perhaps one single exception 
—in Padua, or all Italy; but there are certain grave objections to 
his professional character.” 

"And what are they?” asked the young man. 

“Has my friend Giovanni any disease of body or heart, that he 
is so inquisitive about physicians?” said the professor, with a 
smile. “But as for Rappaccini, it is said of him— and I, who know 
the man well, can answer for its truth— that he cares infinitelv 
more for science than for mankind. His patients are interesting 
to him only as subjects for some new experiment. He would sac- 
rifice human life, his own among the rest, or whatever else was 
dearest to him, for the sake of adding so much as a grain of 
musta:u teed to the great heap of his accumulated knowledge.” 

“Meth ; nks he is an awful man indeed,” remarked Guasconti. 
mentally recalling the cold and purely intellectual aspect of 
Rappaccini. “And yet, worshipful professor, is it not a noble 
spirit? Are there many men capable of so spiritual a love of sci- 
ence?” 

"God forbid,” answered the professor, somewhat testily; “at 
least, unless they take sounder views of the healing art than those 
adopted by Rappaccini. It is his theory that all medicinal virtues 
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are comprised within those substances which we term vegetable 
poisons. These he cultivates with his own hands, and is said even 
to have produced new varieties of poison, more horribly deleteri 
ous than Nature, without the assistance of this learned person, 
would ever have plagued the world withal. That the signor doctor 
does less mischief than might be expected with such dangerous 
substances is undeniable. Now and then, it must be owned, he has 
effected, or seemed to effect, a marvellous cure; but, to tell you 
my private mind. Signor Giovanni, he should receive little credit 
for such instances of success- they being probably the work of 
chance— but should be held strictly accountable for his failures, 
wmch may justly be considered his own work.” 

The youth might have taken Baglioni’s opinions with many 
grains of allowance had he known that there was a professional 
warfare of long continuance between him and Dr. Rappaccini, in 
which the latter was generally thought to have gained the advan- 
tage. If the reader be inclined to judge for himself, we refer him 
to certain black-letter tracts on both sides, preserved in the medi- 
cal department of the University of Padua. 

“I know not, most learned professor,” returned Giovanni, after 
musing on what had been said of Rappaccim’s exclusive zeal for 
science— "I know not how dearly this physician may love his art; 
but surely there is one object more dear to him. He has a 
daughter.” 

“Aha!” cried the professor, with a laugh. “So now our friend 
Giovanni’s secret is out. You have heard of this daughter, whom 
all the young men in Padua are wild about, though not half a 
dozen have ever had the good hap to see her face. I know little of 
the Signora Beatrice save that Rappaccini is said to have in- 
structed her deeply in his science, and that, young and beautiful 
as fame reports her, she is already qualified to fill a professor’s 
chair. Perchance her father destines her for mine' Other absurd 
rumors there be, not worth talking about or listening to. So 
now. Signor Giovanni, drink off your glass of lachryma.” 

Guasconti returned to his lodgings somewhat heated with the 
•vine he had quaffed, and which caused his brain to swim with 
itrange fantasies in reference to Dr. Rappaccini and the beautiful 
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Beatrice. On his way, happening to pass by a florist’s, he bought 
a fresh bouquet of flowers. 

Ascending to his chamber, he seated himself near the window, 
but within the shadow thrown by the depth of the wall, so that 
he could look down into the garden with little risk of being dis- 
covered. All beneath his eye was a solitude. The strange plants 
were basking in the sunshine, and now and then nodding gently 
to one another, as if in acknowledgment of sympathy and kindred. 
In the midst, by the shattered fountain, grew the magnificent 
shrub, with its purple gems clustering all over it; they glowed in 
the air, and gleamed back again out of the depths of the pool, 
which thus seemed to overflow with colored radiance from the 
rich reflection that was steeped in it. At first, as we have said, the 
garden was a solitude. Soon, however— as Giovanni had half 
hoped, half feared would be the case— a figure appeared beneath 
the antique sculptured portal, and came down between the rows 
of plants, inhaling their various perfumes as if she were one of 
those beings of old classic fable that lived upon sweet odors. On 
again beholding Beatrice, the young man was even startled to 
perceive how much her beauty exceeded his recollection of it, so 
brilliant, so vivid was its character, that she glowed amid the 
sunlight, and, as Giovanni whispered to himself, positively il- 
luminated the more shadowy intervals of the garden path. Her 
face being now more revealed than on the former occasion, he was 
struck by its expression of simplicity and sweetness— qualities 
that had not entered into his idea of her character, and which 
made him ask anew what manner of mortal she might be. Nor did 
he fail again to observe, or imagine an analogy between the beau- 
tiful girl and the gorgeous shrub that hung its gemlike flowers 
over the fountain— a resemblance which Beatrice seemed to have 
indulged a fantastic humor in heightening, both by the arrange- 
ment of her dress and the selection of its hues. 

Approaching the shrub, she threw open her arms, as with a 
passionate ardor, and drew its branches into an intimate embrace 
—so intimate that her features were hidden in its leafy bosom and 
her glistening ringlets all intermingled with the flowers. 

“Give me thy breath, my sister,” exclaimed Beatrice, “for I am 
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fain t with common air. And give me this flower of thine, which I 
separate with gentlest fingers from the stem and place it close be- 
side my heart.” 

With these words the beautiful daughter of Rappaccini 
plucked one of the richest blossoms of the shrub, and was about 
to fasten it in her bosom. But now, unless Giovanni’s draughts 
of wine had bewildered his senses, a singular incident occurred. 
A small orange-colored reptile, of the lizard or chameleon species, 
chanced to be creeping along the path, just at the feet of Beatrice. 
It appeared to Giovanni— but, at the distance from which he 
gazed, he could scarcely have seen anything so minute— it ap- 
peared to him, however, that a drop or two of moisture from the 
broken stem of the flower descended upon the lizard’s head. For 
an instant the reptile contorted itself violently, and then lay 
motionless in the sunshine. Beatrice observed this remarkable 
phenomenon, and crossed herself, sadly, but without surprise; 
nor did she therefore hesitate to arrange the fatal flower in her 
bosom. There it blushed, and almost glimmered with the daz- 
zling effect of a precious stone, adding to her dress and aspect the 
one appropriate charm which nothing else in the world could 
have supplied. But Giovanni, out of the shadow of his window, 
bent forward and shrank back, and murmured and trembled. 

“Am I awake? Have I my senses?” said he to himself. “What 
is this being? Beautiful shall I call her, or inexpressibly terrible?” 

Beatrice now strayed carelessly through the garden, approach- 
ing closer beneath Giovanni’s window, so that he was compelled 
to thrust his head quite out of its concealment in order to gratify 
the intense and painful curiosity which she excited. At this mo- 
ment there came a beautiful insect over the garden wall; it had, 
perhaps, wandered through the city, and found no flowers or 
verdure among those antique haunts of men until the heavy per- 
fumes of Dr. Rappaccini’s shTubs had luTed it from afar. Without 
alighting on the flowers, this winged brightness seemed to be 
attracted by Beatrice, and lingered in the air and fluttered about 
her head. Now, here it could not be but that Giovanni Guasconti’s 
eyes deceived him. Be that as it might, he fancied that, while 
Beatrice was gazing at the insect with childish delight, it grew 
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faint and fell at her feet; its bright wings shivered; it was dead- 
from no cause that he could discern, unless it were the atmos- 
phere of her breath. Again Beatrice crossed herself and sighed 
heavily as she bent over the dead insect. 

An impulsive movement of Giovanni drew her eyes to the win- 
dow. There she beheld the beautiful head of the young man— 
rather a Grecian than an Italian head, with fair, regular features, 
and a glistening of gold among his ringlets— gazing down upon 
her like a being that hovered in mid air. Scarcely knowing what 
he did, Giovanni threw down the bouquet which he had hitherto 
held in his hand. 

"Signora," said he, “there are pure and healthful flowers. Wear 
them for the sake of Giovanni Guasconti.” 

“Thanks, signor,” replied Beatrice, with her rich voice, that 
came forth as it were like a gush of music, and with a mirthful 
expression half childish and half woman-like. "I accept your gift, 
and would fain recompense it with this precious purple flower; 
but if I toss it into the air it will not reach you. So Signor Guas- 
conti must even content himself with my thanks.” 

She lifted the bouquet from the ground, and then, as if in- 
wardly ashamed at having stepped aside from her maidenly re- 
serve to respond to a stranger’s greeting, passed swiftly homeward 
through the garden. But few as the moments were, it seemed to 
Giovanni, when she was on the point of vanishing beneath the 
sculptured portal, that his beautiful bouquet was already begin- 
ning to wither in her grasp. It was an idle thought; there could 
be no possibility of distinguishing a faded flower from a fresh one 
at so great a distance. 

For many days after this incident the young man avoided the 
window that looked into Dr. Rappaccini’s garden, as if something 
ugly and monstrous would have blasted his eyesight had he been 
betrayed into a glance. He felt conscious of having put himself, 
to a certain extent, within the influence of an unintelligible 
power by the communication which he had opened with Bea- 
trice. The wisest course would have been, if his heart were in any 
real danger, to quit his lodgings and Padua itself at once; the 
next wiser, to have accustomed himself, as far as possible, to the 
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familiar and daylight view of Beatrice— thus bringing her rigidly 
and systematically within the limits of ordinary experience. Least 
of all, while avoiding her sight, ought Giovanni to have remained 
so near this extraordinary being that the proximity and possi- 
bility even of intercourse should give a kind of substance and 
realty to the wild vagaries which his imagination ran riot con- 
tinually in producing. Guasconti had not a deep heart— or, at all 
events, its depths were not sounded now; but he had a quick 
fancy, and an ardent southern temperament, which rose every 
instant to a higher fever pitch. Whether or no Beatrice possessed 
those terrible attributes, that fatal breath, the affinity with those 
so beautiful and deadly flowers which were indicated by what 
Giovanni had witnessed, she had at least instilled a fierce and 
subtle poison into his system. It was not love, although her rich 
beauty was a madness to him, nor horror, even while he fancied 
her spirit to be imbued with the same baneful essence that seemed 
to pervade her physical frame, but a wild offspring of both love 
and horror that had each parent in it, and burned like one and 
shivered like the other. Giovanni knew not what to dread; still 
less did he know what to hope; yet hope and dread kept a con- 
tinual warfare in his breast, alternately vanquishing one another 
and starting up afresh to renew the contest. Blessed are all simple 
emotions, be they dark or brightl It is the lurid intermixture of 
the two that produces the illuminating blaze of the infernal 
regions. 

Sometimes he endeavored to assuage the fever of his spirit by a 
rapid walk through the streets of Padua or beyond its gates; his 
footsteps kept time with the throbbings of his brain, so that the 
walk was apt to accelerate itself to a race. One day he found him- 
self arrested; his arm was seized by a portly personage, who had 
turned back on recognizing the young man and expended much 
breath in overtaking him. 

“Signor Giovannil Stay, my young friend!” cried he. “Have you 
forgotten me? That might well be the case if I were as much 
altered as yourself." 

It was Baglioni, whom Giovanni had avoided ever since their 
first meeting, from a doubt that the professor’s sagacity would 
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look too deeply into his secrets. Endeavoring to recover himself, 
he stared forth wildly from his inner world into the outer one 
and spoke like a man in a dream. 

“Yes; I am Giovanni Guasconti. You are Professor Pietro 
Baglioni. Now let me pass!” 

“Not yet, not yet, Signor Giovanni Guasconti,” said the pro- 
fessor, smiling, but at the same time scrutinizing the youth with 
an earnest glance. “What! did I grow up side by side with your 
father? and shall his son pass me like a stranger in these old 
streets of Padua? Stand still, Signor Giovanni, for we must have 
a word or two before we part.” 

“Speedily, then, most worshipful professor, speedily,” said 
Giovanni, with feverish impatience. “Does not your worship see 
that I am in haste?” 

Now, while he was speaking there came a man in black along 
the street, stooping and moving feebly like a person in inferior 
health. His face was all overspread with a most sickly and sallow 
hue, but yet so pervaded with an expression of piercing and 
active intellect that an observer might easily have overlooked 
the merely physical attributes and have seen only this wonderful 
energy. As he passed, this person exchanged a cold and distant 
salutation with Baglioni, but fixed his eyes upon Giovanni with 
an intentness that seemed to bring out whatever was within him 
worthy of notice. Nevertheless, there was a peculiar quietness in 
the look, as if taking merely a speculative, not a human, interest 
in the young man. 

“It is Dr Rappaccini'” whispered the professor when the 
stranger had passed. “Has he ever seen your face before?” 

“Not that I know,” answered Giovanni, starting at the name. 

“He has seen you! he must have seen you!” said Baglioni, 
hastily. “For some purpose or other, this man of science is making 
a study of you. I know that look of his! It is the same that coldly 
illuminates his face as he bends over a bird, a mouse, or a but- 
terfly, which, in pursuance of some experiment, he has killed by 
the perfume of a flower; a look as deep as Nature itself, but with- 
out Nature’s warmth of love. Signor Giovanni, I will stake my 
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life upon it, you are the subject of one of Rappaccini's experi- 
ments!” 

“Will you make a fool of me?” cried Giovanni, passionately. 
"That, signor professor, were an untoward experiment.” 

“Patience! patience!” replied the imperturbable professor. "I 
tell thee, my poor Giovanni, that Rappaccini has a scientific in- 
terest in thee. Thou hast fallen into fearful hands! And the 
Signora Beatrice— what part does she act in this mystery?” 

But Guasconti, finding Baglioni’s pertinacity intolerable, here 
broke away, and was gone before the professor could again seize 
his arm. He looked after the young man intently and shook his 
head. 

“This must not be,” said Baglioni to himself. “The youth is the 
son of my old friend, and shall not come to any harm from which 
the arcana of medical science can preserve him. Besides, it is too 
insufferable an impertinence in Rappaccini, thus to snatch the 
lad out of my own hands, as I may say, and make use of him for 
his infernal experiments. This daughter of his! It shall be looked 
to. Perchance, most learned Rappaccini, I may foil you where 
you little dream of it!” 

Meanwhile Giovanni had pursued a circuitous route, and at 
length found himself at the door of his lodgings. As he crossed 
the threshold he was met by old Lisabetta, who smirked and 
smiled, and was evidently desirous to attract his attention; vainly, 
however, as the ebullition of his feelings had momentarily sub- 
sided into a cold and dull vacuity. He turned his eyes full upon 
the withered face that was puckering itself into a smile, but 
seemed to behold it not. The old dame, therefore, laid her grasp 
upon his cloak. 

"Signor! signor!” whispered she, still with a smile over the 
whole breadth of her visage, so that it looked not unlike a gro- 
tesque carving in wood, darkened by centuries. “Listen, signor! 
There is a private entrance into the garden!” 

“What do you say?” exclaimed Giovanni, turning quickly 
about, as if an inanimate thing should start into feverish life. “A 
private entrance into Dr. Rappaccini’s garden?” 

"Hush! hush! not so loud!” whispered Lisabetta, putting her 
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hand over his mouth. “Yes; into the worshipful doctor’s garden, 
where you may see all his fine shrubbery. Many a young man in 
Padua would give gold to be admitted among those flowers.” 

Giovanni put a piece of gold into her hand. 

“Show me the way,” said he. 

A surmise, probably excited by his conversation with Baglioni, 
crossed his mind, that this interposition of old Lisabetta might 
perchance be connected with the intrigue, whatever were its 
nature, in which the professor seemed to suppose that Dr. Rap- 
paccini was involving him. But such a suspicion, though it dis- 
turbed Giovanni, was inadequate to restrain him. The instant 
that he was aware of the possibility of approaching Beatrice, it 
seemed an absolute necessity of his existence to do so. It mattered 
not whether she were angel or demon; he was irrevocably within 
her sphere, and must obey the law that whirled him onward, in 
ever lessening circles, towards a result which he did not attempt 
to foreshadow; and yet, strange to say, there came across him a 
sudden doubt whether this intense interest on his part were not 
delusory; whether it were really of so deep and positive a nature 
as to justify him in now thrusting himself into an incalculable 
position, whether it were not merely the fantasy of a young man's 
brain, only slightly or not at all connected with his heart. 

He paused, hesitated, turned half about, but again went on. 
His withered guide led him along several obscure passages, and 
finally undid a door, through which, as it was opened, there came 
(he sight and sound of rustling leaves, with the broken sunshine 
glimmering among them. Giovanni stepped forth, and, forcing 
himself through the entanglement of a shrub that wreathed its 
tendrils over the hidden entrance, stood beneath his own window 
in the open area of Dr. Rappaccini’s garden. 

How often is it the case that, when impossibilities have come 
to pass and dreams have condensed their misty substance into 
tangible realities, we find ourselves calm, and even coldly self- 
possessed, amid circumstances which it would have been a de- 
lirium of joy or agony to anticipate! Fate delights to thwart us 
thus. Passion will choose his own time to rush upon the scene, 
and lingers sluggishly behind when an appropriate adjustment 
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of events would seem to summon his appearance. So was it now 
with Giovanni. Day after day his pulses had throbbed with fever- 
ish blood at the improbable idea of an interview with Beatrice, 
and of standing with her, face to face, in this very garden, bask- 
ing in the Oriental sunshine of her beauty, and snatching from 
her full gaze the mystery which he deemed the riddle of his own 
existence. But now there was a singular and untimely equanimity 
within his breast. He threw a glance around the garden to dis- 
cover if Beatrice or her father were present, and, perceiving that 
he was alone, began a critical observation of the plants. 

The aspect of one and all of them dissatisfied him; their gor- 
geousness seemed fierce, passionate, and even unnatural. There 
was hardly an individual shrub which a wanderer, straying by 
himself through a forest, would not have been startled to find 
growing wild, as if an unearthly face had glared at him out of 
the thicket. Several also would have shocked a delicate instinct 
by an appearance of artificialness indicating that there had been 
such commixture, and, as it were, adultery, of various vegetable 
species, that the production was no longer of God’s making, but 
the monstrous offspring of man’s depraved fancy, glowing with 
only an evil mockery of beauty. They were probably the result 
of experiment, which in one or two cases had succeeded in 
mingling plants individually lovely into a compound possessing 
the questionable and ominous character that distinguished the 
whole growth of the garden. In fine, Giovanni recognized but 
two or three plants in the collection, and those of a kind that he 
well knew to be poisonous. While busy with these contemplations 
he heard the rustling of a silken garment, and, turning, beheld 
Beatrice emerging from beneath the sculptured portal. 

Giovanni had not considered with himself what should be his 
deportment; whether he should apologize for his intrusion into 
the garden, or assume that he was there with the privity at least, 
if not by the desire, of Dr. Rappaccini or his daughter; but Bea- 
trice’s manner placed him at his ease, though leaving him still in 
doubt by what agency he had gained admittance. She came 
lightly along the path and met him near the broken fountain. 
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There was surprise in her face, but brightened by a simple and 
kind expression of pleasure. 

“You are a connoisseur in flowers, signor,” said Beatrice, with a 
smile, alluding to the bouquet which he had flung her from the 
window. “It is no marvel, therefore, if the sight of my father’s 
rare collection has tempted you to take a nearer view. If he were 
here, he could tell you many strange and interesting facts as to 
the nature and habits of these shrubs; for he has spent a lifetime 
in such studies, and this garden is Iiis world.” 

“And yourself, lady,” observed Giovanni, “if fame says true— 
you likewise are deeply skilled in the virtues indicated by these 
rich blossoms and these spicy perfumes. Would you deign to be 
my instructress, I should prove an apter scholar than if taught 
by Signor Rappaccini himself.” 

“Are there such idle rumors?” asked Beatrice, with the music 
of a pleasant laugh. “Do people say that I am skilled in my father’s 
science of plants? What a jest is there! No; though I have grown 
up among these flowers, I know no more of them than their hues 
and perfume; and sometimes methmks I would fain rid myself 
of even that small knowledge. There are many flowers here, and 
those not the least brilliant, that shock and offend me when they 
meet my eye But pray, signor, do not believe these stories about 
my science. Believe nothing of me save what you see with your 
own eyes.” 

“And must I believe all that I have seen with my own eyes?” 
asked Giovanni, pointedly, while the recollection of former 
scenes made him shrink. “No, signora; you demand too little of 
me. Bid me believe nothing save what comes from your own 
lips ” 

It would appear that Beatrice understood him. There came a 
deep flush to her cheek; but she looked full into Giovanni’s eyes, 
and responded to his gaze of uneasy suspicion with a queenlike 
haughtiness. 

“I do so bid you, signor,” she replied. “Forget whatever you 
may have fancied in regard to me. If true to the outward senses, 
still it may be false in its essence; but the words of Beatrice Rap- 
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paccini’s lips are true from the depths of the heart outward. 
Those you may believe.” 

A fervor glowed in her whole aspect and beamed upon Gio- 
vanni’s consciousness like the light of truth itself; but while she 
spoke there was a fragrance m the atmosphere around her, rich 
and delightful, though evanescent, yet which the young man, 
from an indefinable reluctance, scarcely dared to draw into his 
lungs It might be the odor of the flowers. Could it be Beatrice’s 
breath which thus embalmed her words with a strange richness, as 
if by steeping them in her heart? A faintness passed like a shadow 
over Giovanni and flitted away; he seemed to gaze through the 
beautiful girl’s eyes into her transparent soul, and felt no more 
doubt or fear. 

The tinge of passion that had colored Beatrice’s manner van- 
ished; she became gay, and appeared to derive a pure delight from 
her communion with the youth not unlike what the maiden of a 
lonely island might have felt conversing with a voyager from the 
civilized world. Evidently her experience of life had been con- 
fined within the limits of that garden. She talked now about mat- 
ters as simple as the daylight or summer clouds, and now asked 
questions in reference to the city, or Giovanni’s distant home, his 
friends, his mother, and his sisters— questions indicating such se- 
clusion, and such lack of familiarity with modes and forms, that 
Giovanni responded as if to an infant. Her spirit gushed out 
before him like a fresh rill that was just catching its first glimpse 
of the sunlight and wondering at the reflections of earth and sky 
which were flung into its bosom. There came thoughts, too, from 
a deep source, and fantasies of a gemlike brilliancy, as if diamonds 
and rubies sparkled upward among the bubbles of the fountain. 
Ever and anon there gleamed across the young man’s mind a sense 
of wonder that he should be walking side by side with the being 
who had so wrought upon his imagination, whom he had idealized 
in such hues of terror, in whom he had positively witnessed such 
manitestations of dreadful attributes— that he should be con- 
versing with Beatrice like a brother, and should find her so human 
and so maidenlike. But such reflections were only momentary; 
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the effect of her character was too real not to make itself familiar 
at once. 

In this free intercourse they had strayed through the garden, 
and now, after many turns among its avenues, were come to the 
shattered fountain, beside which grew the magnificent shrub, 
with its treasury of glowing blossoms. A fragrance was diffused 
from it which Giovanni recognized as identical with that which 
he had attributed to Beatrice’s breath, but incomparably more 
powerful. As her eyes fell upon it, Giovanni beheld her press 
her hand to her bosom as if her heart were throbbing suddenly 
and painfully. 

“For the first time in my life,” murmured she, addressing the 
shrub, "I had forgotten thee.” 

"I remember, signora,” said Giovanni, "that you once promised 
to reward me with one of these living gems for the bouquet which 
I had the happy boldness to fling to your feet. Permit me now to 
pluck it as a memorial of this interview.” 

He made a step towards the shrub with extended hand; but 
Beatrice darted forward, uttering a shriek that went through his 
heart like a dagger. She caught his hand and drew it back with 
the whole force of her slender figure. Giovanni felt her touch 
thrilling through his fibres. 

"Touch it not!” exclaimed she, in a voice of agony. “Not for 
thy life! It is fatal 1 ” 

Then, hiding her face, she fled from him and vanished beneath 
the sculptured portal As Giovanni followed her with his eyes, he 
beheld the emaciated figure and pale intelligence of Dr. Rap- 
paccini, who had been watching the scene, he knew not how long, 
within the shadow of the entrance. 

No sooner was Guasconti alone in his chamber than the image 
of Beatrice came back to his passionate musings, invested with all 
the witchery that had been gathering around it ever since his first 
glimpse of her, and now likewise imbued with a tender warmth 
of girlish womanhood. She was human; her nature was endowed 
with all gentle and feminine qualities; she was worthiest to be 
worshipped; she was capable, surely, on her part, of the height and 
heroism of love. Those tokens which he had hitherto considered 
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as proofs of a frightful peculiarity in her physical and moral sys- 
tem were now either forgotten, or, by the subtle sophistry of 
passion transmitted into a golden crown of enchantment, render- 
ing Beatrice the more admirable by so much as she was the more 
unique. Whatever had looked ugly was now beautiful; or, if 
incapable of such a change, it stole away and hid itself among 
those shapeless half ideas which throng the dim region beyond the 
daylight of our perfect consciousness. Thus did he spend the 
night, nor fell asleep until the dawn had begun to awake the 
slumbering flowers in Dr. Rappaccini’s garden, whither Gio- 
vanni’s dreams doubtless led him. Up rose the sun in his due 
season, and, flinging his beams upon the young man’s eyelids, 
awoke him to a sense of pain. When thoroughly aroused, he be- 
came sensible of a burning and tingling agony in his hand— in his 
right hand— the very hand which Beatrice had grasped in her 
own when he was on the point of plucking one of the gemhke 
flowers. On the back of that hand there was now a purple print 
like that of four small fingers, and the likeness of a slender thumb 
upon his wrist. 

Oh, how stubbornly does love— or even that cunning sem- 
blance of love which flourishes in the imagination, but strikes 
no depth of root into the heart— how stubbornly does it hold its 
faith until the moment comes when it is doomed to vanish into 
thin mist! Giovanni wrapped a handkerchief about his hand and 
wondered what evil thing had stung him, and soon forgot his 
pain in a reverie of Beatrice. 

After the first interview, a second was in the inevitable course 
of what we call fate. A third; a fourth; and a meeting with Bea- 
trice in the garden was no longer an incident in Giovanni’s daily 
life, but the whole space in which he might be said to live; for 
the anticipation and memory of that ecstatic hour made up the 
remainder. Nor was it otherwise with the daughter of Rappaccini. 
She watched for the youth’s appearance, and flew to his side with 
confidence as unreserved as if they had been playmates from early 
infancy— as-if they were such playmates still. If, by any unwonted 
chance, he failed to come at the appointed moment, she stood 
beneath the window and sent up the rich sweetness of her tones 
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to float around him in his chamber and echo and reverberate 
throughout his heart: “Giovannil Giovanni! Why tamest thou? 
Come down!” And down he hastened into that Eden of poisonous 
flowers. 

But, with all this intimate familiarity, there was still a reserve 
in Beatrice’s demeanor, so rigidly and invariably sustained that 
the idea of infringing it scarcely occurred to his imagination. By 
all appreciable signs, they loved; they had looked love with eyes 
that conveyed the holy secret from the depths of one soul into 
the depths of the other, as if it were too sacred to be whispered by 
the way; they had even spoken love in those gushes of passion 
when their spirits darted forth in articulated breath like tongues 
of long-hidden flame; and yet there had been no seal of lips, no 
clasp of hands, nor any slightest caress such as love claims and hal- 
lows. He had never touched one of the gleaming ringlets of her 
hair; her garment— so marked was the physical barrier between 
them— had never been waved against him by a breeze. On the 
few occasions when Giovanni had seemed tempted to overstep 
the limit, Beatrice grew so sad, so stern, and withal wore such a 
look of desolate separation, shuddering at itself, that not a 
spoken word was requisite to repel him. At such times he was 
startled at the horrible suspicions that rose, monster-like, out of 
the caverns of his heart and stared him in the face; his love grew 
thin and faint as the morning mist, his doubts alone had sub- 
stance. But when Beatrice’s face brightened again after the 
momentary shadow, she was transformed at once from the mys- 
terious, questionable being whom he had watched with so much 
awe and horror, she was now the beautiful and unsophisticated 
girl whom he felt that his spirit knew with a certainty beyond all 
other knowledge. 

A considerable time had now passed since Giovanni’s last meet- 
ing with Baglioni. One morning, however, he was disagreeably 
surprised by a visit from the professor, whom he had scarcely 
thought of for whole weeks, and would willingly have forgotten 
still longer. Given up as he had long been to a pervading excite- 
ment, he could tolerate no companions except upon condition 

[ 345 ] 



T ales of the Supernatural 

of their perfect sympathy with his present state of feeling. Such 
sympathy was not to be expected from Professor Baglioni. 

The visitor chatted carelessly for a few moments about the 
gossip of the city and the university, and then took up another 
topic. 

“I have been reading an old classic author lately,” said he, “and 
met with a story that strangely interested me. Possibly you may re- 
member it. It is of an Indian prince, who sent a beautiful woman 
as a present to Alexander the Great. She was as lovely as the dawn 
and gorgeous as the sunset; but what especially distinguished 
her was a certain rich perfume in her breath— richer than a garden 
of Persian roses. Alexander, as was natural to a youthful con- 
queror, fell m love at first sight with this magnificent stranger; 
but a certain sage physician, happening to be present, discovered 
a terrible secret m regard to her.” 

“And what was that?” asked Giovanni, turning his eyes down- 
ward to avoid those of the professor. 

“That this lovely woman,” continued Baglioni, with emphasis, 
“had been nourished with poisons from her birth upward, until 
her whole nature was so imbued with them that she herself had 
become the deadliest poison in existence. Poison was her element 
of life. With that rich perfume of her breath she blasted the very 
air. Her love would have been poison— her embrace death. Is 
not this a marvellous tale?” 

“A childish fable,” answered Giovanni, nervously starting 
from his chair. “I marvel how your worship finds time to read such 
nonsense among your graver studies.” 

"By the by,” said the professor, looking uneasily about him, 
“what singular fragrance is this in your apartment? Is it the 
perfume of your gloves? It is faint, but delicious; and yet, after 
all, by no means agreeable. Were I to breathe it long, methinks it 
would make me ill. It is like the breath of a flower; but I see no 
flowers in the chamber." 

“Nor are there any,” replied Giovanni, who had turned pale 
as Ocvt ^rotessot %^oke\ “wot tYunk, is, there a.wj balance extent 
in your worship’s imagination. Odors, being a sort of element 
combined of the sensual and the spiritual, are apt to deceive us 
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in this manner. The recollection of a perfume, the bare idea of it, 
may easily be mistaken for a present reality.” 

“Ay; but my sober imagination does not often play such tricks,” 
said Baglioni; “and, were I to fancy any kind of odor, it would be 
that of some vile apothecary drug, wherewith my fingers are 
likely enough to be imbued. Our worshipful friend Rappaccini, 
as I have heard, tinctures his medicaments with odors richer 
than those of Araby. Doubtless, likewise, the fair and learned 
Signora Beatrice would minister to her patients with draughts as 
sweet as a maiden’s breath, but woe to him that sips theml” 

Giovanni’s face evinced many contending emotions. The tone 
in which the professor alluded to the pure and lovely daughter of 
Rappaccini was a torture to his soul, and yet the intimation of a 
view of her character, opposite to his own, gave instantaneous 
distinctness to a thousand dim suspicions, which now grinned at 
him like so many demons. But he strove hard to quell them and 
to respond to Baglioni with a true lover’s perfect faith. 

“Signor professor,” said he, “you were my father’s friend; per- 
chance, too, it is your purpose to act a friendly part towards his 
son. I would fain feel nothing towards you save respect and defer- 
ence; but I pray you to observe, signor, that there is one subject 
on which we must not speak. You know not the Signora Beatrice. 
You cannot, therefore, estimate the wrong— the blasphemy, I may 
even say— that is offered to her character by a light or injurious 
word.” 

“Giovanmi my poor Giovanni!” answered the professor, with a 
calm expression of pity, “I know this wretched girl far better than 
yourself. You shall hear the truth in respect to the poisoner Rap- 
paccim and his poisonous daughter, yes, poisonous as she is beau- 
tiful. Listen; for, even should you do violence to my gray hairs, it 
shall not silence me. That old fable of the Indian woman has be- 
come a truth by the deep and deadly science of Rappaccini and in 
the person of the lovely Beatrice.” 

Giovanni groaned and hid his face. 

“Her father/’ continued Baglioni, “was not restrained by nat- 
ural affection from offering up his child in this horrible manner 
as the victim of his insane zeal for science; for, let us do him 
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justice, he is as true a man of sciences ever distilled his own heart 
in an alembic. What, then, will be your fate? Beyond a doubt 
you are selected as the material of some new experiment. Perhaps 
the result is to be death; perhaps a fate more awful still. Rap- 
paccini, with what he calls the interest of science before his eyes, 
will hesitate at nothing.” 

“It is a dream,” muttered Giovanni to himself; “surely it is a 
dream.” 

“But,” resumed the professor, “be of good cheer, son of my 
friend. It is not yet too late for the rescue. Possibly we may even 
succeed in bringing back this miserable child within the limits 
of ordinary nature, from which her father’s madness has estranged 
her. Behold this little silver vase! It was wrought by the hands of 
the renowned Benvenuto Cellini, and is well worthy to be a love 
gift to the fairest dame in Italy. But its contents are invaluable. 
One little sip of this antidote would have rendered the most 
virulent poisons of the Borgias innocuous. Doubt not that it will 
be as efficacious against those of Rappaccmi. Bestow the vase, and 
the precious liquid within it, on your Beatrice, and hopefully 
await the result.” 

Baglioni laid a small, exquisitely wrought silver vial on the 
table and withdrew, leaving what he had said to produce its effect 
upon the young man’s mind. 

“We will thwart Rappaccini yet,” thought he, chuckling to 
himself, as he descended the stairs; “but, let us confess the truth 
of him, he is a wonderful man— a wonderful man indeed; a vile 
empiric, however, in his practice, and therefore not to be toler- 
ated by those who respect the good old rules of the medical pro- 
fession.” 

Throughout Giovanni’s whole acquaintance with Beatrice, he 
had occasionally, as we have said, been haunted by dark surmises 
as to her character; yet so thoroughly had she made herself felt by 
him as a simple, natural, most affectionate, and guileless creature, 
that the image now held up by Professor Baglioni looked as 
strange and incredible as if it were not in accordance with his 
own original conception. True, there were ugly recollections 
connected with his first glimpses of the beautiful girl; he could 
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not quite forget the bouquet that withered in her grasp, and the 
insect that perished amid the sunny air, by no ostensible agency 
save the fragrance of her breath. These incidents, however, dis- 
solving in the pure light of her character, had no longer the 
efficacy of facts, but were acknowledged as mistaken fantasies, by 
whatever testimony of the senses they might appear to be sub- 
stantiated. There is something truer and more real than what we 
can see with the eyes and touch with the finger. On such better 
evidence had Giovanni founded his confidence in Beatrice, 
though rather by the necessary force of her high attributes than 
by any deep and generous faith on his part. But now his spirit 
was incapable of sustaining itself at the height to which the early 
enthusiasm of passion had exalted it; he fell down, grovelling 
among earthly doubts and defiled therewith the pure whiteness 
of Beatrice’s image. Not that he gave her up; he did but distrust. 
He resolved to institute some decisive test that should satisfy him, 
once for all, whether there were those dreadful peculiarities in 
her physical nature which could not be supposed to exist without 
some corresponding monstrosity of soul. His eyes, gazing down 
afar, might have deceived him as to the lizard, the insect, and the 
flowers, but if he could witness, at the distance of a few paces, the 
sudden blight of one fresh and healthful flower in Beatrice’s 
hand, there would be room for no further question. With this 
idea he hastened to the florist’s and purchased a bouquet that was 
still gemmed with the morning dewdrops. 

It was now the customary hour of his daily interview with Bea- 
trice. Before descending into the garden, Giovanni failed not 
to look at his figure in the mirror— a vanity to be expected in a 
beautiful young man, yet, as displaying itself at that troubled 
and feverish moment, the token of a certain shallowness of feel- 
ing and insincerity of character. He did gaze, however, and said 
to himself that Ins features had never before possessed so rich a 
grace, nor his eyes such vivacity, nor his cheeks so warm a hue of 
superabundant life 

“At least,’’ thought he, “her poison has not yet insinuated itself 
into my system. I am no flower to perish in her grasp.” 

With that thought he turned his eyes on the bouquet, which he 
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had never once laid aside from his hand. A thrill of indefinable 
horror shot through his frame on perceiving that those dewy 
flowers were already beginning to droop; they wore the aspect of 
things that had been fresh and lovely yesterday. Giovanni grew 
white as marble, and stood motionless before the mirror, staring 
at his own reflection there as at the likeness of something frightful. 
He remembered Baglioni’s remark about the fragrance that 
seemed to pervade the chamber. It must have been the poison in 
his breathl Then he shuddered— shuddered at himself. Recover- 
ing from his stupor, he began to watch with curious eyes a spider 
that was busily at work hanging its web from the antique cornice 
of the apartment, crossing and recrossing the artful system of 
interwoven lines— as vigorous and active a spider as ever dangled 
from an old ceiling. Giovanni bent towards the insect, and emit- 
ted a deep, long breath. The spider suddenly ceased its toil, the 
web vibrated with a tremor originating in the body of the small 
artisan. Again Giovanni sent forth a breath, deeper, longer, and 
imbued with a venomous feeling out of his heart: he knew not 
whether he were wicked, or only desperate. The spider made a 
convulsive gripe with his limbs and hung dead across the win- 
dow. 

“Accursed! Accursed!” muttered Giovanni, addressing himself. 
“Hast thou grown so poisonous that this deadly insect perishes by 
thy breath?” 

At that moment a rich, sweet voice came floating up fTom the 
garden. 

“Giovanni! Giovanni! It is past the hour! Why tarriest thou? 
Come down!” 

“Yes,” muttered Giovanni again. “She is the only being whom 
my breath may not slay! Would that it might!” 

He rushed down, and in an instant was standing before the 
bright and loving eyes of Beatrice. A moment ago his wrath and 
despair had been so fierce that he could have desired nothing so 
much as to wither her by a glance; but with her actual presence 
there came influences which had too real an existence to be at once 
shaken off: recollections of the delicate and benign power of her 
feminine nature, which had so often enveloped him in a religious 
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calm; recollections of many a holy and passionate outgush of her 
heart, when the pure fountain had been unsealed from its depths 
and made visible in its transparency to his mental eye; recollec- 
tions which, had Giovanni known how to estimate them, would 
have assured him that all this ugly mystery was but an earthly 
illusion, and that, whatever mist of evil might seem to have 
gathered over her, the real Beatrice was a heavenly angel. In- 
capable as he was of such high faith, still her presence had not 
utterly lost its magic. Giovanni’s rage was quelled into an aspect 
of sullen insensibility. Beatrice, with a quick spiritual sense, im 
mediately felt that there was a gulf of blackness between them 
which neither he nor she could pass. They walked on together, 
sad and silent, and came thus to the marble fountain and to its 
pool of water on the ground, in the midst of which grew the 
shrub that bore gemlike blossoms. Giovanni was affrighted at the 
eager enjoyment— the appetite, as it were— with which he found 
himself inhaling the fragrance of the flowers. 

“Beatrice,” asked he, abruptly, “whence came this shrub?” 

“My father created it,” answered she, with simplicity. 

“Created it! created it!” repeated Giovanni. “What mean you, 
Beatrice?” 

“He is a man fearfully acquainted with the secrets of Nature,” 
replied Beatrice, “and, at the hour when I first drew breath, this 
plant sprang from the soil, the offspring of his science, of his in- 
tellect, while I was but his earthly child. Approach it not 1 ” con- 
tinued she, observing with terror that Giovanni was drawing 
nearer to the shrub. “It has qualities that you little dream of. 
But I, dearest Giovanni— I grew up and blossomed with the 
plant and was nourished with its breath. It was my sister, and I 
loved it with a human affection; for, alas!— hast thou not suspected 
it?— there was an awful doom.” 

Here Giovanni frowned so darkly upon her that Beatrice 
paused and trembled. But her faith in his tenderness reassured 
her, and made her blush that she had doubted for an instant. 

“There was an awful doom,” she continued, “the effect of my 
father’s fatal love of science, which estranged me from all society 
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of my kind. Until Heaven sent thee, dearest Giovanni, oh, how 
lonely was thy poor Beatrice I” 

“Was it a hard doom?” asked Giovanni, fixing his eyes upon 
her. 

“Only of late have I known how hard it was,” answered she, 
tenderly. “Oh, yes; but my heart was torpid, and therefore quiet.” 

Giovanni’s rage broke forth from his sullen gloom like a light- 
ning flash out of a dark cloud. 

“Accursed one I” cried he, with venomous scorn and anger. 
“And, finding thy solitude wearisome, thou hast severed me like- 
wise from all the warmth of life and enticed me into thy region of 
unspeakable horrorl” 

“Giovanni 1” exclaimed Beatrice, turning her large bright eyes 
upon his face. The force of his words had not found its way into 
her mind; she was merely thunderstruck. 

“Yes, poisonous thing! ” repeated Giovanni, beside himself with 
passion. "Thou hast done it! Thou hast blasted me! Thou hast 
filled my veins with poison! Thou hast made me as hateful, as 
ugly, as loathsome and deadly a creature as thyself— a world’s 
wonder of hideous monstrosity! Now, if our breath be happily as 
fatal to ourselves as to all others, let us join our lips in one kiss of 
unutterable hatred, and so die!” 

“What has befallen me?” murmured Beatrice, with a low moan 
out of her heart. “Holy Virgin, pity me, a poor heart-broken 
child!” 

“Thou— dost thou pray?” cried Giovanni, still with the same 
fiendish scorn. “Thy very prayers, as they come from thy lips, 
taint the atmosphere with death Yes, yes; let us pray! Let us to 
church and dip our fingers in the holy water at the portal! They 
that come after us will perish as by a pestilence! Let us sign 
crosses in the air! It will be scattering curses abroad in the likeness 
of holy symbols!” 

“Giovanni,” said Beatrice, calmly, for her grief was beyond 
passion, “why dost thou join thyself with me thus in those terrible 
words? I, it is true, am the horrible thing thou namest me. But 
thou— what hast thou to do, save with one other shudder at my 
hideous misery to go forth out of the garden and mingle with thy 
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race, and forget there ever crawled on earth such a monster as 
poor Beatrice?” 

“Dost thou pretend ignorance?” asked Giovanni, scowling 
upon her. “Behold! this power have I gained from the pure 
daughter of Rappaccinil” 

There was a swarm of summer insects flitting through the air 
in search of the food promised by the flower odors of the fatal 
garden. They circled round Giovanni’s head, and were evidently 
attracted towards him by the same influence which had drawn 
them for an instant within the sphere of several of the shrubs. 
He sent forth a breath among them, and smiled bitterly at Bea- 
trice as at least a score of the insects fell dead upon the ground. 

“I see it! I see it!” shrieked Beatrice. “It is my father’s fatal 
science! No, no, Giovanni, it was not I! Nevei! never! I dreamed 
only to love thee and be with thee a little time, and so to let thee 
pass away, leaving but thine image in mine heart, for, Giovanni, 
believe it, though my body be nourished with poison, my spirit 
is God’s creature, and craves love as its daily food. But my father 
—he has united us in this fearful sympathy. Yes, spurn me, tread 
upon me, kill me' Oh, what is death after such words as thine? 
But it was not I. Not for a world of bliss would I have done it.” 

Giovanni’s passion had exhausted itself in its outburst from his 
lips. There now came across him a sense, mournful, and not with- 
out tenderness, of the intimate and peculiar relationship between 
Beatrice and himself. They stood, as it were, in an utter solitude, 
which would be made none the less solitary by the densest throng 
of human life. Ought not, then, the desert of humanity around 
them to press this insulated pair closer together? If they should 
be cruel to one another, who was there to be kind to them? Be- 
sides, thought Giovanni, might there not still be a hope of his 
returning within the limits of ordinary nature, and leading Bea- 
trice, the redeemed Beatrice, by the hand? O, weak, and selfish, 
and unworthy spirit, that could dream of an earthly union and 
earthly happiness as possible, after such deep love had been so 
bitterly wronged as was Beatrice’s love by Giovanni’s blighting 
words! No; no; there could be no such hope. She must pass 
heavily, with that broken heart, across the borders of Time— she 
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must bathe her hurts in some fount of paradise, and forget her 
grief in the light of immortality, and there be well. 

But Giovanni did not know it. 

“Dear Beatrice,” said he, approaching her, while she shrank 
away as always at his approach, but now with a different impulse, 
“dearest Beatrice our fate is not yet so desperate. Behold I there is 
a medicine, potent, as a wise physician has assured me, and almost 
divine in its efficacy. It is composed of ingredients the most oppo- 
site to those by which thy awful father has brought this calamity 
upon thee and me. It is distilled of blessed herbs. Shall we not 
quaff it together, and thus be purified from evil?” 

“Give it mel” said Beatrice, extending her hand to receive 
the little silver vial which Giovanni took from his bosom. She 
added, with a peculiar emphasis, “I will drink; but do thou await 
the result.” 

She put Baglioni’s antidote to her lips; and, at the same mo- 
ment, the figure of Rappaccini emerged from the portal and came 
slowly towards the marble fountain. As he drew near, the pale 
man of science seemed to gaze with a triumphant expression at 
the beautiful youth and maiden, as might an artist who should 
spend his life in achieving a picture or a group of statuary and 
finally be satisfied with his success. He paused; his bent form grew 
erect with conscious power; he spread out his hands over them in 
the attitude of a father imploring a blessing upon his children; 
but those were the same hands that had thrown poison into the 
stream of their lives. Giovanni trembled. Beatrice shuddered 
nervously, and pressed her hand upon her heart. 

“My daughter,” said Rappaccini, “thou art no longer lonely in 
the world. Pluck one of those precious gems from thy sister 
shrub and bid thy bridegroom wear it in his bosom. It will not 
harm him now. My science and the sympathy between thee and 
him have so wrought within his system that he now stands apart 
from common men, as thou dost, daughter of my pride and tri- 
umph, from ordinary women. Pass on, then, through the world, 
most dear to one another and dreadful to all besides!” 

"My father,” said Beatrice, feebly— and still as she spoke she 
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kept her hand upon her heart-“wherefore didst thou inflict this 
miserable doom upon thy child?” 

“Miserable!” exclaimed Rappaccini. “What mean you, foolish 
girl? Dost thou deem it misery to be endowed with marvellous 
gifts against which no power nor strength could avail an enemy- 
misery, to be able to quell the mightiest with a breath— misery, to 
be as terrible as thou art beautiful? Wouldst thou, then, have pre- 
ferred the condition of a weak woman, exposed to all evil and 
capable of none?” 

“I would fain have been loved, not feared,” murmured Bea- 
trice, sinking down upon the ground. “But now it matters not. I 
am going, father, where the evil which thou hast striven to mingle 
with my being will pass away like a dream— like the fragrance of 
these poisonous flowers, which will no longer taint my breath 
among the flowers of Eden. Farewell, Giovanni! Thy words of 
hatred are like lead within my heart; but they, too, will fall away 
as I ascend. Oh, was there not, from the first, more poison in thy 
nature than in mine?” 

To Beatrice— so radically had her earthly part been wrought 
upon by Rappaccini’s skill— as poison had been life, so the power- 
ful antidote was death, and thus the poor victim of man’s in- 
genuity and of thwarted nature, and of the fatality that attends 
all such efforts of perverted wisdom, perished there, at the feet of 
her father and Giovanni. Just at that moment Professor Pietro 
Baglioni looked forth from the window, and called loudly, in a 
tone of triumph mixed with horror, to the thunderstricken man 
of science— 

“Rappaccini! Rappaccini! and is this the upshot of your ex- 
periment!” 
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1 have always noticed a prevalent want of courage, even among 
persons of superior intelligence and culture, as to imparting their 
own psychological experiences when those have been of a strange 
sort. Almost all men are afraid that what they could relate in 
such wise would find no parallel or response in a listener’s in- 
ternal life, and might be suspected or laughed at. A truthful 
traveller, who should have seen some extraordinary creature 
in the likeness of a sea-serpent, would have no fear of mentioning 
it; but the same traveller, having had some singular presenti- 
ment, impulse, vagary of thought, vision (so-called), dream, or 
other remarkable mental impression, would hesitate consider- 
ably before he would own to it. To this reticence I attribute 
much of the obscurity in which such subjects are involved. We do 
not habitually communicate our experiences of these subjective 
things as we do our experiences of objective creation. The con- 
sequence is that the general stock of experience in this regard 
appears exceptional, and really is so, in respect of being miserably 
imperfect. 

In what I am going to relate, I have no intention of setting up, 
opposing, or supporting any theory whatever I know the history 
of the Bookseller of Berlin, I have studied the case of the wife of a 
late Astronomer Royal as related by Sir David Brewster, and I 
have followed the minutest details of a much more remarkable 
case of Spectral Illusion occurring within my private circle of 
friends. It may be necessary to state as to this last, that the sufferer 
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(a lady) was in no degree, however distant, related to me. A 
mistaken assumption on that head might suggest an explanation 
of a part of my own case— but only a part— which would be 
wholly without foundation. It cannot be referred to my in- 
heritance of any developed peculiarity, nor had I ever before 
any at all similar experience, nor have I ever had any at all 
similar experience since 

It does not signify how many years ago, or how few, a certain 
murder was committed m England, which attracted great atten- 
tion. We hear more than enough of murderers as they rise in 
succession to their atrocious eminence, and I would bury the 
memory of this particular brute, if I could, as his body was buried 
in Newgate Jail. I purposely abstain from giving any direct clue 
to the criminal’s individuality. 

When the murder was first discovered, no suspicion fell— or I 
ought rather to say, for I cannot be too precise in my facts, it 
was nowhere publicly hinted that any suspicion fell— on the man 
who was afterwards brought to trial. As no reference was at that 
time made to him in the newspapers, it is obviously impossible 
that any description of him can at that time have been given in 
the newspapers. It is essential that this fact be remembered. 

Unfolding at breakfast my morning paper, containing the 
account of that first discovery, I found it to be deeply interesting, 
and I read it with close attention I read it twice, if not three 
times. The discovery had been made in a bedroom, and, when I 
laid down the paper, I was aware of a flash— rush— flow— I do not 
know what to call it— no word I can find is satisfactorily descrip- 
tive- in which I seemed to see that bedroom passing through my 
room, like a picture impossibly painted on a running river. 
Though almost instantaneous in its passing, it was perfectly 
clear; so clear that I distinctly, and with a sense of relief, observed 
the absence of the dead body from the bed. 

It was in no romantic place that I had this curious sensation, 
but m chambers in Piccadilly, very near to the corner of St. 
James’s Street. It was entirely new to me. I was in my easy-chair 
at the moment, and the sensation was accompanied with a pe- 
culiar shiver which started the chair from its position. (But it is 
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to be noted that the chair ran easily on casters.) I went to one 
of the windows (there are two in the room, and the room is on 
the second floor) to refresh my eyes with the moving objects down 
in Piccadilly. It was a bright autumn morning, and the street 
was sparkling and cheerful. The wind was high. As I looked 
out, it brought down from the Park a quantity of fallen leaves, 
which a gust took and whirled into a spiral pillar. As the pillar 
fell and the leaves dispersed, I saw two men on the opposite side 
of the way, going from West to East. They were one behind the 
other. The foremost man often looked back over his shoulder. 
The second man followed him, at a distance of some thirty pates, 
with his right hand menacingly raised. First, the singularity and 
steadiness of this threatening gesture in so public a thoroughfare 
attracted my attention; and next, the more remarkable circum- 
stance that nobody heeded it. Both men threaded their way 
among the other passengers with a smoothness hardly consistent 
even with the action of walking on a pavement; and no single 
creature, that I could see, gave them place, touched them, or 
looked after them. In passing before my windows, they both 
stared up at me. I saw their two faces very distinctly, and I knew 
that I could recognise them anywhere. Not that I had consciously 
noticed anything very remarkable in either face, except that the 
man who went first had an unusually lowering appearance, and 
that the face of the man who followed him was of the colour 
of impure wax. 

I am a bachelor, and my valet and his wife constitute my whole 
establishment. My occupation is in a certain Branch Bank, and I 
wish that my duties as head of a Department were as light as they 
are popularly supposed to be. They kept me in town that autumn, 
when I stood in need of change. I was not ill, but I was not well. 
My reader is to make the most that can be reasonably made of my 
feeling jaded, having a depressing sense upon me of a monotonous 
life, and being “slightly dyspeptic ” I am assured by my renowned 
doctor that my real state of health at that time justifies no stronger 
description, and I quote his own from his written answer to my 
request for it. 

As the circumstances of the murder, gradually unravelling, 
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took stronger and stronger possession of the public mind, I kept 
them away from mine by knowing as little about them as was 
possible in the midst of the universal excitement. But I knew 
that a verdict of Wilful Murder had been found against the 
suspected murderer, and that he had been committed to New- 
gate for trial. I also knew that his trial had been postponed over 
one Sessions of the Central Criminal Court, on the ground of 
general prejudice and want of time for the preparation of the 
defence. I may further have known, but I believe I did not, 
when, or about when, the Sessions to which his trial stood post- 
poned would come on. 

My sitting-room, bedroom, and dressing-room, are all on one 
floor. With the last there is no communication but through the 
bedroom. True, there is a door in it, once communicating with 
the staircase; but a part of the fitting of my bath has been— 
and had then been for some years— fixed across it. At the same 
period, and as a part of the same arrangement, the door had been 
nailed up and canvased over. 

I was standing in my bedroom late one night, giving some di- 
rections to my servant before he went to bed. My face was 
towards the only available door of communication with the 
dressing-room, and it was dosed. My servant’s back was towards 
that door. While I was speaking to him, I saw it open, and a 
man look in, who very earnestly and mysteriously beckoned to 
me. That man was the man who had gone second of the two along 
Piccadilly, and w hose face was of the colour of impure wax. 

The figure, having beckoned, drew back, and closed the door. 
With no longer pause than was made by my crossing the bed- 
room, I opened the dressing-room door, and looked in. I had a 
lighted candle already in my hand. I felt no inward expectation 
of seeing the figure in the dressing-room, and I did not see it 
there. 

Conscious that my servant stood amazed, I turned round to 
him, and said: “Derrick, could you believe that in my cool senses 
I fancied I saw a—” As I there laid my hand upon his breast, 
with a sudden start he trembled violently, and said, “O Lord, 
yes, sirl A dead man beckoning!” 

[ 359 ] 



Tales of the Supernatural 

Now I do not believe that this John Derrick, my trusty and 
attached servant for more than twenty years, had any impression 
whatever of having seen any such figure, until I touched him. 
The change in him was so startling, when I touched him, that I 
fully believe he derived his impression in some occult manner 
from me at that instant. 

I bade John Derrick bring some brandy, and I gave him a 
dram, and was glad to take one myself. Of what had preceded 
that night’s phenomenon, I told him not a single word. Reflect- 
ing on it, I was absolutely certain that I had never seen that 
face before, except on the one occasion in Piccadilly. Compar- 
ing its expression when beckoning at the door with its expression 
when it had stared up at me as I stood at my window, I came to 
the conclusion that on the first occasion it had sought to fasten 
itself upon my memory, and that on the second occasion it had 
made sure of being immediately remembered. 

I was not very comfortable that night, though I felt a cer- 
tainty, difficult to explain, that the figure would not return. At 
daylight I fell into a heavy sleep, from which I was awakened 
by John Derrick’s coming to my bedside with a paper in his 
hand. 

This paper, it appeared, had been the subject of an alterca- 
tion at the door between its bearer and my servant. It was a 
summons to me to serve upon a Jury at the forthcoming Sessions 
of the Central Criminal Court at the Old Bailey. I had never 
before been summoned on such a Jury, as John Derrick well 
knew. He believed— I am not certain at this hour whether with 
reason or otherwise— that that class of Jurors were customarily 
chosen on a lower qualification than mine, and he had at first 
refused to accept the summons. The man who served it had taken 
the matter very coolly. He had said that my attendance or non- 
attendance was nothing to him; there the summons was; and 1 
should deal with it at my own peril, and not at his. 

For a day or two I was undecided whether to respond to this 
call, or take no notice of it. I was not conscious of the slightest 
mysterious bias, influence, or attraction, one way or other. Of 
that I am as strictly sure as of every other statement that I mak e 
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here. Ultimately I decided, as a break in the monotony of my 
life, that I would go. 

The appointed morning was a raw morning in the month of 
November. There was a dense brown fog in Piccadilly, and it 
became positively black and in the last degree oppressive East of 
Temple Bar. I found the passages and staircases of the Court- 
House daringly lighted with gas, and the Court itself similarly 
illuminated. I think that, until I was conducted by officers into 
the Old Court and saw its crowded state, I did not know that 
the Murderer was to be tried that day. I think that, until I 
was so helped into the Old Court with considerable difficulty, 
I did not know into which of the two Courts sitting, my summons 
would take me. But this must not be received as a positive asser- 
tion, for I am not completely satisfied in my mind on either point. 

I took my seat in the place appropriated to Jurors in waiting, 
and I looked about the Court as well as I could through the 
cloud of fog and breath that was heavy in it. I noticed the black 
vapour hanging like a murky curtain outside the great windows, 
and I noticed the stifled sound of wheels on the straw or tan that 
was littered in the street; also, the hum of the people gathered 
there, which a shrill whistle, or a louder song or hail than the 
rest, occasionally pierced. Soon afterwards the Judges, two in 
number, entered, and took their seats. The buzz in the Court 
was awfully hushed. The direction was given to put the Mur- 
derer to the bar. He appeared there. And in that same instant I 
recognised in him the first of the two men who had gone down 
Piccadilly. 

If my name had been called then, I doubt if I could have 
answered to it audibly. But it was called about sixth or eighth in 
the panel, and I was by that time able to say, “Here!” Now 
observe. As I stepped into the box, the prisoner, who had been 
looking on attentively, but with no sign of concern, became 
violently agitated, and beckoned to his attorney. The prisoner’s 
wish to challenge me was so manifest, that it occasioned a pause, 
during which the attorney, with his hand upon the dock, whis- 
pered with his client, and shook his head. I afterwards had it 
from the gentleman, that the prisoner’s first affrighted words to 

[ 36*1 



Tales of the Supernatural 

him were, “At all hazards , challenge that man!” But that, as 
he would give no reason for it, and admitted that he had not 
even known my name until he heard it called and I appeared, 
it was not done. 

Both on the ground already explained, that I wish to avoid 
reviving the unwholesome memory of that Murderer, and also 
because a detailed account of his long trial is by no means indis- 
pensable to my narrative, I shall confine myself closely to such 
incidents in the ten days and nights during which we, the Jury, 
were kept together, as directly bear on my own curious personal 
experience. It is in that, and not in the Murderer, that I seek to 
interest my reader. It is to that, and not to a page of the Newgate 
Calendar, that I beg attention. 

I was chosen Foreman of the Jury. On the second morning of 
the trial, after evidence had been taken for two hours (I heard 
the church clocks strike), happening to cast my eyes over my 
brother jurymen, I found an inexplicable difficulty in counting 
them. I counted them several times, yet always with the same 
difficulty. In short, I made them one too many. 

I touched the brother juryman whose place was next to me, 
and I whispered to him, “Oblige me by counting us.” He looked 
surprised by the request, but turned his head and counted. 
“Why,” says he, suddenly, “we are thirt— but no, it’s not pos- 
sible. No. We are twelve." 

According to my counting that day, we were always right in 
detail, but in the gross we were always one too many. There was 
no appearance— no figure— to account for it; but I had now an 
inward foreshadowing of the figure that was surely coming. 

The Jury were housed at the London Tavern. We all slept in 
one large room on separate tables, and we were constantly in 
the charge and under the eye of the officer sworn to hold us in 
safekeeping. I see no reason for suppressing the real name of 
that officer. He was intelligent, highly polite, and obliging, and 
(I was glad to hear) much respected in the City. He had an agree- 
able presence, good eyes, enviable black whiskers, and a fine 
sonorous voice. His name was Mr. Harker. 

When we turned into our twelve beds at night, Mr. Harker ’s 
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bed was drawn across the door. On the night of the second day, 
not being disposed to lie down, and seeing Mr. Harker sitting 
on his bed, I went and sat beside him, and offered him a pinch 
of snuff. As Mr. Harker’s hand touched mine in taking it from 
my box, a peculiar shiver crossed him, and he said, “Who is 
this?” 

Following Mr. Harker’s eyes, and looking along the room, I 
saw again the figure I expected— the second of the two men who 
had gone down Piccadilly. I rose, and advanced a few steps; then 
stopped, and looked round at Mr. Harker. He was quite urn 
concerned, laughed, and said in a pleasant way, “I thought for a 
moment we had a thirteenth juryman, without a bed. But I see 
it is the moonlight.” 

Making no revelation to Mr. Harker, but inviting him to take 
a walk with me to the end of the room, I watched what the figure 
did. It stood for a few moments by the bedside of each of my 
eleven brother jurymen, close to the pillow'. It always went to 
the right-hand side of the bed, and always passed out crossing 
the foot of the next bed. It seemed, from the action of the head, 
merely to look down pensively at each recumbent figure. It 
took no notice of me, or of my bed, which was that nearest to Mr. 
Harker’s. It seemed to go out where the moonlight came in, 
through a high window, as by an aerial flight of stairs. 

Next morning at breakfast, it appeared that everybody present 
had dreamed of the murdered man last night, except myself 
and Mr. Harker. 

I now felt as convinced that the second man who had gone 
down Piccadilly was the murdered man (so to speak), as if it had 
been borne into my comprehension by his immediate testimony. 
But even this took place, and in a manner for which I was not at 
all prepared. 

On the fifth day of the trial, when the case for the prosecution 
was drawing to a close, a miniature of the murdered man, missing 
from his bedroom upon the discovery of the deed, and afterwards 
found in a hiding-place where the Murderer had been seen 
digging, was put in evidence. Having been identified by the wit- 
ness under examination, it was handed up to the Bench, and 
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thence handed down to be inspected by the Jury. As an officer 
in a black gown was making hxs way with it across to me, the 
figure of the second man who had gone down Piccadilly im- 
petuously started from the crowd, caught the miniature from 
the officer, and gave it to me with his own hands, at the same 
time saying, in a low and hollow tone— before I saw the minia- 
ture, which was in a locket— '7 was younger then, and my face was 
not then drained of blood.” It also came between me and the 
brother juryman to whom I would have given the miniature, 
and between him and the brother juryman to whom he would 
have given it, and so passed it on through the whole of our 
number, and back into my possession. Not one of them, however, 
detected this. 

At table, and generally when we were shut up together in Mr. 
Harker’s custody, we had from the first naturally discussed the 
day’s proceedings a good deal. On that fifth day, the case for the 
prosecution being closed, and we having that side of the question 
in a completed shape before us, our discussion was more ani- 
mated and serious. Among our number was a vestryman— the 
densest idiot I have ever seen at large— who met the plainest 
evidence with the most preposterous objections, and who was 
sided with by two flabby parochial parasites; all the three im- 
panelled from a district so delivered over to Fever that they 
ought to have been upon their own trial for five hundred Mur- 
ders When these mischievous blockheads were at their loudest, 
which was towards midnight, while some of us were already 
preparing for bed, I again saw the murdered man. He stood 
■grimly behind them, beckoning to me. On my going towards 
them, and striking into the conversation, he immediately re- 
tired. This was the beginning of a separate series of appearances, 
confined to that long room in which We were confined. When- 
ever a knot of my brother jurymen laid their heads together, 
I saw the head of the murdered man among theirs. Whenever 
their comparison of notes was going against him, he would 
solemnly and irresistibly beckon to me. 

It will be borne in mind that down to the production of the 
miniature, on the fifth day of the trial, I had never seen the 
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Appearance in Court. Three changes occurred now that we en- 
tered on the case for the defence. Two of them I will mention 
together, first. The figure was now in Court continually, and it 
never there addressed itself to me, but always to the person who 
was speaking at the time. For instance: the throat of the mur- 
dered man had been cut straight across. In the opening speech 
for the defence, it was suggested that the deceased might have 
cut his own throat. At that very moment, the figure, with its 
throat in the dreadful condition referred to (this it had con- 
cealed before), stood at the speaker’s elbow, motioning across 
and across its windpipe, now with the right hand, now with the 
left, vigorously suggesting to the speaker himself the impossibility 
of such a wound having been self-inflicted by either hand. For 
another instance: a witness to character, a woman, deposed to 
the prisoner’s being the most amiable of mankind. The figure 
at that instant stood on the floor before her, looking her full in 
the face, and pointing out the prisoner’s evil countenance with 
an extended arm and an outstretched finger. 

The third change now to be added impressed me strongly as 
the most marked and striking of all. I do not theorise upon it; I 
accurately state it, and there leave it. Although the Appearance 
was not itself perceived by those whom it addressed, its coming 
close to such persons was invariably attended by some trepidation 
or disturbance on their part. It seemed to me as if it were pre- 
vented by laws to which I was not amenable, from fully revealing 
itself to others, and yet as if it could invisibly, dumbly, and 
darkly overshadow their minds. When the leading counsel for 
the defence suggested that hypothesis of suicide, and the figure 
stood at the learned gentleman’s elbow, frightfully sawing at 
its severed throat, it is undeniable that the counsel faltered 
in his speech, lost for a few seconds the thread of his ingenious 
discourse, wiped his forehead with his handkerchief, and turned 
extremely pale. When the witness to character was confronted 
by the Appearance, her eyes most certainly did follow the direc- 
tion of its pointed finger, and rest in great hesitation and trouble 
upon the prisoner’s face. Two additional illustrations will suf- 
fice. On the eighth day of the trial, after the pause which was 
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•every day made early in the afternoon for a few minutes’ rest 
and refreshment, I came back into Court with the rest of the 
Jury some little time before the return of the Judges. Standing 
up in the box and looking about me, I thought the figure was not 
there, until, chancing to raise my eyes to the gallery, I saw it 
bending forward, and leaning over a very decent woman, as if 
to assure itself whether the Judges had resumed their seats or 
not. Immediately afterwards that woman screamed, fainted, and 
was carried out. So with the venerable, sagacious, and patient 
Judge who conducted the trial. When the case was over, and he 
settled himself and his papers to sum up, the murdered man, 
entering by the Judges’ door, advanced to his Lordship’s desk, 
and looked eagerly over his shoulder at the pages of his notes 
which he was turning. A change came over his Lordship’s face; 
his hand stopped, the peculiar shiver, that I knew so well, passed 
over him; he faltered, “Excuse me, gentlemen, for a few moments 
I am somewhat oppressed by the vitiated air”; and did not re- 
cover until he had drunk a glass of water. 

Through all the monotony of six of those interminable ten 
days— the same Judges and others on the bench, the same Mur- 
derer in the dock, the same lawyers at the table, the same tones 
of question and answer rising to the roof of the Court, the 
same scratching of the Judge’s pen, the same ushers going in 
and out, the same lights kindled at the same hour when there had 
been any natural light of day, the same foggy curtain outside 
the great windows when it was foggy, the same rain pattering and 
dripping when it was rainy, the same footmarks of turnkeys and 
prisoner day after day on the same sawdust, the same keys lock- 
ing and unlocking the same heavy doors— through all the weari- 
some monotony which made me feel as if I had been Foreman 
of the Jury for a vast period of time, and Piccadilly had flourished 
coevally with Babylon, the murdered man never lost one trace 
of his distinctness in my eyes, nor was he at any moment less 
distinct than anybody else. I must not omit, as a matter of fact, 
that I never once saw the Appearance which I call by the name of 
the murdered man look at the Murderer. Again and again I won- 
dered, “Why does he not?” But he never did. 
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Nor did he look at me, after the production of the miniature, 
until the last closing minutes of the trial arrived. We retired to 
consider, at seven minutes before ten at night. The idiotic 
vestryman and his two parochial parasites gave us so much 
trouble that we twice returned into Court to beg to have certain 
extracts from the Judge’s notes re-read. Nine of us had not the 
smallest doubt about those passages, neither, I believe, had any 
one in the Court; the dunderheaded triumvirate, however, hav- 
ing no idea but obstruction, disputed them for that very reason. 
At length we prevailed, and finally the Jury returned into Court 
at ten minutes past twelve. 

The murdered man at that time stood directly opposite the 
Jury box, on the other side of the Court. As I took my place, 
his eyes rested on me with great attention; he seemed satisfied, 
and slowly shook a great gray veil, which he carried on his arm 
for the first time, over his head and whole form. As I gave in 
our verdict, “Guilty,” the veil collapsed, all was gone, and his 
place was empty. 

The Murderer, being asked by the Judge, according to usage, 
whether he had anything to say before sentence of Death should 
be passed upon him, indistinctly muttered something which 
was described in the leading newspapers of the following day 
as “a few rambling, incoherent, and half-audible words, in which 
he was understood to complain that he had not had a fair trial, 
because the Foreman of the Jury was prepossessed against him.” 
The remarkable declaration that he really made was this: “My 
Lord , I knew I was a doomed man when the Foreman of my 
Jury came into the box. My Lord, I knew he would never let me 
off, because, before I was taken, he somehow got to my bedside 
in the night, woke me, and put a rope round my neck." 


1 3 6 7 1 



JOSEPH SHERIDAN LE F A N U 


J8 14-187) 

Green Tea 


he Fanu was born tn Dublin , Ireland, of an old Huguenot family He was the 
great-grand-nephew of Richard Brinsley Sheridan, the renowned author of The 
Rivals and The School for Scandal 

He entered Trinity College, Dublin, m 1833, and shortly after graduation pur- 
chased three Dublin newspapers which he merged into one— the Evening Mail 
He wrote a number of novels and short stones of a strongly imaginative and 
supernatural strain They are all, as far as we know, out of print, except the 
excellent story “ Green Tea, ” which remains a favorite with anthologists . 


PROLOGUE 

MARTIN HESSELIUS, THE GERMAN PHYSICIAN 

though carefully educated in medicine and surgery, I 
have never practised either. The study of each continues, never- 
theless, to interest me profoundly. Neither idleness nor caprice 
caused my secession from the honourable calling which I had 
just entered. The cause was a very trifling scratch inflicted by a 
dissecting knife. This trifle cost me the loss of two fingers, 
amputated promptly, and the more painful loss of my health, 
for I have never been quite well since, and have seldom been 
twelve months together in the same place. 

In my wanderings I became acquainted with Dr. Martin 
Hesselius, a wanderer like myself, like me a physician, and like 
me an enthusiast in his profession. Unlike me in this, that his 
wanderings were voluntary, and he a man, if not of fortune, as 
we estimate fortune in England, at least in what our forefathers 
used to term “easy circumstances.” He was an old man when I 
first saw him; nearly five-and-thirty years my senior. 

In Dr. Martin Hesselius, I found my master. His knowledge 
was immense, his grasp of a case was an intuition. He was the 
very man to inspire a young enthusiast, like me, with awe and 
delight My admiration has stood the test of time and survived 
the separation of death. I am sure it was well founded. 

For nearly twenty years I acted as his medical secretary. His 
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immense collection of papers he has left in my care, to be ar- 
ranged, indexed and bound. His treatment of some of these 
cases is curious. He writes in two distinct characters. He de- 
scribes what he saw and heard as an intelligent layman might, 
and when in this style of narrative he had seen the patient either 
through his own hall door, to the light of day, or through the 
gates of darkness to the caverns of the dead, he returns upon 
the narrative, and in the terms of his art, and with all the force 
and originality of genius, proceeds to the work of analysis, diag- 
nosis and illustration. 

Here and there a case strikes me as of a kind to amuse or 
horrify a lay reader with an interest quite different from the 
peculiar one which it may possess for an expert. With slight 
modifications, chiefly of language, and of course a change of 
names, I copy the following The narrator is Dr Martin Hes- 
selius. I find it among the voluminous notes of cases which he 
made during a tour in England about sixty-four years ago. 

It is related in a series of letters to his friend Prolessor Van 
Loo of Leyden. The professor was not a physician, but a chemist, 
and a man who read history and metaphysics and medicine, and 
had, in his day, written a play. 

The narrative is therefore, if somewhat less valuable as a 
medical record, necessarily written in a manner more likely to 
interest an unlearned reader. 

These letters, from a memorandum attached, appear to have 
been returned on the death of the professor, in 1819, to Dr. 
Hesselius. They are written, some in English, some in French, 
but the greater part in German. I am a faithful, though I am 
conscious, by no means a graceful translator, and although here 
and there I omit some passages, and shorten others, and disguise 
names, I have interpolated nothing. 

1 

DR. HESSELIUS RELATES HOW HE MET THE ftEV. MR. JENNINGS 

The Rev. Mr. Jennings is tall and thin. He is middle-aged, 
and dresses with a natty, old-fashioned, high-church precision. 
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He is naturally a little stately, but not at all stiff. His features, 
without being handsome, are well formed, and their expression 
extremely kind, but also shy. 

I met him one evening at Lady Mary Heyduke’s. The modesty 
and benevolence of his countenance are extremely prepossessing. 

We were but a small party, and he joined agreeably enough 
in the conversation. He seems to enjoy listening very much 
more than contributing to the talk; but what he says is always 
to the purpose and well said. He is a great favourite of Lady 
Mary's, who it seems, consults him upon many things, and 
thinks him the most happy and blessed person on earth. Little 
knows she about him. 

The Rev. Mr. Jennings is a bachelor, and has, they say, sixty 
thousand pounds in the funds. He is a charitable man. He is most 
anxious to be actively employed in his sacred profession, and yet, 
though always tolerably well elsewhere, when he goes down 
to his vicarage in Warwickshire, to engage in the actual duties 
of his sacred calling, his health soon fails him, and in a very 
strange way. So says Lady Mary. 

There is no doubt that Mr. Jennings’ health does break down 
in, generally, a sudden and mysterious way, sometimes in the 
very act of officiating in his old and pretty church at Kenlis. 
It may be his heart, it may be his brain. But so it has happened 
three or four times, or oftener, that after proceeding a certain 
way in the service, he has on a sudden stopped short, and after 
a silence, apparently quite unable to resume, he has fallen into 
solitary, inaudible prayer, his hands and his eyes uplifted, and 
then pale as death, and in the agitation of a strange shame and 
horror, descended trembling, and got into the vestry room, leav- 
ing his congregation, without explanation, to themselves. This 
occurred when his curate was absent. When he goes down to 
Kenlis now, he always takes care to provide a clergyman to share 
his duty, and to supply his place on the instant should he become 
thus suddenly incapacitated. 

When Mr. Jennings breaks down quite, and beats a retreat 
from the vicarage, and returns to London, where, in a dark, 
street off Piccadilly, he inhabits a very narrow house. Lady Mary 
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says that he is always perfectly well. I have my own opinion 
about that. There are degrees, of course. We shall see. 

Mr. Jennings is a perfectly gentlemanlike man. People, how- 
ever, remark something odd. There is an impression a little 
ambiguous. One thing which certainly contributes to it, people, 
I think, don’t remember or, perhaps, distinctly remark. But I 
did, almost immediately. Mr. Jennings has a way of looking side- 
long upon die carpet, as if his eye followed the movements of 
something there. This, of course, is not always. It occurs only 
now and then. But often enough to give a certain oddity, as 
I have said, to Ins manner, and in this glance travelling along 
the floor there is something both shy and anxious. 

A medical philosopher, as you are good enough to call me, 
elaborating theories by the aid of cases sought out by himself, 
and by him watched and scrutinised, with more time at com- 
mand and, consequently, infinitely more minuteness than the 
ordinary practitioner can afford, falls insensibly into habits of 
observation which accompany him everywhere and are exer- 
cised, as some people would say, impertinently, upon every sub- 
ject that presents itself with the least likelihood of rewarding 
inquiry. 

There was a promise of this kind in the slight, timid, kindly, 
but reserved gentleman whom I met for the first time at this 
agreeable little evening gathering. I observed, of course, more 
than I here set down; but I reserve all that borders on the 
technical for a strictly scientific paper. 

I may remark, that when I here speak of medical science, 
I do so, as I hope some day to see it more generally understood, 
in a much more comprehensive sense than its generally material 
treatment would warrant. I believe the entire natural world is 
but the ultimate expression of that spiritual world from which, 
and in which alone, it has its life. I believe that the essential man 
is a spirit, that the spirit is an organised substance, but as dif- 
ferent in point of material from what we ordinarily understand 
by matter, as light or electricity is; that the material body is, 
in the most literal sense, a vesture, and death consequently no 
interruption of the living man’s existence, but simply his extrica- 
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tion from the natural body— a process which commences at the 
moment of what we term death, and the completion of which, 
at furthest a few days later, is the resurrection “in power.” 

The person who weighs the consequences of these positions 
will probably see their practical bearing upon medical science. 
This is, however, by no means the proper place for displaying 
the proofs and discussing the consequences of this too generally 
unrecognised state of facts. 

In pursuance of my habit, I was covertly observing Mr. Jen- 
nings, with all my caution— I think he perceived it— and I saw 
plainly that he was as cautiously observing me. Lady Mary 
happening to address me by name, as Dr. Hessehus, I saw that 
he glanced at me more sharply, and then became thoughtful 
for a few minutes 

After this, as I conversed with a gentleman at the other end of 
the room, I saw him look at me more steadily, and with an in- 
terest which I thought I understood. I then saw him take an 
opportunity of chatting with Lady Mary, and was, as one always 
is, perfectly aware of being the subject of a distant inquiry and 
answer. 

This tall clergyman approached me by and by; and in a little 
time we had got into conversation. When two people, who like 
reading, and know books and places, having travelled, wish to 
discourse, it is very strange if they can’t find topics. It was not 
accident that brought him near me, and led him into conversa- 
tion. He knew German, and had read my Essays on Metaphysical 
Medicine, which suggest more than they actually say. 

This courteous man, gentle, shy, plainly a man of thought 
and reading, who, moving and talking among us, was not alto- 
gether of us, and whom I already suspected of leading a life 
whose transactions and alarms were carefully concealed, with 
an impenetrable reserve from, not only the world, but his best 
beloved friends— was cautiously weighing in his own mind the 
idea of taking a certain step with regard to me. 

1 penetrated his thoughts without his being aware oi it, and 
was careful to say notning which could b**trav to his sensitive 
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vigilance my suspicions respecting his position, or my surmises 
about his plans respecting myself. 

We chatted upon indifferent subjects for a time, but at last 
he said: 

“I was very much interested by some papers of yours, Dr. 
Hesselius, upon what you term Metaphysical Medicine— I read 
them in German, ten or twelve years ago— have they been trans- 
lated?” 

“No, I’m sure they have not— I should have heard. They would 
have asked my leave, I think.” 

“I asked the publishers here, a few months ago, to get the book 
for me in the original German; but they tell me it is out of 
print.” 

“So it is, and has been for some years; but it flatters me as 
an author to find that you have not forgotten my little book, 
although,” I added, laughing, "ten or twelve years is a consider- 
able time to have managed without it; but I suppose you have 
been turning the subject over again in your mind, or something 
ha« happened lately to revive your interest in it.” 

At this remark, accompanied by a glance of inquiry, a sudden 
embarrassment disturbed Mr. Jennings, analogous to that which 
makes a young lady blush and look foolish. He dropped his eyes, 
and folded his hands together uneasily, and looked oddly, and 
you would have said, guiltily, for a moment. 

I helped him out of his awkwardness in the best way, by ap- 
pearing not to observe it, and going straight on, I said: “Those 
revivals of interest in a subject happen to me often; one book 
suggests another, and often sends me back on a wild-goose chase 
over an interval of twenty years. But if you still care to possess 
a copy, I shall be only too happy to provide you; I have still got 
two or three by me— and if you allow me to present one I shall be 
very much honoured.” 

“You are very good indeed,” he said, quite at his ease again, 
in a moment: "I almost despaired— I don’t know how to thank 
you.” 

"Pray don 't say a word; the thing is really of so little worth that 
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I am only ashamed of having offered it, and if you thank me 
any more I shall throw it into the fire in a fit of modesty.” 

Mr. Jennings laughed. He inquired where I was staying in 
London, and after a little more conversation on a variety of 
subjects, he took his departure. 


n 

THE DOCTOR QUESTIONS LADY MARY, AND SHE ANSWERS 

“I like your vicar so much, Lady Mary,” said I, as soon as he 
was gone. “He has read, travelled, and thought, and having also 
suffered, he ought to be an accomplished companion.” 

“So he is, and, better still, he is a really good man,” said she. 
"His advice is invaluable about my schools, and all my little 
undertakings at Dawlbridge, and he’s so painstaking, he takes 
so much trouble— you have no idea— wherever he thinks he can 
be of use: he’s so good-natured and so sensible ” 

“It is pleasant to hear so good an account of his neighbourly 
virtues. I can only testify to his being an agreeable and gentle 
companion, and m addition to what you have told me, I think 
I can tell you two or three things about him,” said I. 

“Really!” 

"Yes, to begin with, he’s unmarried.” 

“Yes, that’s right— go on.” 

“He has been writing, that is he was, but for two or three 
years, perhaps, he has not gone on with his work, and the 
book was upon some rather abstract subject-perhaps theology.’’ 

“Well, he was writing a book, as you say; I’m not quite sure 
what it was about, but only that it was nothing I cared for, very 
likely you are right, and he certainly did stop— yes ” 

“And although he only drank a little coffee here to-night, he 
likes tea, at least, did like it, extravagantly.” 

“Yes, that’s quite true.” 

“He drank green tea a good deal, didn’t he?” I pursued. 

“Well, that’s very odd' Green tea was a subject on which we 
used almost to quarrel.” 

“But he has quite given that up,” said I. 
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“So he has.” 

“And now, one more fact. His mother or his father, did you 
know them?” 

“Yes, both; his father is only ten years dead, and their place is 
near Dawlbridge. We knew them very well,” she answered. 

“Well, either his mother or his father— I should rather think 
his father— saw a ghost,” said I. 

“Well, you really are a conjurer. Dr. Hesselius.” 

“Conjurer or no, haven’t I said right?” I answered merrily. 

“You certainly have, and it was his father: he was a silent, 
whimsical man, and he used to bore my father about his dreams, 
and at last he told him a story about a ghost he had seen and 
talked with, and a very odd story it was. I remember it particu- 
larly, because I was so afraid of him. This story was long before 
he died— when I was quite a child— and his days were so silent 
and moping, and he used to drop in sometimes, in the dusk, 
when I was alone in the drawing-room, and I used to fancy there 
were ghosts about him.” 

I smiled and nodded. 

"And now, having established my character as a conjurer, I 
think I must say good night,” said I. 

“But how did you find it out?” 

“By the planets, of course, as the gipsies do,” I answered, and 
so, gaily, we said good night. 

Next morning I sent the little book he had been inquiring 
after and a note to Mr. Jennings, and on returning late that eve- 
ning, I found that he had called at my lodgings, and left his card. 
He asked whether I was at home, and asked at what hour he 
would be most likely to find me. 

Does he intend opening his case, and consulting me “profes- 
sionally,” as they say? I hope so. I have already conceived a theory 
about him. It is supported by Lady Mary’s answers to my part- 
ing questions. I should like much to ascertain from his own lips. 
But what can I do consistently with good breeding to invite a 
confession? Nothing. I rather think he meditates one. At all 
events, my dear Van L., I shan’t make myself difficult of access; 
I mean to return his visit to-morrow. It will be only civil in return 
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for his politeness to ask to see him. Perhaps something may come 
of it. Whether much, little, or nothing, my dear Van L., you 
shall hear. 


m 

DR. HESSELIUS PICKS UP SOMETHING IN LATIN BOOKS 

Well, I have called at Blank Street. 

On inquiring at the door, the servant told me that Mr. Jen- 
nings was engaged very particularly with a gentleman, a clergy- 
man from Kenlis, his parish in the country. Intending to reserve 
my privilege, and to call again, I merely intimated that I should 
try another time, and had turned to go, when the servant begged 
my pardon, and asked me, looking at me a little more attentively 
than well-bred persons of his order usually do, whether I was 
Dr. Hesselius; and, on learning that I was, he said, “Perhaps 
then, sir, you would allow me to mention it to Mr. Jennings, for 
I am sure he wishes to see you.” 

The servant returned in a moment, with a message from Mr. 
Jennings, asking me to go into his study, which was in effect his 
back drawing-room, promising to be with me in a very few 
minutes. 

This was really a study— almost a library. The room was lofty, 
with two tall slender windows, and rich dark curtains. It was 
much larger than I had expected, and stored with books on every 
side, from the floor to the ceiling. The upper carpet— for to my 
tread it felt that there were two or three— was a Turkey carpet. 
My steps fell noiselessly. The bookcases, standing out, placed the 
windows, particularly narrow ones, in deep recesses. The effect 
of the room was, although extremely comfortable and even 
luxurious, decidedly gloomy and, aided by the silence, almost 
oppressive. Perhaps, however, I ought to have allowed some- 
thing for association. My mind had connected peculiar ideas 
with Mr. Jennings. I stepped into this perfectly silent room, of 
a very silent house, with a peculiar foreboding; and its darkness, 
and solemn clothing of books, for except where two narrow 
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looking-glasses were set in the wall, they were everywhere, helped 
this sombre feeling. 

While awaiting Mr. Jennings’ arrival, I amused myself by 
looking into some of the books with which his shelves were 
laden. Not among these, but immediately under them, with their 
backs upward, on the floor, I lighted upon a complete set of 
Swedenborg’s Arcana Ccelestia, in the original Latin, a very fine 
folio set, bound in the natty livery which theology affects, pure 
vellum, namely, gold letters, and carmine edges. There were 
paper markers in several of these volumes. I raised and placed 
them, one after the other, upon the table, and opening where 
these papers were placed, I read in the solemn Latin phrase- 
ology, a series of sentences indicated by a pencilled line at the 
margin. Of these I copy here a few, translating them into English. 

‘‘When man’s interior sight is opened, which is that of his 
spirit, then there appear the things of another life, which cannot 
possibly be made visible to the bodily sight. . . .” 

“By the internal sight it has been granted me to see the things 
that are in the other life, more clearly than I see those that are 
in the world. From these considerations, it is evident that external 
vision exists from interior vision, and this from a vision still 
more interior, and so on. . . .” 

“There are with every man at least two evil spirits. . . .” 

“With wicked genu there is also a fluent speech, but harsh and 
grating. There is also among them a speech which is not fluent, 
wherein the dissent of the thoughts is perceived as something 
secretly creeping along within it.” 

“The evil spirits associated with man are, indeed, from the 
hells, but when with man they are not then in hell, but are taken 
out thence. The place where they then are, is in the midst be- 
tween heaven and hell, and is called the world of spirits— when 
the evil spirits who are with man, are in that world, they are not 
in any infernal torment, but in every thought and affection of 
the man, and so in all that the man himself enjoys. But when 
they are remitted into their hell, they return to their former 
state. . . 
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"If evil spirits could perceive that they were associated with 
man, and yet that they were spirits separate from him, and if 
they could flow in into the things of his body, they would at- 
tempt by a thousand means to destroy him; for they hate man 
with a deadly hatred. . . 

"Knowing, therefore, that I was a man in the body, they were 
continually striving to destroy me, not as to the body only, but 
especially as to the soul; for to destroy any man or spirit is the 
very delight of the life of all who are in hell; but I have been 
continually protected by the Lord. Hence it appears how dan- 
gerous it is for man to be in a living consort with spirits, unless 
he be in the good of faith. . . 

"Nothing is more carefully guarded from the knowledge of 
associate spirits than their being thus conjoint with a man, for 
if they knew it they would speak to him, with the intention to 
destroy him. . . 

"The delight of hell is to do evil to man, and to hasten his 
eternal ruin." 

A long note, written with a very sharp and fine pencil, in Mr. 
Jennings’ neat hand, at the foot of the page, caught my eye. 
Expecting his criticism upon the text, I read a word or two, and 
stopped, for it was something quite different, and began with 
these words, Deus misereatur mei—“ May God compassionate 
me.” Thus warned of its private nature, I averted my eyes, and 
shut the book, replacing all the volumes as I had found them, ex- 
cept one which interested me, and in which, as men studious and 
solitary in their habits will do, I grew so absorbed as to take no 
cognisance of the outer world, nor to remember where I was. 

I was reading some pages which refer to "representatives” and 
correspondents,” in the technical language of Swedenborg, and 
had arrived at a passage, the substance of which is, that evil 
spirits, when seen by other eyes than those of their infernal asso- 
ciates, present themselves, by “correspondence,” in the shape of 
the beast (/era) which represents their particular lust and life, 
in aspect direful and atrocious. This is a long passage, and par- 
ticularises a number of those bestial forms. 
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rv 

FOUR EYES WERE READING THE PASSAGE 

I was running the head of my pencil case along the line as I 
read it, and something caused me to raise my eyes. 

Directly before me was one of the mirrors I have mentioned, 
in which I saw reflected the tall shape of my friend, Mr. Jennings, 
leaning over my shoulder, and reading the page at which I was 
busy, and with a face so dark and wild that I should hardly have 
known him. 

I turned and rose. He stood erect also, and with an effort 
laughed a little, saying: 

“I came in and asked you how you did, but without succeed 
ing in awaking you from your book; so I could not restrain my 
curiosity, and very impertinently, I’m afraid, peeped over your 
shoulder. This is not your first time of looking into those pages. 
You have looked into Swedenborg, no doubt, long ago?” 

‘‘Oh dear, yes! I owe Swedenborg a great deal; you will dis- 
cover traces of him in the little book on Metaphysical Medicine, 
which you were so good as to remember.” 

Although my friend affected a gaiety of manner, there was a 
slight flush in his face, and I could perceive that he was inwardly 
much perturbed. 

“I’m scarcely yet qualified, I know so little of Swedenborg. 
I’ve only had them a fortnight,” he answered, “and I think they 
are rather likely to make a solitary man nervous— that is, judging 
from the very little I have read— I don’t say that they have made 
me so,” he laughed; “and I’m so very much obliged for the book. 
I hope you got my note?” 

I made all proper acknowledgments and modest disclaimers. 

“I never read a book that I go with, so entirely, as that of 
yours,” he continued. “I saw at once there is more in it than is 
quite unfolded. Do you know Dr. Harley?” he asked, rather 
abruptly. 

In passing, the editor remarks that the physician here named 
was one of the most eminent who had ever practised in England. 
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I did, having had letters to him, and had experienced from 
him great courtesy and considerable assistance during my visit 
to England. 

“I think that man one of the very greatest fools I ever met 
in my life,” said Mr. Jennings. 

This was the first time I had ever heard him say a sharp thing 
of anybody, and such a term applied to so high a name a little 
startled me. 

“Reallyl and in what way?” I asked. 

“In his profession,” he answered. 

1 smiled. 

‘‘I mean this,” he said: “he seems to me, one half, blind— I 
mean one half of all he looks at is dark— pretematurally bright 
and vivid all the rest; and the worst of it is, it seems wilful. I 
can’t get him— I mean he won’t— I’ve had some experience of 
him as a physician, but I look on him as, in that sense, no better 
than a paralytic mind, an intellect half dead. I’ll tell you— I know 
I shall some time— all about it,” he said, with a little agitation. 
“You stay some months longer in England. If I should be out of 
town during your stay for a little time, would you allow me to 
trouble you with a letter?” 

“I should be only too happy,” I assured him. 

"Very good of you. I am so utterly dissatisfied with Harley.” 

“A little leaning to the materialistic school,” I said. 

“A mere materialist,” he corrected me; “you can’t think how 
that sort of thing worries one who knows better. You won’t tell 
anyone— any of my friends you know— that I am hippish; now, 
for instance, no one knows— not even Lady Mary— that I have 
seen Dr. Harley, or any other doctor. So pray don’t mention it; 
and, if I should have any threatening of an attack, you’ll kindly 
let me write, or, should I be in town, have a little talk with you.” 

I was full of conjecture, and unconsciously I found I had fixed 
my eyes gravely on him, for he lowered his for a moment, and 
he said: 

“I see you think I might as well tell you now, or else you are 
forming a conjecture; but you may as well give it up. If you were 
guessing all the rest of your life, you will never hit on it.” 
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He shook his head smiling, and over that wintry sunshine a 
black cloud suddenly came down, and he drew his breath in 
through his teeth, as men do in pain. 

“Sorry, of course, to learn that you apprehend occasion to con- 
sult any of us; but command me when and how you like, and I 
need not assure you that your confidence is sacred.” 

He then talked of quite other things, and in a comparatively 
cheerful way; and after a little time, I took my leave. 

v 

DOCTOR HESSELIUS IS SUMMONED TO RICHMOND 

We parted cheerfully, but he was not cheerful, nor was I. 
There are certain expressions of that powerful organ of spirit— 
the human face— which, although I have seen them often, and 
possess a doctor’s nerve, yet disturb me profoundly. One look 
of Mr. Jennings’ haunted me. It had seized my imagination with 
so dismal a power that I changed my plans for the evening, and 
went to the opera, feeling that I wanted a change of ideas. 

I heard nothing of or from him for two or three days, when 
a note in his hand reached me. It was cheerful, and full of hope. 
He said that he had been for some little time so much better— 
quite well, in fact— that he was going to make a little experiment, 
and run down for a month or so to his parish, to try whether 
a little work might not quite set him up. There was in it a fer- 
vent religious expression of gratitude for his restoration, as he 
now almost hoped he might call it. 

A day or two later I saw Lady Mary, who repeated what his 
note had announced, and told me that he was actually in War- 
wickshire, having resumed his clerical duties at Kenlis; and she 
added, “I begin to think that he is really perfectly well, and that 
there never was anything the matter, more than nerves and 
fancy; we are all nervous, but I fancy there is nothing like a little 
hard work for that kind of weakness, and he has made up his 
mind to try it. I should not be surprised if he did not come back 
for a year.” 
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Notwithstanding all this confidence, only two days later I had 
this note, dated from his house off Piccadilly: 

"Dear Sir,— I have returned disappointed. If I should feel at 
all able to see you, I shall write to ask you kindly to call. At 
present I am too low, and, in fact, simply unable to say all I 
wish to sav. Pray don’t mention my name to my friends. I can 
see no one. By and by, please God, you shall hear from me. I 
mean to take a run into Shropshire, where some of my people 
are. God bless you! May we, on my return, meet more happily 
than I can now write.” 

About a week after this I saw Lady Mary at her own house, 
the last person, she said, left in town, and just on the wing for 
Brighton, for the London season was quite over. She told me 
that she had heard from Mr. Jennings’ niece, Martha, in Shrop- 
shire. There was nothing to be gathered from her letter, more 
than that he was low and nervous. In those words, of which 
healthy people think so lightly, what a world of suffering is some- 
times hidden! 

Nearly five weeks had passed without any further news of Mr. 
Jennings. At the end of that time I received a note from him. He 
wrote: 

“I have been in the country, and have had change of air, 
change of scene, change of faces, change of everything and in 
everything— but myself. I have made up my mind, so far as the 
most irresolute creature on earth can do it, to tell my case fully 
to you. If your engagements will permit, pray come to me to-day, 
tomorrow, or the next day; but, pray defer as little as possible. 
You know not how much I need help. I have a quiet house at 
Richmond, where I now am. Perhaps you can manage to come to 
dinner, or to luncheon, or even to tea. You shall have no trouble 
in finding me out. The servant at Blank Street, who takes this 
note, will have a carriage at your door at any hour you please; and 
I am always to be found. You will say that I ought not to be alone. 
I have tried everything. Come and see.” 
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I called up the servant, and decided on going out the same 
evening, which accordingly I did. 

He would have been much better in a lodging-house, or hotel. 
I thought, as I drove up through a short double row of sombre 
elms to a very old-fashioned brick house, darkened by the foliage 
of these trees, which overtopped, and nearly surrounded it. It 
was a perverse choice, for nothing could be imagined more triste 
and silent. The house, I found, belonged to him. He had stayed 
for a day or two in town, and, finding it for some cause insup- 
portable, had come out here, probably because being furnished 
and his own, he was relieved of the thought and delay of selection, 
by coming here. 

The sun had already set, and the red reflected light of the 
western sky illuminated the scene with the peculiar effect with 
which we are all familiar. The hall seemed very dark, but, getting 
to the back drawing-room, whose windows command the west, I 
was again in the same dusky light. 

I sat down, looking out upon the richly-wooded landscape 
that glowed in the grand and melancholy light which was every 
moment fading. The corners of the room were already dark; all 
was growing dim, and the gloom was insensibly toning my mind, 
already prepared for what was sinister. I was waiting alone for 
his arrival, which soon took place. The door communicating with 
the front room opened, and the tall figure of Mr. Jennings, faintly 
seen in the ruddy twilight, came, with quiet stealthy steps, into 
the room. 

We shook hands, and, taking a chair to the window, where 
there was still light enough to enable us to see each other’s faces, 
he sat down beside me, and, placing his hand upon my arm, with 
scarcely a word of preface began his narrative. 

VI 

HOW MR. JENNINGS MET HIS COMPANION 

The faint glow of the west, the pomp of the then lonely woods 
of Richmond, were before us, behind and about us the darkening 
room, and on the stony face of the sufferer— for the character of 
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his face, though still gentle and sweet, was changed— rested that 
dim, odd glow which seems to descend and produce, where it 
touches, lights, sudden though faint, which are lost, almost with- 
out gradation, in darkness. The silence, too, was utter; not a 
distant wheel, or bark, or whistle from without; and within the 
depressing stillness of an invalid bachelor’s house. 

I guessed well the nature, though not even vaguely the par- 
ticulars of the revelations I was about to receive, from that fixed 
face of suffering that so oddly flushed stood out, like a portrait of 
Schalken’s, before its background of darkness. 

“It began,” he said, “on the 15th of October, three years and 
eleven weeks ago, and two days— I keep very accurate count, for 
every day is torment. If I leave anywhere a chasm in my narrative, 
tell me. 

“About four years ago I began a work, which had cost me very 
much thought and reading. It was upon the religious metaphysics 
of the ancients.” 

“I know,” said I, “the actual religion of educated and thinking 
paganism, quite apart from symbolic worship? A wide and very 
interesting field.” 

“Yes; but not good for the mind— the Christian mind, I mean. 
Paganism is all bound together in essential unity, and, with evil 
sympathy, their religion involves their art, and both their man- 
ners, and the subject is a degrading fascination and the Nemesis 
sure. God forgive mel 

“I wrote a great deal; I wrote late at night. I was always think- 
ing on the subject, walking about, wherever I was, everywhere. It 
thoroughly infected me. You are to remember that all the ma- 
terial ideas connected with it were more or less of the beautiful, 
the subject itself delightfully interesting, and I, then, without 
a care.” 

He sighed heavily. 

‘I believe that everyone who sets about writing in earnest 
dots his work, as a friend of mine phrased it, on something— tea, 
or coffee, or tobacco. I suppose there is a material waste that 
must be hourly supplied in such occupations, or that we should 
grow too abstracted, and the mind, as it were, pass out of the 

1 384] 



Green Tea 


body, unless it were reminded often of the connection by actual 
sensation. At all events, I felt the want, and I supplied it. Tea 
was my companion— at first the ordinary black tea, made in the 
usual way, not too strong: but I drank a good deal, and increased 
its strength as I went on. I never experienced an uncomfortable 
symptom from it. I began to take a little green tea. I found the 
effect pleasanter, it cleared and intensified the power of thought 
so. I had come to take it frequently, but not stronger than one 
might take it for pleasure. I wrote a great deal out here, it was 
so quiet, and in this room. I used to sit up very late, and it became 
a habit with me to sip my tea— green tea— every now and then as 
my work proceeded. I had a little kettle on my table, that swung 
over a lamp, and made tea two or three times between eleven 
o’clock and two or three in the morning, my hours of going to bed. 
I used to go into town every day. I was not a monk, and, although 
I spent an hour or two in a library, hunting up authorities and 
looking out lights upon my theme, I was in no morbid state as 
far as I can judge. I met my friends pretty much as usual and en- 
joyed their society, and, on the whole, existence had never been. 
I think, so pleasant before. 

“I had met with a man who had some odd old books, German 
editions in medieval Latin, and I was only too happy to be per- 
mitted access to them. This obliging person’s books were in the 
City, a very out-of-the-way part of it. I had rather out-stayed mj 
intended hour, and, on coming out, seeing no cab near, I was 
tempted to get into the omnibus which used to drive past this 
house. It was darker than this by the time the bus had reached 
an old house you may have remarked, with four poplars at each 
side of the door, and there the last passenger but myself got out. 
We drove along rather faster. It was twilight now. I leaned back 
in my comer next the door, ruminating pleasantly. 

“The interior of the omnibus was nearly dark. I had observed 
in the comer opposite to me at the other side, and at the end 
next the horses, two small circular reflections, as it seemed to me, 
of a reddish light. They were about two inches apart, and about 
the size of those small brass buttons that yachting men used to put 
upon their jackets. I began to speculate, as listless men will, upon 
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this trifle, as it seemed. From what centre did that faint but deep 
red light come, and from what— glass beads, buttons, toy decora- 
tions— was it reflected? We were lumbering along gently, having 
nearly a mile still to go. I had not solved the puzzle, and it became 
in another minute more odd, for these two luminous points, with 
a sudden jerk, descended nearer the floor, keeping still their rela- 
tive distance and horizontal position, and then, as suddenly, they 
rose to the level of the seat on which I was sitting and I saw them 
no more. 

‘‘My curiosity was now really excited, and, before I had time to 
think, I saw again these two dull lamps, again together near the 
floor; again they disappeared, and again in their old comer I saw 
them. 

‘‘So, keeping my eyes upon them, I edged quietly up my own 
side, towards the end at which I still saw these tiny discs of red. 

“There was very little light in the bus. It was nearly dark. I 
leaned forward to aid my endeavor to discover what these little 
circles really were. They shifted their position a little as I did so. 
I began now to perceive an outline of something black, and I 
soon saw, with tolerable distinctness, the outline of a small black 
monkey, pushing its face forward in mimicry to meet mine; those 
were its eyes, and I now dimly saw its teeth grinning at me. 

“I drew back, not knowing whether it might not meditate a 
spring. I fancied that one of the passengers had forgot this ugly 
pet, and wishing to ascertain something of its temper, though not 
caring to trust my fingers to it, I poked my umbrella softly towards 
it. It remained immovable— up to it —through it. For through 
it, and back and forward it passed, without the slightest re- 
sistance. 

“I can’t, in the least, convey to you the kind of horror that 1 
felt. When I had ascertained th?it the thing was an illusion, as I 
then supposed, there came a misgiving about myself and a terror 
that fascinated me in impotence to remove my gaze from the eyes 
of the brute for some moments. As I looked, it made a little skip 
back, quite into the corner, and I, in a panic, found myself at 
the door, having put my head out, drawing deep breaths of the 

[386] 



Green Tea 


outer air, and staring at the lights and trees we were passing too 
glad to reassure myself of reality. 

"I stopped the bus and got out. I perceived the man look oddly 
at me as I paid him. I dare say there was something unusual in 
my looks and manner, for I had never felt so strangely before.” 

VII 

the journey: first stage 

"When the omnibus drove on, and I was alone upon the road, 
I looked carefully round to ascertain whether the monkey had 
followed me. To my indescribable relief I saw it nowhere. I can’t 
describe easily what a shock I had received, and my sense of 
genuine gratitude on finding myself, as I supposed, quite rid of it. 

"I had got out a little before we reached this house, two or 
three hundred steps. A brick wall runs along the footpath, and 
inside the wall is a hedge of yew, or some dark evergreen of that 
kind, and within that again the row of fine trees which you may 
have remarked as you came. 

"This brick wall is about as high as my shoulder, and happen- 
ing to raise my eyes I saw the monkey, with that stooping gait, 
on all fours, walking or creeping, close beside me on top of the 
wall I stopped, looking at it with a feeling of loathing and horror. 
As I stopped so did it. It sat up on the wall with its long hands 
on its knees looking at me. There was not light enough to see it 
much more than in outline, nor was it dark enough to bring the 
peculiar light of its eyes into strong relief. I still saw, however, 
that red foggy light plainly enough. It did not show its teeth, 
nor exhibit any sign of irritation, but seemed jaded and sulky, 
and was observing me steadily. 

“I drew back into the middle of the road. It was an unconscious 
recoil, and there I stood, still looking at it. It did not move. 

“With an instinctive determination to try something— any- 
thing, I turned about and walked briskly towards town with 
askance look, all the time, watching the movements of the beast. 
It crept swiftly along the wall, at exactly my pace. 

“Where the wall ends, near the turn of the road, it came down, 
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and with a wiry spring or two brought itself close to my feet, and 
continued to keep up with me, as I quickened my pace. It was 
at my left side, so close to my leg that I felt every moment as if 
I should tread upon it. 

“The road was quite deserted and silent, and it was darker 
every moment. I stopped dismayed and bewildered, turning as 
I did so, the other way— I mean, towards this house, away from 
which I had been walking. When I stood still, the monkey drew 
back to a distance of, I suppose, about five or six yards, and re- 
mained stationary, watching me. 

“I had been more agitated than I have said. I had read, of 
course, as everyone has, something about ‘spectral illusions,’ as 
you physicians term the phenomena of such cases. I considered 
my situation, and looked my misfortune in the face. 

“These affections, I had read, are sometimes transitory and 
sometimes obstinate. I had read of cases in which the appearance, 
at first harmless, had, step by step, degenerated into something 
direful and insupportable, and ended by wearing its victim out. 
Still as I stood there, but for my bestial companion, quite alone, I 
tried to comfort myself by repeating again and again the assur- 
ance, ‘the thing is purely disease, a well-known physical affection, 
as distinctly as smallpox or neuralgia. Doctors are all agreed on 
that, philosophy demonstrates it. I must not be a fool. I’ve been 
sitting up too late, and I dare say my digestion is quite wrong, 
and, with God’s help, I shall be all right, and this is but a symp- 
tom of nervous dyspepsia.’ Did I believe all this? Not one word 
of it, no more than any other miserable being ever did who is 
once seized and riveted in this satanic captivity. Against my con- 
victions, I might say my knowledge, I was simply bullying myself 
into a false courage. 

“I now walked homeward. I had only a few hundred yards to 
go. I had forced myself into a sort of resignation, but I had not 
got over the sickening shock and the flurry of the first certainty 
of my misfortune. 

“I made up my mind to pass the night at home. The brute 
moved close beside me, and I fancied there was the sort of anxious 
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drawing toward the house, which one sees in tired horses or dogs 
sometimes as they come toward nome. 

“I was afraid to go into town, I was afraid of anyone s seeing 
and recognising me. I was conscious of an irrepressible agitation 
in my manner. Also, I was afraid of any violent change in my 
habits, such as going to a place of amusement, or walking trom 
home in order to fatigue myself. At the hall door it waited till I 
mounted the steps, and when the door was opened entered 
with me. 

“I drank no tea that night. I got cigars and some brandy and 
water. My idea was that I should act upon my material system, 
and by living for a while in sensation apart from thought, send 
myself forcibly, as it were, into a new groove. I came up here to 
this drawing-room. I sat just here. The monkey then got upon 
a small table that then stood there. It looked dazed and languid. 
An irrepressible uneasiness as to its movements kept my eyes 
always upon it. Its eyes were half closed, but I could see them 
glow. It was looking steadily at me. In all situations, at all hours, 
it is awake and looking at me. That never changes. 

“I shall not continue in detail my narrative of this particulai 
night. I shall describe, rather, the phenomena of the first year, 
which never varied, essentially. I shall describe the monkey as 
it appeared in daylight. Jn the dark, as you shall presently hear, 
there are peculiarities. It is a small monkey, perfectly black. It 
has only one peculiarity— a character of malignity— unfathom- 
able malignity. During the first year it looked sullen and sick. 
But this character of intense malice and vigilance was always 
underlying that surly languor. During all that time it acted as 
if on a plan of giving me as little trouble as was consistent with 
watching me. Its eyes were never off me. I have never lost sight 
of it, except in my sleep, light or dark, day or night, since it 
came here, excepting when it withdraws for some weeks at a time, 
unaccountably. 

“In total dark it is visible as in daylight. I do not mean merely 
its eyes. It is all visible distinctly in a halo that resembles a glow 
of red embers, and which accompanies it in all its movements. 

“When it leaves me tor a time, it is always at night, in the dark, 
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and in the same way. It grows at first uneasy, and then furious, 
and then advances towards me, grinning and shaking, its paws 
clenched, and, at the same time, there comes the appearance of 
fire in the grate. I never have any fire. I can’t sleep in the room 
where there is any, and it draws nearer and nearer to the chim 
ney, quivering, it seems, with rage, and when its fury rises to the 
highest pitch, it springs into the grate, and up the chimney, and 
I see it no more. 

"When first this happened, I thought I was released. I was 
now a new man. A day passed— a night— and no return, and a 
blessed week— a week— another week. I was always on my knees. 
Dr. Hesselius, always, thanking God and praying. A whole month 
passed of liberty, but on a sudden, it was with me again." 

VIII 

THE SECOND STAGE 

"It was with me, and the malice which before was torpid under 
a sullen exterior, was now active. It was perfectly unchanged in 
every other respect. This new energy was apparent in its activity 
and its looks, and soon in other ways. 

“For a time, you will understand, the change was shown only 
in an increased vivacity, and an air of menace, as if it was always 
brooding over some atrocious plan. Its eyes, as before, were never 
off me.” 

"Is it here now?” I asked. 

“No,” he replied, “it has been absent exactly a fortnight and a 
day— fifteen days. It has sometimes been away so long as nearly 
two months, once for three. Its absence always exceeds a fort- 
night, although it may be but by a single day. Fifteen days 
having passed since I saw it last, it may return now at any 
moment.” 

"Is its return,” I asked, “accompanied by any peculiar mani- 
festation?” 

"Nothing— no,” he said. “It is simply with me again. On lifting 
my eyes from a book, or turning my head, I see it, as usual, look- 
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mg at me, and then it remains, as before, for its appointed time. 
I have never told so much and so minutely before to anyone.” 

I perceived that he was agitated, and looking like death, and 
he repeatedly applied his handkerchief to his forehead; I sug- 
gested that he might be tired, and told him that I would call, with 
pleasure, in the morning, but he said: 

“No, if you don’t mind hearing it all now. I have got so far, 
and I should prefer making one effort of it. When I spoke to Dr. 
Harley, I had nothing like so much to tell. You are a philosophic 
physician. You give spirit its proper rank. If this thing is real—” 

He paused, looking at me with agitated inquiry. 

“We can discuss it by and by, and very fully. I will give you all 
I think,” I answered, after an interval. 

“Well— very well. If it is anything real, I say, it is prevailing, 
little by little, and drawing me more interiorly into hell. Optic 
nerves, he talked of. Ah! well— there are other nerves of com- 
munication. May God Almighty help me! You shall hear. 

“Its power of action, I tell you, had increased. Its malice be- 
came, in a way, aggressive. About two years ago, some questions 
that were pending between me and the bishop having been set- 
tled, I went down to my parish in Warwickshire, anxious to find 
occupation in my profession. I was not prepared for what hap- 
pened, although I have since thought I might have apprehended 
something like it. The reason of my saying so is this—” 

He was beginning to speak with a great deal more effort and 
reluctance, and sighed often, and seemed at times nearly over- 
come. But at this time his manner was not agitated. It was more 
like that of a sinking patient, who has given himself up. 

“Yes, but I will first tell you about Kenlis, my parish. 

"It was with me when I left this place for Dawlbridge. It was 
my silent travelling companion, and it remained with me at the 
vicarage. When I entered on the discharge of my duties, another 
change took place. The thing exhibited an atrocious determina- 
tion to thwart me. It was with me in the church— in the reading 
desk— in the pulpit— within the communion rails. At last, it 
reacned this extremity, that while I was reading to the congre- 
gation, it would spring upon the open book and squat there, so 
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that I was unable to see the page. This happened more than once. 

“I left Dawlbridge for a time. I placed myself in Dr. Harley’s 
hands. I did everything he told me. He gave my case a great deal 
of thought. It interested him, I think. He seemed successful. For 
nearly three months I was perfectly free from a return. I began 
to think I was safe. With his full assent I returned to Dawlbridge. 

“I travelled in a chaise. I was in good spirits. I was more— I was 
happy and grateful. I was returning, as I thought, delivered from 
a dreadful hallucination, to the scene of duties which I longed to 
enter upon. It was a beautiful sunny evening, everything looked 
serene and cheerful, and I was delighted. I remember looking 
out of the window to see the spire of my church at Kenlis among 
the trees, at the point where one has the earliest view of it. It is 
exactly where the little stream that bounds the parish passes 
under the road by a culvert, and where it emerges at the roadside, 
a stone with an old inscription is placed. As we passed this point, 
I drew my head in and sat down, and in the corner of the chaise 
was the monkey. 

“For a moment I felt faint, and then quite wild with despair 
and horror. I called to the driver, and got out, and sat down at 
the roadside, and prayed to God silently lor mercy. A despairing 
resignation supervened My companion was with me as I re- 
entered the vicarage. The same persecution followed. After a 
short struggle I submitted, and soon I left the place. 

“I told you,” he said, “that the beast had before this become in 
certain ways aggressive. I will explain a little. It seemed to be 
actuated by intense and increasing fury whenever I said my 
prayers, or even meditated prayer. It amounted at last to a dread- 
ful interruption. You will ask, how could a silent immaterial 
phantom effect that? It was thus, whenever I meditated praying; 
it was always before me, and nearer and nearer. 

“It used to spring on a table, on the back of a chair, on the 
chimney piece, and slowly to swing itself from side to side, look- 
ing at me all the time. There is in its motion an indefinable 
power to dissipate thought, and to contract one’s attention to 
that monotony, till the ideas shrink, as it were, to a point, and 
at last to nothing— and unless I had started up, and shook off the 
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catalepsy, I have felt as if my mind were on the point of losing 
itself. There are other ways,” he sighed heavily; “thus, for in- 
stance, while I pray with my eyes closed, it comes closer and closer, 
and I see it. I know it is not to be accounted for physically, but 
I do actually see it, though my lids are closed, and so it rocks my 
mind, as it were, and overpowers me, and I am obliged to rise 
from my knees. If you had ever yourself known this, you would 
be acquainted with desperation.” 

IX 

THE THIRD STAGE 

"I see. Dr. Hesselius, that you don’t lose one word of my state- 
ment. I need not ask you to listen specially to what I am now 
going to tell you. They talk of the optic nerves, and of spectral 
illusions, as if the organ of sight was the only point assailable 
by the influences that have fastened upon me— I know better. For 
two years in my direful case that limitation prevailed. But a; food 
is taken in softly at the lips, and then brought under the teeth, 
as the tip of the little finger caught in a mill crank will draw in 
the hand, and the arm, and the whole body, so the miserable 
mortal who has been once caught firmly by the end of the finest 
fibre of his nerve, is drawn in and in, by the enormous machinery 
of hell, until he is as I am. Yes, Doctor, as I am, for while I talk 
to you, and implore relief, I feel that my prayer is for the impos- 
sible, and my pleading with the inexorable.” 

I endeavoured to calm his visibly increasing agitation, and 
told him that he must not despair. 

While we talked the night had overtaken us. The filmy moon- 
light was wide over the scene which the window commanded, 
and I said; 

‘‘Perhaps you would prefer having candlds. This light, you 
know, is odd. I should wish you, as much as possible, under your 
usual conditions while I make my diagnosis, shall I call it— other- 
wise I don’t care.” 

‘‘All lights are the same to me,” he said, ‘‘except when I read 
or write; I care not if night were perpetual. I am going to tell you 
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what happened about a year ago. The thing began to speak to 
»» 

me, 

"Speak! How do you mean— speak as a man does, do you mean?" 

“Yes; speak in words and consecutive sentences, with perfect 
coherence and articulation; but there is a peculiarity. It is not 
like the tone of a human voice. It is not by my ears it reaches me 
—it comes like a singing through my head. 

“This faculty, the power of speaking to me, will be my un- 
doing. It won’t let me pray, it interrupts me with dreadful blas- 
phemies. I dare not go on, I could not. Oh! Doctor, can the skill, 
and thought, and prayers of man avail me nothing!” 

“You must promise me, my dear sir, not to trouble yourself 
with unnecessarily exciting thoughts; confine yourself strictly to 
the narrative of facts; and recollect, above all, that even if the 
thing that infests you be, you seem to suppose, a reality with an 
actual independent life and will, yet it can have no power to 
hurt you, unless it be given from above: its access to your senses 
depends mainly upon your physical condition— this is, under 
God, your comfort and reliance: wc are all alike environed. It is 
only that in your case, the ‘panes,’ the veil of the flesh, the screen, 
is a little out of repair, and sights and sounds are transmitted. We 
must enter on a new course, sir— be encouraged. I’ll give to-night 
to the careful consideration of the whole case.” 

“You are very good, sir; you think it worth trying, you don’t 
give roe quite up; but, sir, you don’t know, it is gaining such an 
influence over me: it orders me about, it is such a tyrant, and 
I’m growing so helpless. May God deliver me!” 

“It orders you about— of course you mean by speech?” 

“Yes, yes; it is always urging me to crimes, to injure others, or 
myself. You see, Doctor, the situation is urgent, it is indeed. 
When I was in Shropshire, a few weeks ago” (Mr. Jennings was 
speaking rapidly and trembling now, holding my arm with one 
hand, and looking in my face), “I went out one day with a party 
of friends for a walk: my persecutor, I tell you, was with me at 
the time. I lagged behind the rest: the country near the Dee. 
you know, is beautiful. Our path happened to lie near a coal 

[3941 



Green Tea 


mine, and at the verge of the wood is a perpendicular shaft, they 
say, a hundred and fifty feet deep. My niece had remained be- 
hind with me— she knows, of course, nothing of the nature of 
my sufferings. She knew, however, that I had been ill, and was 
low, and she remained to prevent my being quite alone. As we 
loitered slowly on together, the brute that accompanied me was 
urging me to throw myself down the shaft. I tell you now— oh, 
sir, think of itl— the one consideration that saved me from that 
hideous death was the fear lest the shock of witnessing the oc- 
currence should be too much for the poor girl. I asked her to go 
on and take her walk with her friends, saying that I could go no 
further. She made excuses, and the more I urged her the firmer 
she became. She looked doubtful and frightened. I suppose there 
was something in my looks or manner that alarmed her, but she 
would not go, and that literally saved me. You had no idea, sir, 
that a living man could be made so abject a slave of Satan,” he 
said, with a ghastly groan and a shudder. 

There was a pause here, and I said, “You were preserved never 
theless. It was the act of God. You are in His hands and in the 
power of no other being: be therefore confident for the future.” 

x 

HOME 

I made him have candles lighted, and saw the room looking 
cheery and inhabited before I left him. I told him that he must 
regard his illness strictly as one dependent on physical, though 
subtle physical causes. I told him that he had evidence of God’s 
care and love in the deliverance which he had just described, and 
that I had perceived with pain that he seemed to regard its pe- 
culiar features as indicating that he had been delivered over to 
spiritual reprobation. Than such a conclusion nothing could be, 
I insisted, less warranted; and not only so, but more contrary to 
facts, as disclosed in his mysterious deliverance from that mur- 
derous influence during his Shropshire excursion. First, his niece 
had been retained by his side without his intending to keep her 
near him; and, secondly, there had been infused into his mind 
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an irresistible repugnance to execute the dreadful suggestion in 
her presence. 

As I reasoned this point with him, Mr. Jennings wept. He 
seemed comforted. One promise I exacted, which was that should 
the monkey at any time return, I should be sent for immediately; 
and, repeating my assurance that I would give neither time nor 
thought to any other subject until I had thoroughly investigated 
his case, and that to-morrow he should hear the result, I took 
my leave. 

Before getting into the carriage I told the servant that his 
master was far from well, and that he should make a point of fre- 
quently looking into his room. 

My own arrangements I made with a view to being quite secure 
from interruption. 

I merely called at my lodgings, and with a travelling desk and 
carpet-bag, set off in a hackney carriage for an inn about two 
miles out of town, called “The Homs,” a very quiet and com- 
fortable house, with good thick walls. And there I resolved, with- 
out the possibility of intrusion or distraction, to devote some 
hours of the night, in my comfortable sitting-room, to Mr. Jen- 
nings’ case, and so much of the morning as it might require. 

[There occurs here a careful note of Dr. Hesselius’ opinion 
upon the case, and of the habits, dietary, and medicines which he 
prescribed. It is curious— some persons would say mystical. But, 
on the whole, I doubt whether it would sufficiently interest a 
reader of the kind I am likely to meet with, to warrant its being 
here reprinted. The whole letter was plainly written at the inn 
where he had hid himself for the occasion. The next letter is 
dated from his town lodgings.] 

I left town for the inn where I slept last night at half-past nine, 
and did not arrive at my room in town until one o’clock this 
afternoon. I found a letter in Mr. Jennings’ hand upon my table. 
It had not come by post, and, on inquiry, I learned that Mr. Jen- 
nings’ servant had brought it. and on learning that I was not to 
return until to-day, and that no one could tell him my address, 
he seemed very uncomfortable, and said that his orders from 
his master were that he was not to return without an answer. 
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I opened the letter and read: 

“Dear Dr. Hesselius— It is here. You had not been an hour 
gone when it returned. It is speaking. It knows all that has hap- 
pened. It knows everything— it knows you, and is frantic and 
atrocious. It reviles. I send you this. It knows every word I have 
written— I write. This I promised, and I therefore write, but I 
fear very confused, very incoherently. I am so interrupted, dis- 
turbed. 

“Ever yours, sincerely yours, 

“Robert Lynder Jennings.” 

“When did this come?” I asked. 

“About eleven last night: the man was here again, and has been 
here three times to-day. The last time is about an hour since.” 

Thus answered, and with the notes I had made upon his case 
in my pocket, I was in a few minutes driving towards Richmond, 
to see Mr. Jennings. 

I by no means, as you perceive, despaired of Mr. Jennings’ 
case. He had himself remembered and applied, though quite in 
a mistaken way, the principle which I lay down in my Meta- 
physical Medicine, and which governs all such cases. 1 was about 
to apply it in earnest. I was profoundly interested, and very 
anxious to see and examine him while the “enemy” was actually 
present. 

I drove up to the sombre house, and ran up the steps, and 
knocked. The door, in a little time, was opened by a tall woman 
in black silk She looked ill, and as if she had been crying. She 
curtseyed, and heard my question, but she did not answer. She 
turned her face away, extending her hand towards two men who 
were coming downstairs; and thus having, as it were, tacitly 
made me over to them, she passed through a side door hastily and 
shut it. 

The man who was nearest the hall, I at once accosted, but 
being now close to him, I was shocked to see that both his hands 
were covered with blood. 

I drew back a little, and the man, passing downstairs, merely 
said in a low tone, “Here’s the servant, sir." 
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The servant had stopped on the stairs, confounded and dumb 
at seeing me. He was rubbing his hands in a handkerchief, and 
it was steeped in blood. 

"Jones, what is it? What has happened?” I asked, while a sick- 
ening suspicion overpowered me. 

The man asked me to come up to the lobby. I was beside him 
in a moment, and, frowning and pallid, with contracted eyes, he 
told me the horror which I already half guessed. 

His master had made away with himself. 

I went upstairs with him to the room— what I saw there I 
won’t tell you. He had cut his throat with his razor. It was a 
frightful gash. The two men had laid him on the bed, and com- 
posed his limbs. It had happened, as the immense pool of blood 
on the floor declared, at some distance between the bed and the 
window. There was carpet round his bed, and a carpet under his 
dressing-table, but none on the rest of the floor, for the man said 
he did not like a carpet in his bedroom. In this sombre and now 
terrible room, one of the great elms that darkened the house was 
slowly moving the shadow of one of its great boughs upon this 
dreadful floor. 

I beckoned to the servant, and we went downstairs together. 
I turned off the hall into an old-fashioned panelled room, and 
there standing, I heard all the servant had to tell It was not a 
great deal. 

“I concluded, sir, from your words, and looks, sir, as you left 
last night, that you thought my master seriously ill. I thought it 
might be that you were afraid of a fit, or something. So I attended 
very close to your directions. He sat up late, till past three o’clock. 
He was not writing or reading. He was talking a great deal to 
himself, but that was nothing unusual. At about that hour I 
assisted him to undress, and left him in his slippers and dressing- 
gown. I went back softly in about half an hour. He was in his bed, 
quite undressed, and a pair of candles lighted on the table beside 
his bed. He was leaning on his elbow, and looking out at the 
other side of the bed when I came in. I asked him if he wanted 
anything, and he said ‘No.’ 

“I don’t know whether it was. what you said to me, sir, or some- 
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thing a little unusual about him, but I was uneasy, uncommon 
uneasy about him last night. 

“In another half-hour, or it might be a little more, I went up 
again. I did not hear him talking as before. I opened the door a 
little. The candles were both out, which was not usual. I had a 
bedroom candle, and I let the light in, a little bit, looking softly 
round. I saw him sitting in that chair beside the dressing-table 
with his clothes on again. He turned round and looked at me. 1 
thought it strange he should get up and dress, and put out the 
candles to sit in the dark, that way. But I only asked him again 
if I could do anything for him. He said, ‘No,’ rather sharp, I 
thought. I asked if I might light the candles, and he said, ‘Do as 
you like, Jones.’ So I lighted them, and I lingered about the 
room, and he said, ‘Tell me the truth, Jones; why did you come 
again— you did not hear anyone cursing?’ ‘No, sir,’ I said, won- 
dering what he could mean. 

“ ‘No,’ said he, after me, ‘of course, no,’ and I said to him, 
‘Wouldn’t it be well, sir, you went to bed? It’s just five o’clock,’ 
and he said nothing but, ‘Very likely; good night, Jones.’ So I 
went, sir, but in less than an hour I came again. The door was 
fast, and he heard me, and called as I thought from the bed to 
know what I wanted, and he desired me not to disturb him again. 
I lay down and slept for a little. It must have been between six 
and seven when I went up again. The door was still fast, and he 
made no answer, so I did not like to disturb him, and thinking 
he was asleep, I left him till nine. It was his custom to ring when 
he wished me to come, and I had no particular hour for calling 
him. I tapped very gently, and getting no answer, I stayed away 
a good while, supposing he was getting some rest then. It was 
not till eleven o’clock I grew really uncomfortable about h’im-^ 
for at the latest he was never, that I could remember, later than 
half-past ten. I got no answer. I knocked and called, and still no 
answer. So not being able to force the door, I called Thomas 
from the stables, and together we forced it, and found him in the 
shocking way you saw.” 

Jones had no more to tell. Poor Mr. Jennings was very gentle, 
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and very kind. All his people were fond of him. I could see that 
the servant was very much moved. 

So, dejected and agitated, I passed from that terrible house, 
and its dark canopy of elms, and I hope I shall never see it more. 
While I write to you I feel like a man who has but half waked 
from a frightful and monotonous dream. My memory rejects the 
picture with incredulity and horror. Yet I know it is true. It is the 
story of the process of a poison, a poison which excites the re- 
ciprocal action of spirit and nerve, and paralyzes the tissue that 
separates those cognate functions of the senses, the external and 
the interior. Thus we find strange bedfellows, and the mortal 
and immortal prematurely make acquaintance. 

CONCLUSION 

A WORD TO THOSE WHO SUFFER 

My dear Van L , you have suffered from an affection similar 

to that which I have just described. You twice complained of a 
return of it. 

Who, under God, cured you? Your humble servant, Martin 
Hesselius. Let me rather adopt the more emphasized piety of a 
certain good old French surgeon of three hundred years ago: “I 
treated, and God cured you.” 

Come, my friend, you are not to be hippish. Let me tell you 
a fact. 

I have met with, and treated, as my book shows, fifty-seven 
cases of this kind of vision, which I term indifferently "sub- 
limated,” “precocious,” and “interior.” 

There is another class of affections which are truly termed— 
though commonly confounded with those which I describe— 
spectral illusions. These latter I look upon as being no less simply 
curable than a cold m the head or a trifling dyspepsia. 

It is those which rank in the first category that test our prompti- 
tude of thought. Fifty-seven such cases have I encountered, 
neither more nor less. And in how many of these have I failed? 
In no one single instance. 

There is no one affliction of mortality more easily and certainly 
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reducible, with a little patience, and a rational confidence in the 
physician. With these simple conditions, I look upon the cure 
as absolutely certain. 

You are to remember that I had not even commenced to treat 
Mr. Jennings’ case. I have not any doubt that I should have cured 
him perfectly in eighteen months, or possibly it might have ex- 
tended to two years. Some cases are very rapidly curable, others 
extremely tedious. Every intelligent physician who will give 
thought and diligence to the task, will effect a cure. 

You know my tract on “The Cardinal Functions of the Brain.” 
I there, by the evidence of innumerable facts, prove, as I think, 
the high probability of a circulation arterial and venous m its 
mechanism, through the nerves. Of this system, thus considered, 
the brain is the heart. The fluid, which is propagated hence 
through one class of nerves, returns in an altered state through 
another, and the nature of that fluid is spiritual, though not im- 
material, any more than, as I before remarked, light or electricity 
are so. 

By various abuses, among which the habitual use of su<h 
agents as green tea is one, this fluid may be affected as to its 
quality, but it is more frequently disturbed as to equilibrium. 
This fluid being that which we have in common with spirits, a 
congestion found upon the masses of brain or nerve, connected 
with the interior sense, forms a surface unduly exposed, on which 
disembodied spirits may operate: communication is thus more or 
less effectually established. Between this brain circulation and 
the heart circulation there is an intimate sympathy. The seat, or 
rather the instrument of exterior vision, is the eye. The seat of 
interior visions is the nervous tissue and brain, immediately 
about and above the eyebrow. You remember how effectually I 
dissipated your pictures by the simple application of iced eau- 
de-Cologne. Few cases, however, can be treated exactly alike with 
anything like rapid success. Cold acts powerfully as a repellent 
of the nervous fluid. Long enough continued it will even produce 
that permanent insensibility which we call numbness, and a little 
longer, muscular as well as sensational paralysis. 

I have not, I repeat, the slightest doubt that I should have first 
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dimmed and ultimately sealed that inner eye which Mr. Jen- 
nings had inadvertently opened. The same senses are opened in 
delirium tremens, and entirely shut up again when the over- 
action of the cerebral heart, and the prodigious nervous conges- 
tions that attend it, are terminated by a decided change in the 
state of the body. It is by acting steadily upon the body, by a 
simple process, that this result is produced— and inevitably pro- 
duced— I have never yet failed. 

Poor Mr. Jennings made away with himself. But that catas- 
trophe was the result of a totally different malady, which, as it 
were, projected itself upon that disease which was established. 
His case was in the distinctive manner a complication, and the 
complaint under which he really succumbed, was hereditary 
suicidal mania. Poor Mr. Jennings I cannot call a patient of mine, 
for I had not even begun to treat his case, and he had not yet 
given me, I am convinced, his full and unreserved confidence. If 
the patient do not array himself on the side of the disease, his 
cure is certain. 
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it is, I confess, with considerable diffidence that I approach 
the strange narrative which I am about to relate. The events 
which I purpose detailing are of so extraordinary a character 
that I am quite prepared to meet with an unusual amount of in- 
credulity and scorn. I accept all such beforehand. I have, I trust, 
the literary courage to face unbelief. I have, after mature con- 
sideration, resolved to narrate, in as simple and straightforward 
a manner as I can compass, some facts that passed under my ob- 
servation, in the month of July last, and which, in the annals of 
the mysteries of physical science, are wholly unparalleled. 

I live at No. — Twenty-sixth Street, in New York. The house 
is in some respects a curious one. It has enjoyed for the last two 
years the reputation of being haunted. It is a large and stately 
residence, surrounded by what was once a garden, but which is 
now only a green enclosure used for bleaching clothes. The dry 
basin of what has been a fountain, and a few fruit trees ragged 
and unpruned, indicate that this spot in past days was a pleasant, 
shady retreat, filled with fruits and flowers and the sweet murmur 
of waters. 

The house is very spacious. A hall of noble size leads to a large 
spiral staircase winding through its centre, while the various 
apartments are of imposing dimensions. It was built some fifteen 
or twenty years since by Mr. A — , the well-known New York 
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merchant, who five years ago threw the commercial world into 

convulsions by a stupendous bank fraud. Mr. A , as everyone 

knows, escaped to Europe, and died not long after, of a broken 
heart. Almost immediately after the news of his decease reached 
this country and was verified, the report spread in Twenty-sixth 
Street that No. — was haunted. Legal measures had dispossessed 
the widow of its former owner, and it was inhabited merely by a 
caretaker and his wife, placed there by the house agent into 
whose hands it had passed for purposes of renting or sale. These 
people declared that they were troubled with unnatural noises. 
Doors were opened without any visible agency. The remnants 
of furniture scattered through the various rooms were, during the 
night, piled one upon the other by unknown hands Invisible 
feet passed up and down the stairs in broad daylight, accompanied 
by the rustle of unseen silk dresses, and the gliding of viewless 
hands along the massive balusters. The caretaker and his wife 
declared they would live there no longer. The house agent 
laughed, dismissed them, and put others in their place. The noises 
and supernatural manifestations continued. The neighborhood 
caught up the story, and the house remained untenanted for three 
years. Several persons negotiated for it; but, somehow, always 
before the bargain was closed they heard the unpleasant rumors 
and declined to treat any further. 

It was in this state of things that my landlady, who at that time 
kept a boarding-house in Bleecker Street, and who wished to 
move further up town, conceived the bold idea of renting No. — 
Twenty-sixth Street. Happening to have in her house rather a 
plucky and philosophical set of boarders, she laid her scheme 
before us, stating candidly everything she had heard respecting 
the ghostly qualities of the establishment to which she wished to 
remove us. With the exception of two timid persons— a sea- 
captain and a returned Californian, who immediately gave notice 
that they would leave— all of Mrs. Moffat’s guests declared that 
they would accompany her in her chivalric incursion into the 
abode of spirits. 

Our removal was effected in the month of May, and we were 
charmed with our new residence. The portion of Twenty-sixth 
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Street where our house is situated, between Seventh and Eighth 
Avenues, is one of the pleasantest localities in New York. The 
gardens back of the houses, running down nearly t ^ the Hudson, 
form, in the summer time, a perfect avenue of verdure. The air 
is pure and invigorating, sweeping, as it does, straight across the 
river from the Weehawken heights, and even the ragged garden 
which surrounded the house, although displaying on wash- 
ing days rather too much clothesline, still gave us a piece of 
greensward to look at, and u cool retreat in the summer evenings, 
where we smoked our cigars in the dusk, and watched the fire- 
dies flashing their dark lanterns in the long grass. 

Of course we had no sooner established ourselves at No. — 
than we began to expect the ghosts. We absolutely awaited their 
advent with eagerness. Our dinner conversation was super- 
natural. One of the boarders, who had purchased Mrs. Crowe’s 
“Night Side of Nature” for his own private delectation, was re- 
garded as a public enemy by the entire household for not having 
bought twenty copies. The man led a life of supreme wretched- 
ness while he was reading this volume. A system of espionage 
was established, of which he was the victim. If he incautiously 
laid the book down for an instant and left the room, it was im- 
mediately seized and read aloud m secret places to a select few. 
I found myself a person of immense importance, it having leaked 
out that I was tolerably well versed in the history of super- 
naturalism, and had once written a story the foundation of 
which was a ghost. If a table or ^ wainscot panel happened to warp 
when we were assembled in the large drawing-room, there was 
an instant silence, and every one was prepared for an immediate 
clanking of chains and a spectral form. 

After .* month of psychological excitement, it was with the ut- 
most dissatisfaction that we were forced ' acknowledge that 
nothing in the remotest degree approaching the supernatural had 
manifested itself. Once the black butler asseverated that his 
candle had been blown out by some invisible agency while he 
was undressing himself for the night; but as I had more than once 
discovered this colored gentleman in a condition when one candle 
must have appeared to him like two, I thought it possible that, by 
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going a step further in his potations, he might have reversed this 
phenomenon, and seen no candle at all where he ought to have 
beheld one. 

Things were in this state when an incident took place so awful 
and inexplicable in its character that my reason fairly reels at the 
bare memory of the occurrence. T t was the tenth of July. After 
dinner was over I repaired, with my friend Dr. Hammond, to the 
garden to smoke my evening pipe. Independent of certain men- 
tal sympathies which existed betweci the Doctor and myself, we 
were linked together by a vice. We both smoked opium. We knew 
each other’s secret, and respected it. We enjoyed together that 
wonderful expansion of thought, that marvellous intensifying of 
the perceptive faculties, that boundless feeling of existence when 
we seem to have points of contact with the whole universe— in 
short, that unimaginable spiritual bliss, which I would not sur- 
render for a throne, and which I hope you, reader, will never- 
never taste. 

Those hours of opium happiness which the Doctor and I spent 
together in secret were regulaud with a scientific accuracy. We 
did not blindly smoke the drug of paradise, and leave our dreams 
to chance. While smoking, we carefully steered our conversation 
through the brightest and calmest channels of thought. We talked 
of the East, and endeavored to recall the magical panorama of its 
glowing scenery. We criticised the most sensuous poets— those 
who painted life ruddy with health, brimming with passion, 
happy in the possession of youth and strength and beauty. If we 
talked of Shakespeare’s “Tempest,” we lingered over Ariel, and 
avoided Caliban. Like the Guebers, we turned our faces to the 
east, and saw only the sunny side of the world. 

This skilful coloring of our train of thought produced in our 
subsequent visions a corresponding tone. The splendors of 
Arabian fairyland dyed our dreams. We paced that narrow strip 
of grass with the tread and port of kings. The song of the rana 
arborea, while he clung to the bark of the ragged plum tree, 
sounded like the strains of divine musicians. Houses, walls, and 
streets melted like rain clouds, and vistas of unimaginable glory 
stretched away before us. It was a rapturous companionship. We 
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enjoyed the vast delight more perfectly because, even in our most 
ecstatic moments, we were conscious of each other’s presence. Our 
pleasures, while individual, were still twin, vibrating and moving 
in musical accord. 

On the evening in question, the tenth of July, the Doctor and 
myself drifted into an unusually metaphysical mood. We lit our 
large meerschaums, filled with fine Turkish tobacco, in the core 
of which burned a little black nut of opium, that, like the nut in 
the fairy tale, held within its narrow limits wonders beyond thi 
reach of kings; we paced to and fro, conversing. A strange per- 
versity dominated the currents of our thought. They would not 
lew through the sun-lit channels into which we strove to divert 
them. For some unaccountable reason, they constantly diverged 
into dark and lonesome beds, where a continual gloom brooded. 
It was in vain that, after our old fashion, we flung ourselves on the 
shores of the East, and talked of its gay bazaars, of the splendors 
of the time of Haroun, of harems and golden palaces. Black afreets 
continually arose from the depths of our talk, and expanded, like 
the one the fisherman released from the copper vessel, until they 
blotted everything bright from our vision. Insensibly, we yielded 
to the occult force that swayed us, and indulged in gloomy specu- 
lation. We had talked some time upon the proneness of the 
human mind to mysticism, and the almost universal love of the 
terrible, when Hammond suddenly said to me, “What do you 
consider to be the greatest element of terror?’’ 

The question puzzled me. That many things were terrible, I 
knew. Stumbling over a corpse in the dark; beholding, as I once 
did, a woman floating down a deep and rapid river, with wildly 
lifted arms, and awful, upturned face, uttering, as she drifted, 
shrieks that rent one's heart, while we, the spectators, stood frozen 
at a window which overhung the river at a height of sixty feet, 
unable to make the slightest effort to save her, but dumbly watch- 
ing her last supreme agony and her disappearance. A shattered 
wreck, with no life visible, encountered floating listlessly on the 
ocean, is a terrible object, for it suggests a huge terror, the pro- 
portions of which are veiled. But it now struck me, for the first 
time, that there must be one great and ruling embodiment of 
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(ear— a King of Terrors, to which all others must succumb. What 
might it be? To what train of circumstances would it owe its 
existence? 

“I confess, Hammond,” I replied to my friend, “I never con- 
sidered the subject before. That there must be one Something 
more terrible than any other thing, I feel. I cannot attempt, how- 
ever, even the most vague definition.” 

“I am somewhat like you, Harry,” he answered. “I feel my 
capacity to experience a terror greater than anything yet con- 
ceived by the human mind— something combining in fearful and 
unnatural amalgamation hitherto supposed incompatible ele- 
ments. The calling of the voices in Brockden Brown’s novel of 
Wieland’ is awful; so is the picture of the Dweller of the Thresh- 
old, in Bulwer’s ‘Zanoni’; but,” he added, shaking his head 
gloomily, “there is something more horrible still than these.” 

“Look here, Hammond,” I rejoined, “let us drop this kind of 
talk, for heaven’s sake! We shall suffer for it, depend on it.” 

"I don’t know what’s the matter with me to-night,” he replied, 
“but my brain is running upon all sorts of weird and awful 
thoughts. I feel ac if I could write a scory like Hoffman, to-night, 
if I were only master of a literary style.” 

“Well, it we are going to be Hoffmanesque in our talk. I’m off 
to bed. Opium and nightmares should never be brought together. 
How sultry it is! Good-night, Hammond.” 

“Good-night, Harry. Pleasant dreams to you.” 

“To you, gloomy wretch, afreets, ghouls, and enchanters.” 

We parted, and each sought his respective chamber. I undressed 
quickly and got into bed, taking with me, according to my usual 
custom, a book, over which I generally read myself to sleep. I 
opened the volume as soon as I had laid my head upon the pil- 
low, and instantly flung it to the other side of the room. It was 
Goudon’s “History of Monsters,” a curious French work, which 
1 had lately imported from Paris, but which, in the state of mind I 
had then reached, was anything but an agreeable companion. 
I resolved to go to sleep at once; so, turning down my gas until 
nothing but a little blue point of light glimmered on the top of 
the tube, I composed myself to rest. 
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The room was in total darkness. The atom of gas that still re* 
mained alight did not illuminate a distance of three inches round 
the burner. I desperately drew my arm across my eyes, as if to 
shut out even the darkness, and tried to think of nothing. It was 
in vain. The confounded themes touched on by Hammond in the 
garden kept obtruding themselves on my brain. I battled against 
them. I erected ramparts of would-be blankness of intellect to 
keep them out. They still crowded upon me. While I was lying 
still as a corpse, hoping that by a perfect physical inaction I should 
hasten mental repose, an awful incident occurred. A Something 
dropped, as it seemed, from the ceiling, plumb upon my chest, and 
the next instant I felt two bony hands encircling my throat, en- 
deavoring to choke me. 

I am no coward, and am possessed of considerable physical 
strength. The suddenness of the attack, instead of stunning me, 
strung every nerve to its highest tension. My body acted from in- 
stinct, before my brain had time to realize the terrors of my 
position. In an instant I wound two muscular arms around the 
creature, and squeezed it, with all the strength of despair, against 
my chest. In a few seconds the bony hands that had fastened on my 
throat loosened their hold, and I was free to breathe once more. 
Then commenced a struggle of awful intensity. Immersed in the 
most profound darkness, totally ignorant of the nature of the 
Thing by which I was so suddenly attacked, finding my grasp slip- 
ping every moment, by reason, it seemed to me, of the entire 
nakedness of my assailant, bitten with sharp teeth in the shoulder, 
neck, and chest, having every moment to protect my throat 
against a pair of sinewy, agile hands, which my utmost efforts 
could not confine— these were a combination of circumstances to 
combat which required all the strength, skill, and courage that I 
possessed. 

At last, after a silent, deadly, exhausting struggle, I got my 
assailant under by a series of incredible efforts of strength. Once 
pinned, with my knee on what I made out to be its chest, I knew 
that I was victor. I rested for a moment to breathe. I heard the 
creature beneath me panting in the darkness, and felt the violent 
throbbing of a heart. It was apparently as exhausted as I was; that 
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was one comfort. At this moment I remembered that I usually 
placed under my pillow, before going to bed, a large yellow silk, 
pocket handkerchief. I felt for it instantly; it was there. In a few 
seconds more I had, after a fashion, pinioned the creature’s arms. 

I now felt tolerably secure. There was nothing more to be done 
but to turn on the gas, and, having first seen what my midnight 
assailant was like, arouse the household I will confess to being 
actuated by a certain pride in not giving the alarm before; I 
wished to make the capture alone and unaided. 

Never losing my hold for an instant, I slipped from the bed to 
the floor, dragging my captive with me. I had but a few steps to 
make to reach the gas burner; these I made with the greatest 
caution, holding the creature in a grip like a vise. At last I got 
within arm’s length of the tiny speck of blue light which told me 
where the gas burner lay. Quick as lightning I released my grasp 
with one hand and let on the full flood of light. Then I turned to 
look at my captive. 

I cannot even attempt to give any definition of my sensations 
the instant after I turned on the gas. I suppose I must have 
shrieked with terror, for in less than a minute afterward my room 
was crowded with the inmates of the house. I shudder now as I 
think of that awful moment. I saw nothing! Yes, I had one arm 
firmly clasped round a breathing, panting, corporeal shape, my 
other hand gripped with all its strength a throat as warm, and 
apparently fleshly, as my own; and yet, with this living sub- 
stance in my grasp, with its body pressed against my own, and all 
in the bright glare of a large jet of gas, I absolutely beheld noth- 
ing! Not even an outline— a vapor! 

I do not, even at this hour, realize the situation in which I found 
myself. I cannot recall the astounding incident thoroughly. Imag- 
ination in vain tries to compass the awful paradox. 

It breathed. I felt its warm breath upon my cheek. It struggled 
fiercely. It had hands. They clutched me. Its skin was smooth, 
like my own. There it lay, pressed close up against me, solid as 
stone— and yet utterly invisible! 

I wonder that I did not faint or go mad on the instant. Some 
wonderful instinct must have sustained me; for, absolutely, in 
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place of loosening my hold on the terrible Enigma, I seemed to 
gain an additional strength in my moment of horror, and tight- 
ened my grasp with such wonderful force that I felt the creature 
shivering with agony. 

Just then Hammond entered my room at the head of the house- 
hold. As soon as he beheld my face— which, I suppose, must have 
been an awful sight to look at— he hastened forward, crying, 
“Great heaven, Harry! what has happened?” 

“Hammond! Hammond!” I cried, “come here. O, this is awful! 
I have been attacked in bed by something or other, which I have 
hold of; but I can’t see it— I can’t see it!” 

Hammond, doubtless struck by the unfeigned horror expressed 
in my countenance, made one or two steps forward with an 
anxious yet puzzled expression. A very audible titter burst from 
the remainder of my visitors. This suppressed laughter made me 
furious. To laugh at a human being in my position! It was the 
worst species of cruelty. Now, I can understand why the appear- 
ance of a man struggling violently, as it would seem, with an airy 
nothing, and calling for assistance against a vision, should have 
appeared ludicrous. Then, so great was my rage against the mock- 
ing crowd that had I the power I would have stricken them dead 
where they stood. 

“Hammond! Hammond t” I cried again, despairingly, “for 
God’s sake come to me. I can hold the— the Thing but a short 
while longer. It is overpowering me Help mel Help me!” 

“Harry,” whispered Hammond, approaching me, “you have 
been smoking too much opium.” 

“I swear to you, Hammond, that this is no vision,” I answered, 
in the same low tone. “Don’t you see how it shakes my whole 
frame with its struggles? If you don’t believe me, convince your- 
self. Feel it— touch it.” 

Hammond advanced and laid his hand in the spot I indicated. 
A wild cry of horror burst from him. He had felt it! 

In a moment he had discovered somewhere in my room a long 
piece of cord, and was the next instant winding it and knotting it 
about the body of the unseen being that I clasped in my arms. 

“Harry,” he said, in a hoarse, agitated voice, for, though he 
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preserved his presence of mind, he was deeply moved, “Harry, it’s 
all safe now. You may let go, old fellow, if you’re tired. The Thing 
can’t move.” 

I was utterly exhausted, and I gladly loosed my hold. 

Hammond stood holding the ends of the cord that bound the 
Invisible, twisted round his hand, while before him, self-support- 
ing as it were, he beheld a rope laced and interlaced, and stretch- 
ing tightly around a vacant space. I never saw a man look so 
thoroughly stricken with awe. Nevertheless his face expressed all 
the courage and determination which I knew him to possess. His 
lips, although white, were set firmly, and one could perceive at a 
glance that, although stricken with fear, lie was not daunted. 

The confusion that ensued among the guests of the house who 
were witnesses of this extraordinary scene between Hammond 
and myself— who beheld the pantomime of binding this strug- 
gling Something— who beheld me almost sinking from physical 
exhaustion when my task of jailer was over— the confusion and 
terror that took possession of the bystanders, when they saw all 
this, was beyond description. The weaker ones fled from the apart- 
ment. The few who remained clustered near the door and could 
not be induced to approach Hammond and his Charge. Still in- 
credulity broke out through their terror. They had not the cour- 
age to satisfy themselves, and yet they doubted. It was in vain that 
I begged of some of the men to come near and convince themselves 
by touch of the existence in that room of a living being which was 
invisible. They were incredulous, but did not dare to undeceive 
themselves. How could a solid, living, breathing body be invis- 
ible, they asked. My reply was this. I gave a sign to Hammond, 
and both of us— conquering our fearful repugnance to touch the 
invisible creature— lifted it from the ground, manacled as it was, 
and took it to my bed. Its weight was about that of a boy of four- 
teen. 

“Now, my friends,” I said, as Hammond and myself held the 
creature suspended over the bed, “I can give you self-evident 
proof that here is a solid, ponderable body, which, nevertheless, 
you cannot see. Be good enough to watch the surface of the bed 
attentively.” 
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I was astonished at my own courage in treating this strange 
event so calmly; but I had recovered from my first terror, and felt 
a sort of scientific pride m the affair, which dominated every other 
feeling. 

The eyes of the bystanders were immediately fixed on my bed. 
At a given signal Hammond and I let the creature fall. There was 
the dull sound of a heavy body alighting on a soft mass. The tim- 
bers of the bed creaked. A deep impression marked itself dis- 
tinctly on the pillow, and on the bed itself. The crowd who wit- 
nessed this gave a low cry, and rushed from the room. Hammond 
and I were left alone with our Mystery. 

We remained silent for some time, listening to the low, irregu- 
lar breathing of the creature on the bed, and watching the rustle 
of the bedclothes as it impotently struggled to free itself from 
confinement. Then Hammond spoke. 

“Harry, this is awful.” 

“Ay, awful.” 

“But not unaccountable.” 

“Not unaccountable! What do vou mean? Such a thing has 
never occurred since the birth of the world. I know not what to 
think, Hammond. God grant that I am not mad, and that this is 
not an insane fantasy!” 

“Let us reason a little, Harry. Here is a solid body which we 
touch, but which we cannot see. The fact is so unusual that it 
strikes us with terror. Is there no parallel, though, for such a 
phenomenon? Take a piece of pure glass. It is tangible and trans- 
parent. A certain chemical coarseness is all that prevents its being 
so entirely transparent as to be totally invisible. It is not theoretic 
cally impossible , mind you, to make a glass which shall not reflect 
a single ray of light— a glass so pure and homogeneous in its 
atoms that the rays from the sun will pass through it as they do 
through the air, refracted but not reflected. We do not see the air, 
and yet we feel it.” 

“That’s all very well, Hammond, but these are inanimate sub- 
stances. Glass does not breathe, air does not breathe. This thing 
has a heart that palpitates— a will that moves it— lungs that play, 
and inspire and respire.” 
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“You forget the phenomena of which we have so often heard 
of late,” answered the Doctor, gravely. “At the meetings called 
‘spirit circles,’ invisible hands have been thrust into the hands of 
those persons round the table— warm, fleshly hands that seemed 
to pulsate with mortal life.” 

“What? Do you think, then, that this thing is—” 

“I don’t know what it is,” was the solemn reply; “but please 
the gods I will, with your assistance, thoroughly investigate it.” 

We watched together, smoking many pipes, all night long, by 
the bedside of the unearthly being that tossed and panted until it 
was apparently wearied out. Then we learned by the low, regular 
breathing that it slept. 

The next morning the house was all astir. The boarders con- 
gregated on the landing outside my room, and Hammond and my- 
self were lions. We had to answer a thousand questions as to the 
state of our extraordinary prisoner, for as yet not one person in 
the house except ourselves could be induced to set foot in the 
apartment. 

The creature was awake. This was evidenced by the convul- 
sive manner in which the bedclothes were moved in its efforts to 
escape. There was something truly terrible in beholding, as it 
were, those second-hand indications of the terrible writhings and 
agonized struggles for liberty which themselves were invisible. 

Hammond and myself had racked our brains during the long 
night to discover some means by which we might realize the shape 
and general appearance of the Enigma. As well as we could make 
out by passing our hands over the creature’s form, its outlines and 
lineaments were human. There was a mouth; a round, smooth 
head without hair; a nose, which, however, was little elevated 
above the cheeks; and its hands and feet felt like those of a boy. 
At first we thought of placing the being on a smooth surface and 
tracing its outline with chalk, as shoemakers trace the outline of 
the foot. This plan was given up as being of no value. Such an 
outline would give not the slightest idea of its conformation. 

kVrappj VaVe a cast oi it in piaster 

of Paris. This would give us the solid figure, and satisfy all our 
wishes. But how to do it? The movements of the creature would 
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disturb the setting of the plastic covering, and distort the mould. 
Another thought. Why not give it chloroform? It had respiratory 
organs— that was evident by its breathing. Once reduced to a 
state of insensibility, we could do with it what we would. Doctor 

X was sent for; and after the worthy physician had recovered 

from the first shock of amazement, he proceeded to administer 
the chloroform. In three minutes afterward we were enabled to 
remove the fetters from the creature’s body, and a modeller was 
busily engaged in covering the invisible form with the moist clay. 
In five minutes more we had a mould, and before evening a 
rough facsimile of the Mystery. It was shaped like a man— dis- 
torted, uncouth, and horrible, but still a man. It was small, not 
over four feet and some inches in height, and its limbs revealed 
a muscular development that was unparalleled Its face surpassed 
in hideousness anything I had ever seen. Gustave Dor£, or Callot. 
or Tony Johannot never conceived anything so horrible. There 
is a face in one of the latter’s illustrations to Un Voyage oil il 
vons plana, which somewhat approaches the countenance of this 
creature, but does not equal it. It was the physiognomy of what I 
should fancy a ghoul might be. It looked as if it was capable of 
feeding on human flesh. 

Having satisfied our curiosity, and bound everyone in the 
house to secrecy, it became a question what was to be done with 
our Enigma? It was impossible that we should keep such a horror 
in our house, it was equally impossible that such an awful being 
should be let loose upon the world. I confess that I would have 
gladly voted for the creature’s destruction. But who would shoul- 
der the responsibility? Who would undertake the execution of 
this horrible semblance of a human being? Day after day this 
question was deliberated gravely. The boarders all left the house. 
Mrs. Moffat was in despair, and threatened Hammond and myself 
with all sorts of legal penalties if we did not remove the Horror. 
Our answer was, “We will go if you like, but we decline taking this 
creature with us. Remove it yourself if you please. It appeared in 
your house On you the responsibility rests.” To this there was, of 
course, no answer. Mrs. Moffat could not obtain for love or money 
a person who would even approach the Mystery. 
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The most singular part of the affair was that we were entirely 
ignorant of what the creature habitually fed on. Everything in 
the way of nutriment that we could think of was placed before 
it, but was never touched. It was awful to stand by, day after day, 
and see the clothes toss, and hear the hard breathing, and know 
that it was starving. 

Ten, twelve days, a fortnight passed, and it still lived. The 
pulsations of the heart, however, were daily growing fainter, and 
had now nearly ceased. It was evident that the creature was dying 
for want of sustenance. While this terrible life struggle was going 
on, I felt miserable. I could not sleep. Horrible as the creature 
was, it was pitiful to think of the pangs it was suffering. 

At last it died. Hammond and I found it cold and stiff one 
morning in the bed. The heart had ceased to beat, the lungs to 
inspire. We hastened to bury it in the garden. It was a strange 
funeral, the dropping of that viewless corpse into the damp hole. 
The cast of its form I gave to Doctor X — , who keeps it in his mu- 
seum in Tenth Street. 

As I am on the eve of a long journey from which I may not 
return, I have drawn up this narrative of an event the most 
singular that has ever come to my knowledge. 
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1843-1916 

Sir Edmund Orme 


Henry James was the most illustrious of our literary expatriates . Preferring the 
regulated order of Europe to the helter-skelter of his native land, he spent most 
of hts life in England He retained his American citizenshtp, however, until July, 
1913, when he finally became a naturalized British subject, in protest against 
our failure to enter the war 

He was once called the novelist who wrote like a psychologist, in contrast to 
his brother William, “the psychologist who wrote like a novelist " His famous 
style is meticulously cautious and precise, employing long sentences teeming with 
qualifying and conditioning clauses It entrances many people, and drives others 
to distraction . It is the very antithesis of Hemtngway's clipped prose . But the 
influence of Henry James's expressive, even though self-conscious, style on other 
writers of importance, has been enormous Among the authors represented in 
this volume, Mrs . Wharton, Walter de la Mare and Conrad Aiken are particu- 
larly indebted to him , 

His indirect way of approaching a character or an action, striving to realize it 
by surrounding rather than tnvadtng it, is ideally suited to the indefinite and 
suggesttve presentation of a ghost story. 

As we have already stated, we deeply regret our inability to include his magnifi- 
cent novelette The Turn of the Screw, because of its length “Sir Edmund Orme,” 
much shorter and not as well known, is based on an original idea, superbly pre- 
sented in a manner unusually direct for this author . 


the statement appears to have been written, though the frag- 
ment is undated, long after the death of his wife, whom I take to 
have been one of the persons referred to. There is however noth- 
ing in the strange story to establish this point, now perhaps not 
of importance. When I took possession of his effects I found these 
pages, in a locked drawer, among papers relating to the unfor- 
tunate lady’s too brief career— she died in childbirth a year after 
her marriage: letters, memoranda, accounts, faded photographs, 
cards of invitation. That’s the only connexion I can point to, and 
you may easily, and will probably, think it too extravagant to 
have had a palpable basis. I can’t, I allow, vouch for his having 
intended it as a report of real occurrence— I can only vouch for 
his general veracity. In any case it was written for himself, not 
for others. I offer it to others— having full option— precisely be- 
cause of its oddity. Let them, in respect to the form of the thing, 
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bear in mind that it was written quite for himself. I’ve altered 
nothing but the names. 

If there’s a story in the matter I recognise the exact moment at 
which it began. This was on a soft still Sunday noon in Novem- 
ber, just after church, on the sunny Parade. Brighton was full of 
people; it was the height of the season and the day was even more 
respectable than lovely— which helped to account for the multi- 
tude of walkers. The blue sea itself was decorous; it seemed to 
doze with a gentle snore— if that be decorum— while nature 
preached a sermon. After writing letters all the morning I had 
come out to take a look at it before luncheon. I leaned over the 
rail dividing the King’s Road from the beach, and I think I had 
smoked a cigarette, when I became conscious of an intended joke 
in the shape of a light walking stick laid across my shoulders. 
The idea, I found, had been thrown off by Teddy Bostwick of the 
Rifles and was intended as a contribution to talk. Our talk came 
off as we strolled together— he always took your arm to show you 
he forgave your obtuseness about his humour— and looked at the 
people, and bowed to some of them, and wondered who others 
were, and differed in opinion as to the prettiness of girls. About 
Charlotte Marden we agreed, however, as we saw her come to- 
ward us with her mother; and there surely could have been no 
one who wouldn’t have concurred. The Brighton air used of old 
to make plain girls pretty and pretty girls prettier still— I don’t 
know whether it works the spell now. The place was at any rate 
rare for complexions, and Miss Marden’s was one that made peo- 
ple turn round. It made us stop, heaven knows— at least it was one 
of the things, for we already knew the ladies. 

We turned with them, we joined them, we went where they 
were going. They were only going to the end and back— they had 
just come out of church. It was another manifestation of Teddy’s 
humour that he got immediate possession of Charlotte, leaving 
me to walk with her mother. However, I wasn’t unhappy; the 
girl was before me and I had her to talk about. We prolonged 
our walk; Mrs. Marden kept me and presently said she was tired 
and must rest. We found a place on a sheltered bench— we gos- 
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siped as the people passed. It had already struck me, in this pair, 
that the resemblance between mother and daughter was wonder- 
ful even among such resemblances, all the more that it took so 
little account of a difference of nature. One often hears mature 
mothers spoken of as warnings— signposts, more or less discour- 
aging, of the way daughters may go. But there was nothing de- 
terrent in the idea that Charlotte should at fifty-five be as beau- 
tiful, even though it were conditioned on her being as pale and 
preoccupied, as Mrs. Marden. At twenty-two she had a rosy 
blankness and was admirably handsome. Her head had the charm- 
ing shape of her mother’s and her features the same fine order. 
Then there were looks and movements and tones— moments 
when you could scarce say if it were aspect or sound— which, be- 
tween the two appearances, referred and reminded. 

These ladies had a small fortune and a cheerful little house at 
Brighton, full of portraits and tokens and trophies— stuffed ani- 
mals on the top of bookcases and sallow varnished fish under 
glass— to which Mrs. Marden professed herself attached by pious 
memories. Her husband had been “ordered” there in ill health, 
to spend the last years of his life, and she had already mentioned 
to me that it was a place in which she felt herself still under the 
protection of his goodness. His goodness appeared to have been 
great, and she sometimes seemed to defend it from vague in- 
nuendo Some sense of protection, of an influence invoked and 
cherished, was evidently necessary to her; she had a dim wistful- 
ness, a longing for security. She wanted friends and had a good 
many. She was kind to me on our first meeting, and I never sus- 
pected her of the vulgar purpose of “making up” to me— a suspi- 
cion of course unduly frequent in conceited young men. It 
never struck me that she wanted me for her daughter, nor yet, 
like some unnatural mammas, for herself. It was as if they had 
had a common deep shy need and had been ready to say: “Oh be 
friendly to us and be trustfull Don’t be afraid— you won’t be ex- 
pected to marry us.” “Of course there’s something about mamma: 
that’s really what makes her such a dear!” Charlotte said to me, 
confidentially, at an early stage of our acquaintance. She wor- 
shipped her mother’s appearance. It was the only thing she was 
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vain of; she accepted the raised eyebrows as a charming ul- 
timate fact. ‘‘She looks as if she were waiting for the doctor, dear 
mamma,” she said on another occasion. “Perhaps you’re the doc- 
tor; do you think you are?” It appeared in the event that I had 
some healing power. At any rate when I learned, for she once 
dropped the remark, that Mrs. Marden also held there was some- 
thing “awfully strange” about Charlotte, the relation of the two 
ladies couldn’t but be interesting. It was happy enough, at bot- 
tom; each had the other so on her mind. 

On the Parade the stream of strollers held its course, and Char- 
lotte presently went by with Teddy Bostwick. She smiled and 
nodded and continued, but when she came back she stopped and 
spoke to us. Captain Bostwick positively declined to go in— he 
pronounced the occasion too jolly: might they therefore take 
another turn? Her mother dropped a “Do as you like,” and the 
girl gave me an impertinent smile over her shoulder as they 
quitted us. Teddy looked at me with his glass in one eye, but I 
didn’t mind that: it was only of Miss Marden I was thinking as I 
laughed to my companion. “She’s a bit of a coquette, you know." 

“Don’t say that— don’t say that!” Mrs. Marden murmured. 

“The nicest girls always are— just a little,” I was magnanimous 
enough to plead. 

"Then why are they always punished?” 

The intensity of the question startled me— it had come out in 
a vivid flash. Therefore I had to think a moment before I put to 
her: “What do you know of their punishment?” 

“Well— I was a bad girl myself.” 

“And were you punished?” 

“I carry it through life,” she said as she looked away from me. 
"Ah!” she suddenly panted in the next breath, rising to her feet 
and staring at her daughter, who had reappeared again with 
Captain Bostwick. She stood a few seconds, the queerest expres- 
sion in her face; then she sank on the seat again and I saw she had 
blushed crimson. Charlotte, who had noticed it all, came straight 
up to her and, taking her hand with quick tenderness, seated 
herself at her other side. The girl had turned pale— she gave her 
mother a fixed scared look. Mrs. Marden, who had had some shock 
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that escaped our detection, recovered herself; that is she sat quiet 
and inexpressive, gazing at the indifferent crowd, the sunny air, 
the slumbering sea. My eye happened to fall nevertheless on the 
interlocked hands of the two ladies, and I quickly guessed the 
grasp of the elder to be violent. Bostwick stood before them, 
wondering what was the matter and asking me from his little 
vacant disk if I knew; which led Charlotte to say to him after a 
moment and with a certain irritation: “Don’t stand there that 
way. Captain Bostwick. Go away —please go away.” 

I got up at this, hoping Mrs. Marden wasn’t ill; but she at 
once begged we wouldn’t leave them, that we would particularly 
stay and that we would presently come home to luncheon. She 
drew me down beside her and for a moment I felt her hand press 
my arm m a way that might have been an involuntary betrayal 
of distress and might have been a private signal. What she should 
have wished to point out to me I couldn’t divine: perhaps sh< 
had seen in the crowd somebody or something abnormal. She 
explained to us in a few minutes that she was all right, that she was 
only liable to palpitations: they came as quickly as they went. I* 
was time to move— a truth on which we acted. The incident was 
felt to be closed. Bostwick and I lunched with our sociable 
friends, and when I walked away with him he professed he had 
never seen creatures more completely to his taste. 

Mrs. Marden had made us promise to come back the next day 
to tea, and had exhorted us in general to come as often as we 
could. Yet the next day when, at five o’clock, I knocked at the 
door of the pretty house it was but to learn that the ladies had 
gone up to town. They had left a message for us with the butler: 
he was to say they had suddenly been called and much regretted 
it. They would be absent a few days. This was all I could extract 
from the dumb domestic. I went again three days later, but they 
were still away; and it was not till the end of a week that I got a 
note from Mrs. Marden. ‘‘We’re back,” she wrote: “do come and 
forgive us.” It was on this occasion, I remember— the occasion of 
my going just after getting the note— that she told me she had 
distinct intuitions. I don’t know how many people there were in 
England at that time in that predicament, but there were very 

[42i] 



Tales of the Supernatural 

few who would have mentioned it; so that the announcement 
struck me as original, especially as her point was that some of 
these uncanny promptings were connected with myself. There 
were other people present— idle Brighton folk, old women with 
frightened eyes and irrelevant interjections— and I had too few 
minutes’ talk with Charlotte; but the day after this I met them 
both at dinner and had the satisfaction of sitting next to Miss 
Harden. I recall this passage as the hour of its first fully coming 
over me that she was a beautiful liberal creature. I had seen her 
personality in glimpses and gleams, like a song sung in snatches, 
but now it was before me in a large rosy glow, as if it had been a 
full volume of sound. I heard the whole of the air, and it was 
sweet fresh music, which I was often to hum over. 

\ After dinner I had a few words with Mrs. Marden; it was at the 
time, late in the evening, when tea was handed about. A servant 
passed near us with a tray, I asked her if she would have a cup 
and, on her assenting, took one and offered it to her. She put out 
her hand for it and I gave it her, safely as I supposed; but as her 
fingers were about to secure it she started and faltered, so that 
both my frail vessel and its fine recipient dropped with a crash of 
porcelain and without, on the part of my companion, the usual 
woman’s motion to save her dress. I stooped to pick up the frag- 
ments and when I raised myself Mrs. Marden was looking across 
the room at her daughter, who returned it with lips of cheer but 
anxious eyes. “Dear mamma, what on earth is the matter with 
you?” the silent question seemed to say. Mrs. Marden coloured 
just as she had done after her strange movement on the Parade 
the other week, and I was therefore surprised when she said to 
me with unexpected assurance- “You should really have a steadier 
hand!" I had begun to stammer a defence of my hand when I 
noticed her eyes fixed on me with an intense appeal. It was am- 
biguous at first and only added to my confusion, then suddenly 
J understood as plainly as if she had murmured, “Make believe 
it was you— make believe it was you.” The servant came back to 
take the morsels of the cup and wipe up the spilt tea, and while I 
was in the midst of making believe Mrs. Marden abruptly brushed 
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away from me and from her daughter’s attention and went into 
another room. She gave no heed to the state of her dress. 

I saw nothing more of either that evening, but the next morn- 
ing, in the King’s Road, I met the younger lady with a roll of 
music in her muff. She told me she had been a little way alone, 
to practise duets with a friend, and I asked her if she would go a 
little way further m company. She gave me leave to attend her 
to her door, and as we stood before it I enquired if I might go 
in. "No, not to-day— I don’t want you,” she said very straight, 
though not unamiably; while the words caused me to direct a wist- 
ful disconcerted gaze at one of the windows of the house. It fell 
on the white face of Mrs. Marden, turned out at us from the 
drawing-room. She stood long enough to show it was she and not 
the apparition I had come neai taking it for, and then she van- 
ished before her daughter had observed her. The girl, during 
our walk, had said nothing about her. As I had been told they 
didn’t want me I left them alone a little, after which certain 
hazards kept us still longer apart. I finally went up to London, and 
while there received a pressing invitation to come immediately 
down to Tran ton, a pretty old place in Sussex belonging to a 
couple whose acquaintance I had lately made. 

I went to Tranton from town, and on arriving found the Mar- 
dens, with a dozen other people, in the house. The first thing 
Mrs. Marden said was, “Will you forgive me?” and when I asked 
what I had to forgive she answered, "My throwing my tea over 
you.” I replied that it had gone over herself; whereupon she said, 
“At any rate I was very rude— but some time I think you’ll under- 
stand, and then you’ll make allowances for me.” The first day I 
was there she dropped two or three of these references— she had 
already indulged in more than one— to the mystic initiation in 
store for me; so that I began, as the phrase is, to chaff her about 
it, to say I’d rather it were less wonderful and take it out at once. 
She answered that when it should come to me I’d have indeed to 
take it out— there would be little enough option. That it would 
come was privately clear to her, a deep presentiment, which was 
the only reason she had ever mentioned the matter. Didn’t I re- 
member she had spoken to me of intuitions? From the first of het 
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seeing me she had been sure there were things I shouldn’t escape 
knowing. Meanwhile there was nothing to do but wait and keep 
cool, not to be precipitate. She particularly wished not to be- 
come extravagantly nervous. And I was above all not to be nervous 
myself— one got used to everything. I returned that though I 
couldn’t make out what she was talking of I was terribly fright- 
ened; the absence of a clue gave such a range to one’s imagina- 
tion. I exaggerated on purpose; for if Mrs. Marden was mystifying 
I can scarcely say she was alarming. I couldn’t imagine what she 
meant, but I wondered more than I shuddered. I might have said 
to myself that she was a little wrong in the upper storey, but that 
never occurred to me. She struck me as hopelessly right. 

There were other girls in the house, but Charlotte the most 
charming; which was so generally allowed that she almost inter- 
fered with the slaughter of ground game. There were two or 
three men, and I was of the number, who actually preferred her to 
the society of the beaters. In short she was recognised as a form of 
sport superior and exquisite. She was kind to all of us— she made 
us go out late and come in early. I don’t know whether she flirted, 
but several other members of the party thought they did. Indeed 
as regards himself Teddy Bostwick, who had come over from 
Brighton, was visibly sure. 

The third of these days was a Sunday, which determined a 
pretty walk to morning service over the fields. It was grey windless 
weather, and the bell of the little old church that nestled in the 
hollow of the Sussex down sounded near and domestic. We were 
a straggling procession in the mild damp air— which, as always at 
that season, gave one the feeling that after the trees were bare 
there was more of it, a larger sky— and I managed to fall a good 
way behind with Miss Marden. I remember entertaining, as we 
moved together over the turf, a strong impulse to say something 
intensely personal, something violent and important, important 
for me — such as that I had never seen her so lovely or that that 
particular moment was the sweetest of my life. But always, in 
youth, such words have been on the lips many times before they’re 
spoken to any effect; and I had the sense, not that I didn’t know 
her well enough— I cared little for that— but that she didn’t suffi* 
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ciently know me. In the church, a museum of old Tranton tombs 
and brasses, the big Tranton pew was full. Several of us were 
scattered, and I found a seat for Miss Marden, and another for 
myself beside it, at a distance from her mother and from most of 
our friends. There were two or three decent rustics on the bench, 
who moved in further to make room for us, and I took my place 
first, to cut off my companion from our neighbours. After she 
was seated there was still a space left, which remained empty till 
service was about half over. 

This at least was the moment of my noting that another person 
had entered and had taken the seat. When I remarked him he 
had apparently been for some minutes m the pew— had settled 
himself and put down his hat beside him and, with his hands 
crossed on the knob of his cane, was gazing before him at the altar. 
He was a pale young man in black and with the air of a gentleman. 
His presence slightly startled me, for Miss Marden hadn’t at- 
tracted my attention to it by moving to make room for him. After 
a few minutes, observing that he had no prayer book, I reached 
across my neighbour and placed mine before him, on the ledge of 
the pew; a manoeuvre the motive of which was not unconnected 
with the possibility that, in my own destitution. Miss Marden 
would give me one side of her velvet volume to hold. The pretext 
however was destined to fail, for at the moment I offered him 
the book the intruder— whose intrusion I had so condoned— 
lose from his place without thanking me, stepped noiselessly out 
of the pew, which had no door, and, so discreetly as to attract no 
attention, passed down the centre of the church. A few minutes 
had sufficed for his devotions. His behaviour was unbecoming, 
his early departure even more than his late arrival; but he man- 
aged so quietly that we were not incommoded, and I found, on 
turning a little to look after him, that nobody was disturbed by 
his withdrawal. I only noticed, and with surprise, that Mrs. 
Marden had been so affected by it as to rise, all involuntarily, m 
her place. She stared at him as he passed, but he passed very 
quickly, and she as quickly dropped down again, though not too 
soon to catch my eye across the church. Five minutes later I asked 
her daughter, in a low voice, if she would kindly pass me back 
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my prayer book— I had waited to see if she would spontaneously 
perform the act. The girl restored this aid to devotion, but had 
been so far from troubling herself about it that she could say to 
me as she did so: "Why on earth did you put it there?” I was on 
the point of answering her when she dropped on her knees, and 
at this I held my tongue. I had only been going to say: “To be 
decently civil.” 

After the benediction, as we were leaving our places, I was 
slightly surprised again to see that Mrs. Marden, instead of going 
out with her companions, had come up the aisle to join us, having 
apparently something to say to her daughter. She said it, but in an 
instant I saw it had been a pretext— her real business was with me. 
She pushed Charlotte forward and suddenly breathed to me: 
“Did you see him?” 

“The gentleman who sat down here? How could I help seeing 
him?” 

“Hushl” she said with the mtensest excitement; “don’t speak 
to her— don’t tell herl” She slipped her hand into my arm, to 
keep me near her, to keep me, it seemed, away from her daughter. 
The precaution was unnecessary, for Teddy Bostwick had already 
taken possession of Miss Marden, and as they passed out of church 
in front of me I saw one of the other men close up on her other 
hand. It appeared to be felt that I had had my turn. Mrs Marden 
released me as soon as we got out, but not before I saw she had 
needed my support. “Don’t speak to anyone— don’t tell anyone!” 
.•.lie went on. 

“I don’t understand. Tell anyone what?” 

“Why that you saw him.” 

"Surely they saw him for themselves.” 

"Not one of them, not one of them.” She spoke with such pas- 
sionate decision that I glanced at her— she was staring straight 
before her. But she felt the challenge of my eyes and stopped 
short, in the old brown timber porch of the church, with the 
others well m advance of us, where, looking at me now and in 
quite an extraordinary manner, “You’re the only person,” she 
said; "the only person in the world.” 

"But you, dear madam?” 
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“Oh, me— of course. That’s my curse!” And with this she moved 
rapidly off to join the rest of our group. I hovered at its outskirts 
on the way home— I had such food for rumination. Whom had I 
seen and why was the apparition— it rose before my mind’s eye all 
clear again— invisible to the others? If an exception had been 
made for Mrs. Marden why did it constitute a curse, and why was 
I to share so questionable a boon? This appeal, carried on in my 
own locked breast, kept me doubtless quiet enough at luncheon. 
After that repast I went out on the old terrace to smoke a ciga- 
rette, but had only taken a turn or two when I caught Mrs. Mar- 
den’s moulded mask at the window of one of the rooms open to 
the crooked flags. It reminded me of the same flitting presence 
behind the pane at Brighton the day I met Charlotte and walked 
home with her. But this time my ambiguous friend didn’t vanish; 
she tapped on the pane and motioned me to come in. She was in a 
queer little apartment, one of the many reception rooms of which 
the ground floor at Tranton consisted; it was known as the 
Indian room and had a style denominated Eastern— bamboo 
lounges, lacquered screens, lanterns with long fringes and strange 
idols in cabinets, objects not held to conduce to sociability. The 
place was little used, and when I went round to her we had it to 
ourselves. As soon as I appeared she said to me: “Please tell me 
this— are you m love with my daughter?” 

I really had a little to take my time. "Before I answer your 
question will you kindly tell me what gives you the idea? I don't 
consider I’ve been very forward.” 

Mrs. Marden, contradicting me with her beautiful anxious 
eyes, gave me no satisfaction on the point I mentioned; she only 
went on strenuously: “Did you say nothing to her on the way to 
church?” 

“What makes you think I said anything?” 

“Why the fact that you saw him.” 

“Saw whom, dear Mrs. Marden?” 

“Oh, you know,” she answered gravely, even a little reproach- 
fully, as if I were trying to humiliate her by making her name the 
unrameable. 
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“Do you mean die gentleman who formed the subject of your 
strange statement in church— the one who came into the pew?” 

"You saw him, you saw himl” she panted with a strange mix- 
ture of dismay and relief. 

“Of course I saw him, and so did you.” 

“It didn’t follow. Did you feel it to be inevitable?” 

I was puzzled again. “Inevitable?’ 

"That you should see him?” 

"Certainly, since I’m not blind.” 

"You might have been. Everyone else is.” 1 was wonderfully 
at sea and I frankly confessed it to my questioner, but the case 
wasn’t improved by her presently exclaiming 1 “I knew you would, 
from the moment you should be really in love with her! I knew 
it would be the test— what do I mean?— the proof.” 

“Are there such strange bewilderments attached to that high 
state?” I smiled to ask. 

“You can judge for yourself. You see him, you see him'”— she 
quite exulted in it. “You’ll see him again.” 

“I’ve no objection, but I shall take more interest in him if 
you’ll kindly tell me who he is.” 

She avoided my eyes— then consciously met them. "I’ll tell you 
if you’ll tell me first what you said to her on the way to church.” 

“Has she told you I said anything?” 

"Do I need that?” she asked with expression. 

“Oh yes, I remember— your mtuitionsi But I’m sorry to see 
they’re at fault this time; because I really said nothing to your 
daughter that was the least out of tlie way.” 

“Are you very very sure?” 

"On my honour, Mrs. Marden.” 

“Then you consider you’re not in love with her?” 

"That’s another affair' ” I laughed. 

"You are— you are! You wouldn’t have seen him if you hadn’t 
been.” 

“Then who the deuce is he, madam?”— I pressed it with some 
irritation. 

Yet she would still only question me back. “Didn’t you at 
least want to say something to her— didn’t you come very near it?” 
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Well, this was more to the point; it justified the famous in* 
tuitions. “Ah ‘near’ it as much as you like— call it the turn of a 
hair. I don’t know what kept me quiet.” 

“That was quite enough,” said Mrs. Marden. “It isn’t what you 
say that makes the difference; it’s what you feel. That’s what he 
goes by.” 

I was annoyed at last by her reiterated reference to an identity 
yet to be established, and I clasped my hands with an air of 
supplication which covered much real impatience, a sharper curi- 
osity and even the first short throbs of a certain sacred dread. “I 
entreat you to tell me whom you’re talking about.” 

She threw up her arms, looking away from me, as if to shake 
off both reserve and responsibility. “Sir Edmund Orme.” 

“And who may Sir Edmund Orme be?” 

At the moment I spoke she gave a start. “Hush— here they 
come.” Then as, following the direction of her eyes, I saw Char- 
lotte, out on the terrace, by our own window, she added, with an 
intensity of warning: “Don’t notice him— never!" 

The girl, who now had had her hands beside her eyes, peering 
into the room and smiling, signed to us through the glass to admit 
her; on which I went and opened the long window. Her mother 
turned away and she came in with a laughing challenge: “What 
plot in the world are you two hatching here?” Some plan— I 
forget what— was in prospect for the afternoon, as to which Mrs. 
Marden’s participation or consent was solicited, my own adhe- 
sion being taken for granted; and she had been half over the 
place in her quest. I was flurried, seeing the elder woman was— 
when she turned round to meet her daughter she disguised it to 
extravagance, throwing herself on the girl’s neck and embracing 
her— so that, to pass it off, I overdid my gallantry. 

“I’ve been asking your mother for your hand.” 

“Oh indeed, and has she given it?” Miss Marden gaily returned 

“She was just going to when you appeared there." 

“Well, it’s only for a moment— I’ll leave you free.” 

“Do you like him, Charlotte?” Mrs. Marden asked with a can- 
dour I scarcely expected. 

“It’sdifEcult to say before him, isn’t it?” the charming creature 
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went on, entering into the humour of the thing, but looking at 
me as if she scarce liked me at all. 

She would have had to say it before another person as well, for 
at that moment there stepped into the room from the terrace— 
the window had been left open— a gentleman who had come into 
sight, at least into mine, only within the instant. Mrs. Marden 
had said, “Here they come,” but he appeared to have followed her 
daughter at a certain distance. I recognised him at once as the 
personage who had sat beside us in church. This time I saw him 
better, saw his face and his carriage were strange. I speak of him 
as a personage, because one felt, indescribably, as if a reigning 
prince had come into the room. He held himself with something 
of the grand air and as if he were different from his company. 
Yet he looked fixedly and gravely at me, till I wondered what he 
expected. Did he consider that I should bend my knee or kiss his 
hand? He turned his eyes in the same way on Mrs. Marden, but 
she knew what to do. After the first agitation produced by his 
approach she took no notice of him whatever; it made me remem- 
ber her passionate adjuration to me. I had to achieve a great effort 
to imitate her, for though I knew nothing about him but that he 
was Sir Edmund Qrme his presence acted as a strong appeal, al- 
most as an oppression. He stood there without speaking— young, 
pale, handsome, clean-shaven, decorous, with extraordinary light- 
blue eyes and something old-fashioned, like a portrait of years 
ago, in his head and in his manner of wearing his hair. He was in 
complete mourning— one immediately took him for very well 
dressed— and he carried his hat in his hand. He looked again 
strangely hard at me, harder than anyone in the world had ever 
looked before; and I remember feeling rather cold and wishing 
he would say something. No silence had ever seemed to me so 
soundless. All this was of course an impression intensely rapid; 
but that it had consumed some instants was proved to me sud- 
denlv by the expression of countenance of Charlotte Marden, 
who stared from one of us to the other— he never looked at her, 
and she had no appearance of looking at him— and then broke 
out with: “What on earth is the matter with you? You've such odd 
faces!” I felt the colour come back to mine, and when she went 
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on in the same tone," One would think you had seen a ghost!” I 
was conscious I had turned very red. Sir Edmund Orme never 
blushed, and I was sure no embarrassment touched him. One 
had met people of that sort, but never anyone with so high an 
indifference. 

"Don’t be impertinent, and go and tell them all that I’ll join 
them,” said Mrs. Marden with much dignity but with a tremor of 
voice that I caught. 

“And will you come— you?” the girl asked, turning away. I 
made no answer, taking the question somehow as meant for her 
companion. But he was more silent than I, and when she reached 
the door— she was going out that way— she stopped, her hand on 
the knob, and looked at me, repeating it. I assented, springing 
forward to open the door for her, and as she passed out she ex- 
claimed to me mockingly: “You haven’t got your wits about 
you— you shan’t have my hand!” 

I closed the door and turned round to find that Sir Edmund 
Orme had during the moment my back was presented to him re- 
tired by the window. Mrs. Marden stood there and we looked at 
each other long. It had only then— as the girl flitted away— come 
home to me that her daughter was unconscious of what had hap- 
pened. It was that, oddly enough, that gave me a sudden sharp 
shake— not my own perception of our visitor, which felt quite 
natural. It made the fact vivid to me that she had been equally 
unaware of him in church, and the two facts together— now that 
they were over— set my heart more sensibly beating. I wiped my 
forehead, and Mrs. Marden broke out with a low distressful wail: 
“Now you know my life— now you know my lifel” 

“In God’s name who is he— what is he?” 

“He’s a man I wronged.” 

“How did you wrong him?” 

“Oh, awfully— years ago.” 

"Years ago? Why, he’s very young." 

“Young— young?” cried Mrs. Marden. “He was bom before / 
was!” 

“Then why does he look so?” 

She came nearer to me, she laid her hand on my arm, and there 
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Was something in her face that made me shrink a little. “Don’t you 
understand— don’t you feel?” she intensely put to me. 

“I feel very queerl” I laughed; and I was conscious that my note 
betrayed it. 

"He’s dead!” said Mrs. Marden from her white face. 

“Dead?” I panted. “Then that gentleman was—?” I couldn’t 
even say a word. 

“Call him what you like— there are twenty vulgar names. He’s 
a perfect presence.” 

“He’s a splendid presence!” I cried. “The place is haunted, 
haunted I exulted in the word as if it stood for all I had ever 
dreamt of. 

“It isn’t the place— more’s the pityl” she instantly returned. 
“That has nothing to do with it!” 

"Then it’s you, dear lady?” I said as if this were still better. 

“No, nor me either— I wish it were!” 

"Perhaps it’s me,” I suggested with a sickly smile. 

"It’s nobody but my child— my innocent, innocent child!" 
And with this Mrs. Marden broke down— she dropped into a 
chair and burst into tears. I stammered some question— I pressed 
on her some bewildered appeal, but she waved me off, unexpect- 
edly and passionately. I persisted— couldn’t I help her, couldn’t I 
intervene? “You have intervened,” she sobbed; “you’re in it, 
you’re in it.” 

“I’m very glad to be in anything so extraordinary,” I boldly 
declared. 

“Glad or not, you can’t get out of it.” 

“I don’t want to get out of it— it’s too interesting.” 

“I’m glad you like it!” She had turned from me, making haste 
to dry her eyes. “And now go away.” 

“But I want to know more about it.” 

“You’ll see all you want. Go away!” 

“But I want to understand what I see.” 

“How can you— when I don't understand myself?” she help- 
lessly cried. 

"We’ll do so together— we’ll make it out.” 

At this she got up, doing what more she could to obliterate hei 
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tears. “Yes, it will be better together— that’s why I’ve liked you.” 

“Oh, we’ll see it through!” I returned. 

“Then you must control yourself better.” 

“I will, I will— with practice.” 

“You’ll get used to it,” said my friend in a tone I never forgot. 
"But go and join them— I’ll come in a moment.” 

I passed out to the terrace and felt I had a part to play. So far 
from dreading another encounter with the “perfect presence,” 
as she had called it, I was affected altogether in the sense of pleas- 
ure. I desired a renewal of my luck: I opened myself wide to the 
impression; I went round the house as quickly as if I expected 
to overtake Sir Edmund Orme. I didn’t overtake him just then, 
but the day wasn’t to close without my recognising that, as Mrs. 
Marden had said, I should see all I wanted of him. 

We took, or most of us took, the collective sociable walk which, 
in the English country house, is -or was at that time— the con* 
secrated pastime of Sunday afternoons. We were restricted to 
such a regulated ramble as the ladies were good for; the afternoons 
moreover were short, and by five o’clock we were restored to the 
fireside in the hall with a sense, on my part at least, that we might 
have done a little more for our tea. Mrs. Marden had said she 
would join us, but she hadn’t appeared; her daughter, who had 
seen her again before we went out, only explained that she was 
tired. She remained invisible all the afternoon, but this was a 
detail to which I gave as little heed as I had given to the circum- 
stance of my not having Charlotte to myself, even for five minutes, 
during all our walk. I was too much taken up with another in- 
terest to care; I felt beneath my feet the threshold of the strange 
door, in my life, which had suddenly been thrown open and out 
of which came an air of a keenness I had never breathed and of a 
taste stronger than wine. I had heard all my days of apparitions, 
but it was a different thing to have seen one and to know that I 
should in all likelihood see it familiarly, as I might say, again. 
I was on the lookout for it as a pilot for the flash of a revolving 
light, and ready to generalise on the sinister subject; to answer 
for it to all and sundry that ghosts were much less alarming and 
much more amusing than was commonly supposed. There’s no 
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doubt that I was much uplifted. I couldn’t get over the distinc 
tion conferred on me, the exception— in the way of mystic en- 
largement of vision— made in my favour. At the same time I 
think I did justice to Mrs. Marden’s absence— a commentary, 
when I came to think, on what she had said to me: “Now you 
know my life.” She had probably been exposed to our hoverer for 
years, and, not having my firm fibre, had broken down under it. 
Her nerve was gone, though she had also been able to attest that, 
in a degree, one got used to it. She had got used to breaking down. 

Afternoon tea, when the dusk fell early, was a friendly hour at 
Tranton; the firelight played into the wide white last-century 
hall; sympathies almost confessed themselves, lingering together, 
before dressing, on deep sofas, in muddy boots, for last words 
after walks; and even solitary absorption in the third volume of 
a novel that was wanted by someone else seemed a form of 
geniality. I watched my moment and went over to Charlotte when 
I saw her about to withdraw. The ladies had left the place one by 
one, and after I had addressed myself to her particularly the 
three men who had been near gradually dispersed. We had a little 
vague talk— she might have been a good deal preoccupied, and 
heaven knows I was— after which she said she must go: she should 
be late for dinner. I proved to her by book that she had plenty 
of time, and she objected that she must at any rate go up to see 
her mother, who, she feared, was unwell. 

"On the contrary, she’s better than she has been for a long time 
—I’ll guarantee that,” I said. “She has found out she can have 
confidence in me, and that has done her good.” Miss Marden had 
dropped into her chair again, I was standing before her, and she 
looked up at me without a smile, with a dim distress in her beau- 
tiful eyes: not exactly as if I were hurting her, but as if she were 
no longer disposed to treat as a joke what had passed— whatever 
it was, it would give at the same time no ground for the extreme of 
solemnity— between her mother and myself. But I could answer 
her enquiry m all kindness and candour, for I was really con- 
scious that the poor lady had put off a part of her burden on me 
and was proportionately relieved and eased. “I’m sure she has 
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slept all the afternoon as she hasn’t slept for years,” I went on. 
‘‘You’ve only to ask her.” 

Charlotte got up again. “You make yourself out very useful.” 

“You’ve a good quarter of an hour,” I said. “Haven’t I a right 
to talk to you a little this way, alone, when your mother has given 
me your hand?” 

“And is it your mother who has given me yours? I’m much 
obliged to her, but I don’t want it. I think our hands are not our 
mothers’— they happen to be our own I” laughed the girl. 

"Sit down, sit down and let me tell you!” I pleaded. 

I still stood there urgently, to see if she wouldn’t oblige me. 
She cast about, looking vaguely tins way and that, as if under a 
compulsion that was slightly painful. The empty hall was quiet— 
we heard the loud ticking of the great clock. Then she slowly 
sank down and I drew a chair close to her. This made me face 
round to the fire again, and with the movement I saw discon- 
certedly that we weren’t alone. The next instant, more strangely 
than I can say, my discomposure, instead of increasing, dropped, 
for the person before the fire was Sir Edmund Orme. He stood 
there as I had seen him in the Indian room, looking at me with 
the expressionless attention that borrowed gravity from his 
sombre distinction. I knew so much more about him now that I 
had to check a movement of recognition, an acknowledgment of 
his presence. When once I was aware of it, and that it lasted, the 
sense that we had company, Charlotte and I, quitted me: it was 
impressed on me on the contrary that we were but the more 
markedly thrown together. No influence from our companion 
reached her, and I made a tremendous and very nearly successful 
effort to hide from her that my own sensibility was other and my 
nerves as tense as harp strings. I say “very nearly,” because she 
watched me an instant— while my words were arrested— in a way 
that made me fear she was going to say again, as she had said in 
the Indian room: “What on earth is the matter with you?” 

What the matter with me was I quickly told her, for the full 
knowledge of it rolled over me with the touching sight of her 
unconsciousness. It was touching that she became in the presence 
of this extraordinary portent. What was portended, danger or 
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sorrow, bliss or bane, was a minor question; all I saw, as she sat 
there, was that, innocent and charming, she was close to a horror, 
as she might have thought it, that happened to be veiled from 
her but that might at any moment be disclosed. I didn’t mind it 
now, as I found— at least more than I could bear; but nothing was 
more possible than she should, and if it wasn’t curious and inter- 
esting it might easily be appalling. If I didn’t mind it for myself, 
I afterwards made out, this was largely because I was so taken up 
with the idea of protecting her. My heart, all at once, beat high 
with this view; I determined to do everything I could to keep 
her sense sealed. What I could do might have been all obscure to 
me if I hadn’t, as the minutes lapsed, become more aware than 
of anything else that I loved her. The way to save her was to love 
her, and the way to love her was to tell her, now and here, that I 
did so. Sir Edmund Orme didn’t prevent me, especially as after 
a moment he turned his back to us and stood looking discreetly 
at the fire. At the end of another moment he leaned his head on 
his arm, against the chimney piece, with an air of gradual de- 
jection, like a spirit still more weary than discreet. Charlotte 
Marden rose with a start at what I said to her— she jumped up 
to escape it; but she took no offence: the feeling I expressed was 
too real. She only moved about the room with a deprecating 
murmur, and I was so busy following up any little advantage I 
might have obtained that I didn’t notice in what manner Sir 
Edmund Orme disappeared. I only found his place presently 
vacant. This made no difference— he had been so small a hin- 
drance, I only remember being suddenly struck with something 
inexorable in the sweet sad lieadshake Charlotte gave me. 

“I don’t ask for an answer now,” I said; “I only want you to be 
sure— to know how much depends on it.” 

“Oh I don’t want to give it to you now or ever!" she replied. 
“I hate the subject, please— I wish one could be let alone.” And 
then, since I might have found something harsh in this irrepres- 
sible artless cry of beauty beset, she added, quickly, vaguely, 
kindly, as she left the room: "Thank you, thank you— thank you 
so very much!” 

At dinner I was generous enough to be glad tor her that, on the 
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same side of the table with me, she hadn’t me in range. Hei 
mother was nearly opposite me, and just after we had sat down 
Mrs. Marden gave me a long deep look that expressed, and to the 
utmost, our strange communion. It meant of course “She has told 
me,” but it meant other things beside. At any rate I know what 
my mute response to her conveyed: “I’ve seen him again— I’ve 
seen him again!” This didn’t prevent Mrs. Marden from treating 
her neighbours with her usual scrupulous blandness. After din- 
ner, when, m the drawing-room, the men joined the ladies and 
I went straight up to her to tell her how I wished we might have 
some quiet words, she said at once, in a low tone, looking down at 
her fan while she opened and shut it: “He’s here— he’s here.” 

“Here?” I looked round the room, but was disappointed. 

“Look where she is,” said Mrs. Marden just with the faintest 
asperity. Charlotte was m fact not in the main saloon, but in a 
smaller into which it opened and which was known as the morn- 
ing-room. I took a few steps and saw her, through a doorway, up- 
right in the middle of the room, talking with three gentlemen 
whose backs were practically turned to me. For a moment my 
quest seemed vain; then I knew one of the gentlemen— the middle 
one— could but be Sir Edmund Orme. This time it was sur- 
prising that the others didn’t see him. Charlotte might have 
seemed absolutely to have her eyes on him and to be addressing 
him straight. She saw me after an instant, however, and imme- 
diately averted herself I returned to her mother with a sharpened 
fear the girl might think I was watching her, which would be 
unjust. Mrs. Marden had found a small sofa— a little apart— and I 
sat down beside her. There were some questions I had so wanted 
to go into that I wished we were once more in the Indian room. 
I presently gathered however that our privacy quite sufficed. We 
communicated so closely and completely now, and with such 
silent reciprocities, that it would in every circumstance be ade- 
quate. 

“Oh yes, he’s there,” I said; “and at about a quarter-past seven 
he was in the hall.” 

“I knew it at the time— and I was so glad!” she answered 
straight. 
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“So glad?” 

“That it was your affair this time and not mine. It’s a rest for 
me. 

“Did you sleep all the afternoon?” I then asked. 

“As I haven’t done for months. But how did you know that?” 

“As you knew, I take it, that Sir Edmund was in the hall. We 
shall evidently each of us know things now— where the other’s 
concerned.” 

“Where he’s concerned,” Mrs. Marden amended. "It’s a bless- 
ing, the way you take it,” she added with a long mild sigh. 

“I take it,” I at once returned, “as a man who’s in love with 
your daughter.” 

“Of course— of course.” Intense as I now felt my desire for the 
girl to be I couldn’t help laughing a little at the tone of these 
words; and it led my companion immediately to say: “Otherwise 
you wouldn’t have seen him.” 

Well, I esteemed my privilege, but I saw an objection to this. 
‘‘Does every one see him who’s in love with her? If so there would 
be dozens.” 

‘‘They’re not in love with her as you are.” 

I took this in and couldn’t but accept it. “I can of course only 
speak for myself— and I found a moment before dinner to do so.” 

“She told me as soon as she saw me,” Mrs. Marden replied. 

“And have I any hope— any chance?” 

“That you may have is what I long for, what I pray for ” 

The sore sincerity of this touched me. “Ah how can I thank 
you enough?” I murmured. 

“I believe it will all pass— if she only loves you,” the poor 
woman pursued. 

“It will all pass?” I was a little at a loss. 

“I mean we shall then be rid of him— shall never see him again.” 

“Oh, if she loves me I don’t care how often I see him!” I 
roundly returned. 

“Ah you take it better than I could,” said my companion. 
“You’ve the happiness not to know— not to understand.’* 

“I don’t indeed. What on earth does he want?” 
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“He wants to make me suffer.” She turned her wan face upon 
me with it, and I saw now for the first time, and saw well, how 
perfectly, if this had been our visitant’s design, he had done his 
work. "For what I did to him,” she explained. 

“And what did you do to him?” 

She gave me an unforgettable look. “I killed him.” As I had 
seen him fifty yards off only five minutes before, the words gave 
me a start. “Yes, I make you jump; be careful. He’s there still, 
but he killed himself. I broke his heart— he thought me awfully 
bad. We were to have been married, but I broke it off— just at the 
last. I saw someone I liked better; I had no reason but that. It 
wasn’t for interest or money or position or any of that baseness 
All the good things were his. It was simply that I fell in love with 
Major Marden. When I saw him I felt I couldn’t marry anyone 
else. I wasn’t in love with Edmund Orme; my mother and my 
elder, my married, sister had brought it about. But he did love 
me and I knew— that is almost knewl— how muchl But I told him 
I didn’t care— that I couldn’t, that I wouldn’t ever. I threw him 
over, and he took something, some abominable drug or draught 
that proved fatal. It was dreadful, it was horrible, he was found 
that way— he died in agony. I married Major Marden, but not for 
five years. I was happy, perfectly happy— time obliterates. But 
when my husband died I began to see him.” 

I had listened intently, wondering. “To see your husband?” 

“Never, never —that way, thank God! To see him — and with 
Chartie, always with Chartie. The first time it nearly killed me— 
about seven years ago, when she first came out. Never when I’m 
by myself— only with her. Sometimes not for months, then every 
day for a week. I’ve tried everything to break the spell— doctors 
and regimes and climates; I’ve prayed to God on my knees. That 
day at Brighton, on the Parade with you, when you thought I was 
ill, that was the first for an age. And then in the evening, when I 
knocked my tea over you, and the day you were at the door with 
her and I saw you from the window— each time he was there.” 

"I see, I see.” I was more thrilled than I could say. “It’s an 
apparition like another.” 

“Like another? Have you ever seen another?” she cried. 
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"No, I mean the sort of thing one has heard of. It’s tremen- 
dously interesting to encounter a case.” 

“Do you call me a ‘case’?” my friend cried with exquisite re- 
sentment. 

“I was thinking of myself.” 

“Oh you’re the right onel” she went on. "I was right when I 
trusted you.” 

“I’m devoutly grateful you did; but what made you do it?” I 
asked. 

“I had thought the whole thing out. I had had time to in those 
dreadful years while he was punishing me in my daughter.” 

“Hardly that,” I objected, “if Miss Marden never knew.” 

“That has been my terror, that she will, from one occasion to 
another. I’ve an unspeakable dread of the effect on her.” 

“She shan’t, she shan’t!” I engaged in such a tone that several 
people looked round. Mrs. Marden made me rise, and our talk 
dropped for that evening. The next day I told her I must leave 
Tranton— it was neither comfortable nor considerate to remain 
as a rejected suitor. She was disconcerted, but accepted my rea- 
sons, only appealing to me with mournful eyes: “You’ll leave me 
alone then with my burden?” It was of course understood between 
us that for many weeks to come there would be no discretion in 
"worrying poor Charlotte”: such were the terms in which, with 
odd feminine and maternal inconsistency, she alluded to an atti- 
tude on my part that she favoured. I was prepared to be heroically 
considerate, but I held that even this delicacy permitted me to 
say a word to Miss Marden before I went. I begged her after break- 
fast to take a turn with me on the terrace, and as she hesitated, 
looking at me distantly, I let her know it was only to ask her a 
question and to say good-bye— I was going away for her. 

She came out with me and we passed slowly round the house 
three or four times. Nothing is finer than this great airy platform, 
from which every glance is a sweep of the country with the sea on 
the furthest edge. It might have been that as we passed the win- 
dows we were conspicuous to our friends in the house, who 
would make out sarcastically why I was so significantly bolting. 
But I didn’t care; I only wondered if they mightn’t really this 
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time receive the impression of Sir Edmund Orme, who joined 
us on one of our turns and strolled slowly on the other side of 
Charlotte. Of what odd essence he was made I know not; I’ve no 
theory about him— leaving that to others— any more than about 
such or such another of my fellow mortals (and his law of being) 
as I have elbowed in life. He was as positive, as individual and 
ultimate a fact as any of these. Above all he was, by every seeming, 
of as fine and as sensitive, of as thoroughly honourable, a mix* 
ture; so that I should no more have thought of taking a liberty, of 
practising an experiment, with him, of touching him, for in- 
stance, or of addressing him, since he set the example of silence, 
than I should have thought of committing any other social gross- 
ness. He had always, as I saw more fully later, the perfect pro- 
priety of his position— looked always arrayed and anointed, and 
carried himself ever, in each particular, exactly as the occasion 
demanded. He struck me as strange, incontestably, but somehow 
always struck me as right. I very soon came to attach an idea of 
beauty to his unrecognised presence, the beauty of an old story, 
of love and pain and death. What I ended by feeling was that he 
was on my side, watching over my interest, looking to it that no 
trick should be played me and that my heart at least shouldn’t be 
broken. Oh he had taken them seriously, his own wound and his 
own loss— he had certainly proved this in his day. If poor Mrs. 
Marden, responsible for these things, had, as she told me, thought 
the case out, I also treated it to the finest analysis I could bring to 
bear. It was a case of retributive justice, of the visiting on the 
children of the sins of the mothers, since not of the fathers. This 
wretched mother was to pay, in suffering, for the suffering she had 
inflicted, and as the disposition to trifle with an honest man’s just 
expectations might crop up again, to my detriment, in the child, 
the latter young person was to be studied and watched, so that 
she might be made to suffer should she do an equal wrong. She 
might emulate her parent by some play of characteristic perversity 
not less than she resembled her in charm; and if that impulse 
should be determined in her, if she should be caught, that is to 
say, in some breach of faith or some heartless act, her eyes would 
on the spot, by an insidious logic, be opened suddenly and un- 
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pitiedly to the “perfect presence,” which she would then have to 
work as she could into her conception of a young lady’s universe. 
I had no great fear for her, because I hadn’t felt her lead me on 
from vanity, and I knew that if I was disconcerted it was because 
I had myself gone too fast. We should have a good deal of ground 
to get over at least before I should be in a position to be sacri- 
ficed by her. Sbt couldn’t take back what she had given before 
she had given rather more. Whether I asked for more was 
indeed another matter, and the question I put to her on the ter- 
race that morning was whether I might continue during the 
winter to come to Mrs. Marden’s house. I promised not to come 
too often and not to speak to her for three months of the issue 1 
had raised the day before. She replied that I might do as I liked, 
and on this we parted. 

I carried out the vow I had made her; I held my tongue for 
my three months. Unexpectedly to myself there were moments 
of this time when she did strike me as capable of missing my 
homage even though she might be indifferent to my happiness. 
I wanted so to make her like me that I became subtle and in- 
genious, wonderfully alert, patiently diplomatic. Sometimes I 
thought I had earned my reward, brought her to the point of 
saying: “Well, well, you’re the best of them all— you may speak 
to me now.” Then there was a greater blankness than ever in her 
beauty and on certain days a mocking light in her eyes, a light of 
which the meaning seemed to be: “If you don’t take care I will 
accept you, to have done with you the more effectually.” Mrs. 
Marden was a great help to me simply by believing in me, and 
I valued her faith all the more that it continued even through a 
sudden intermission of the miracle that had been wrought for 
me. After our visit to Tranton Sir Edmund Orme gave us a holi- 
day, and I confess it was at first a disappointment to me. I felt 
myself by so much less designated, less involved and connected- 
all with Charlotte I mean to say. “Oh, don’t cry till you’re out of 
the wood,” was her mother’s comment; “he has let me off some- 
times for six months. He’ll break out again when you least expect 
it— he understands his game.” For her these weeks were happy, 
and she was wise enough not to talk about me to the girl. She 
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was so good as to assure me I was taking the right line, that I 
looked as if I felt secure and that in the long run women give 
way to this. She had known them do it even when the man was 
a fool for that appearance, for that confidence— a fool indeed on 
any terms. For herself she felt it a good time, almost her best, a 
Saint Martin’s summer of the soul. She was better than she had 
been for years, and had me to thank for it. The sense of visitation 
was light on her— she wasn’t in anguish every time she looked 
round. Charlotte contradicted me repeatedly, but contradicted 
herself still more. That winter by the old Sussex sea was a wonder 
of mildness, and we often sat out in the sun. I walked up and 
down with my young woman, and Mrs. Marden, sometimes on a 
bench, sometimes in a Bath chair, waited for us and smiled at us 
as we passed. I always looked out for a sign in her face— “He’s 
with you, he’s with you” (she would see him before I should) but 
nothing came; the season had brought us as well a sort of spiritual 
softness. Toward the end of April the air was so like June that, 
meeting my two friends one night at some Brighton sociability— 
an evening party with amateur music— I drew the younger unre- 
sistingly out upon a balcony to which a window in one of the 
rooms stood open. The night was close and thick, the stars dim, 
and below us under the cliff we heard the deep rumble of the 
tide. We listened to it a little and there came to us, mixed with it 
from within the house, the sound of a violin accompanied by a 
piano— a performance that had been our pretext for escaping. 

“Do you like me a little better?” I broke out after a minute. 
“Could you listen to me again?” 

I had no sooner spoken than she laid her hand quickly, with a 
certain force, on my arm. “Hush!— isn’t there someone there?" 
She was looking into the gloom of the far end of the balcony. This 
balcony ran the whole width of the house, a width very great in 
the best of the old houses at Brighton. We were to some extent 
lighted by the open window behind us, but the other windows, 
curtained within, left the darkness undiminished, so that I made 
out but dimly the figure of a gentleman standing there and look- 
ing at us. He was in evening dress, like a guest— I saw the vague 
sheen of his white shirt and the pale oval of his face— and he might 
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perfectly have been a guest who had stepped out in advance of us 
to take the air. Charlotte took him for one at first— then evidently, 
even in a few seconds, saw that the intensity of his gaze was uncon- 
ventional. What else she saw I couldn't determine; I was too 
occupied with my own impression to do more than feel the quick 
contact of her uneasiness. My own impression was in fact the 
strongest of sensations, a sensation of horror; for what could the 
thing mean but that the girl at last saw? I heard her give a sudden, 
gasping '‘Ah!" and move quickly into the house. It was only 
afterwards I knew that I myself had had a totally new emotion— 
my horror passing into anger and my anger into a stride along 
the balcony with a gesture of reprobation. The case was simplified 
to the vision of an adorable girl menaced and terrified. I ad- 
vanced to vindicate her security, but I found nothing there to 
meet me. It was either all a mistake or Sir Edmund Orme had 
vanished. 

I followed her at once, but there were symptoms of confusion 
in the drawing-room when I passed in. A lady had fainted, the 
music had stopped; there was a shuffling of chairs and a pressing 
forward. The lady was not Charlotte, as I feared, but Mrs. Mar- 
den, who had suddenly been taken ill. I remember the relief 
with which I learned this, for to see Charlotte stricken would have 
been anguish, and her mother 1 s condition gave a channel to her 
agitation. It was of course all a matter for the people of the house 
and for the ladies, and I could have no share in attending to my 
friends or in conducting them to their carriage. Mrs. Marden 
revived and insisted on going home, after which I uneasily with- 
drew. 

I called the next morning for better news and I learnt she was 
more at ease, but on my asking if Charlotte would see me the 
message sent down was an excuse. There was nothing for me to 
do all day but roam with a beating heart. Toward evening how- 
ever I received a line in pencil, brought by hand— “Please come; 
mother wishes you." Five minutes later I was at the door again 
and ushered into the drawing-room. Mrs. Marden lay on the sofa, 
and as soon as I looked at her I saw the shadow of death in her 
face. But the first thing she said was that <he was better, ever so 
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much better; her poor old fluttered heart had misbehaved again, 
but now was decently quiet. She gave me her hand and I bent 
over her, my eyes on her eyes, and in this way was able to read 
what she didn’t speak— “I’m really very ill, but appear to take 
what I say exactly as I say it.” Charlotte stood there beside her, 
looking not frightened now, but intensely grave, and meeting no 
look of my own. "She has told me— she has told me!” her mother 
went on. 

“She has told you?” I stared from one of them to the other, 
wondering if my friend meant that the girl had named to her the 
unexplained appearance on the balcony. 

“That you spoke to her again— that you're admirably faith- 
ful.” 

I felt a thrill of joy at this; it showed me that memory upper- 
most, and also that her daughter had wished to say the thing 
that would most soothe her, not the thing that would alarm her. 
Yet I was myself now sure, as sure as if Mrs. Marden had told 
me, that she knew and had known at the moment what her 
daughter had seen. “I spoke— I spoke but she gave me no an 
swer,” I said. 

“She will now, won’t you, Chartie? I want it so, I want it!” our 
companion murmured with ineffable wistfulness. 

“You’re very good to me”— Charlotte addressed me, seriously 
and sweetly, but with her eyes fixed on the carpet. There was 
something different in her, different from all the past. She had 
recognised something, she felt a coercion. I could see her uncon- 
trollably tremble. 

“Ah if you would let me show you hotv good I can be!” I cried 
as I held out my hands to her. As I uttered the words I was 
touched with the knowledge that something had happened. A 
form had constituted itself on the other side of the couch, and 
the form leaned over Mrs. Marden. My whole being went forth 
into a mute prayer that Charlotte shouldn’t see it and that I 
should be able to betray nothing. The impulse to glance toward 
her mother was even stronger than the involuntary movement 
of taking in Sir Edmund Orme; but I could resist even that, and 
Mrs. Marden was perfectly still. Charlotte got up to give me het 
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hand, and then— with the definite act— she dreadfully saw. She 
gave, with a shriek, one stare of dismay, and another sound, the 
wail of one of the lost, fell at the same instant on my ear. But l 
had already sprung toward the creature I loved, to cover her, to 
veil her face, and she had as passionately thrown herself into 
my arms. I held her there a moment— pressing her close, given 
up to her, feeling each of her throbs with my own and not know- 
ing which was which; then all of a sudden, coldly, I was sure we 
were alone. She released herself. The figure beside the sofa had 
vanished, but Mrs Marden lay in her place with closed eyes, 
with something in her stillness that gave us both a fresh terror. 
Charlotte expressed it in the cry of “Mother, motherl” with 
which she flung herself down. I fell on my knees beside her— Mrs. 
Marden had passed away. 

Was the sound I heard when Chartie shrieked— the other and 
still more tragic sound I mean— the despairing cry of the poor 
lady’s death-shock or the articulate sob (it was like a waft from 
a great storm) of the exorcised and pacified spirit? Possibly the 
latter, for that was mercifully the last of Sir Edmund Orme. 
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De Maupassant was a French noveltst of the naturalistic school, and one of the 
world’s most distinguished writers of short stories His outstanding novels are 
Une Vie, Bel Ami, Pierre et Jean and Fort comrae la Mort Of his three hundred 
short stones , the best known is probably “Roule de Suif,” a cynical and rather 
shocking tale of the Franco-Prussian War. 

His literary output was enormous, considering the shortness of his creative 
life His style was simple and clear, and his observation precise But his work 
was marked throughout by a tendency to morbidity that presaged the oncoming 
insanity which first incapacitated and then killed him 

In " The Horla ” we find one of those strange beings which, because of their 
invtsibthty , become particularly terrifying If the reader prefers, however, he may 
consider the whole story only the vivid hallucination of an approaching madness* 
De Maupassant undoubtedly intended both interpretations to be valid 

“ Was It a Dream V* although never very widely known, is a story so inctstve 
*hat, once read, 1 1 is not easily forgotten. 


may 8. What a lovely day! I have spent all the morning lying in 
the grass in front of my house, under the enoimous plane tree 
that shades the whole of it. I like this part of the country and 
I like to live here because I am attached to it by old associations, 
by those deep and delicate roots which attach a man to the soil 
on which his ancestors were born and died, which attach him 
to the ideas and usages of the place as well as to the food, to 
local expressions, to the peculiar twang of the peasants, to the 
smell of the soil, of the villages and of the atmosphere itself. 

I love my house in which I grew up. From my windows I can 
see the Seine which flows alongside my garden, on the other 
side of the high road, almost through my grounds, the great and 
wide Seine, which goes to Rouen and Havre, and is covered with 
boats passing to and fro. 

On the left, down yonder, lies Rouen, that large town, with 
its blue roof*, under its pointed Gothic towers. These are in- 
numerable, slender or broad, dominated by the spire of the 
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cathedral, and full of bells which sound through the blue air 
on fine mornings, sending their sweet and distant iron clang even 
as far as my home; that song of the metal, which the breeze 
wafts in my direction, now stronger and now weaker, according 
as the wind is stronger or lighter. 

What a delicious morning it was! 

About eleven o’clock, a long line of boats drawn by a steam 
tug as big as a fly, and which scarcely puffed while emitting its 
thick smoke, passed my gate. 

After two English schooners, whose red flag fluttered in space, 
there came a magnificent Brazilian three-master; she was per- 
fectly white, and wonderfully clean and shining. I saluted her, 
I hardly knew why, except that the sight of the vessel gave me 
great pleasure. 

May is. I have had a slight feverish attack for the last few 
days, and I feel ill, or rather I feel low-spirited. 

Whence come those mysterious influences which change our 
happiness into discouragement, and our self-confidence into 
diffidence? One might almost say that the air, the invisible air, 
is full of unknowable Powers whose mysterious presence we have 
to endure. I wake up in the best spirits, with an inclination to 
sing. Why? I go down to the edge of the water, and suddenly, 
after walking a short distance, I return home wretched, as if 
some misfortune were awaiting me there. Why? Is it a cold shiver 
which, passing over my skin, has upset my nerves and given me 
low spirits? Is it the form of the clouds, the color of the sky, or 
the color of the surioundmg objects, which is so changeable, that 
has troubled my thoughts as they passed before my eyes? Who 
can tell? Everything that surrounds us, everything that we see, 
without looking at it, everything that we touch, without know- 
ing it, everything that we handle, without feeling it, all that we 
meet, without clearly distinguishing it, has a rapid, surprising 
and inexplicable effect upon us and upon our senses, and, 
through them, on our ideas and on our heart itself. 

How profound that mystery of the Invisible is! We cannot 
fathom it with our miserable senses, with our eyes which are un- 
able to perceive what is either too small or too great, too near 
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to us, or too far from us— neither the inhabitants of a star nor 
of a drop of water; nor with our ears that deceive us, for they 
transmit to us the vibrations of the air in sonorous notes. They 
are fairies who work the miracle of changing these vibrations 
into sound, and by that metamorphosis give birth to music, 
which makes the silent motion of nature musical . . . with our 
sense of smell which is less keen than that of a dog, . . . with 
our sense of taste which can scarcely distinguish the age of a 
wine! 

Oh! If we only had other organs which would work othei 
miracles in our favor, what a number of fresh things we might 
discover around us! 

May 16. I am ill, decidedly! I was so well last month! I am 
feverish, horribly feverish, or rather I am in a state of feverish 
enervation, which makes my mind suffer as much as my body 
I have, continually, that horrible sensation of some impending 
danger, that apprehension of some coming misfortune, or of 
approaching death; that presentiment which is, no doubt, an 
attack of some illness which is still unknown, which germinates 
in the flesh and in the blood. 

May 17. I have just come from consulting my physician, for 
I could no longer get any sleep. He said my pulse was rapid, my 
eyes dilated, my nerves highly strung, but there were no alarm- 
ing symptoms. I must take a course of shower baths and of bro- 
mide of potassium. 

May 25. No change! My condition is really very peculiar. As 
the evening comes on, an incomprehensible feeling of dis- 
quietude seizes me, just as if night concealed some threatening 
disaster. I dine hurriedly, and then try to read, but I do not under- 
stand the words, and can scarcely distinguish the letters. Then 
I walk up and down my drawingroom, oppressed by a feeling of 
confused and irresistible fear, the fear of sleep and fear of my 
bed. 

About ten o’clock I go up to my room. As soon as I enter it 
I double-lock and bolt the door; I am afraid ... of what? Up 
to the present time I have been afraid of nothing ... I open 
my cupboards, and look under my bed; I listen ... to what? 
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How strange it is that a simple feeling of discomfort, impeded 
or heightened circulation, perhaps the irritation of a nerve fila- 
ment, a slight congestion, a small disturbance in the imperfect 
delicate functioning of our living machinery, may turn the most 
light-hearted of men into a melancholy one, and make a coward 
of the bravest? Then I go to bed, and wait for sleep as a man 
might wait for the executioner. I wait for its coming with dread, 
and my heart beats and my legs tremble, while my whole body 
shivers beneath the warmth of the bedclothes, until all at once 
I fall asleep, as though one should plunge into a pool of stagnant 
water in order to drown. I do not feel it coming on as I did 
formerly, this perfidious sleep which is close to me and watching 
me, which is going to seize me by the head, to close my eyes and 
annihilate me. 

I sleep— a long time— two or three hours perhaps— then a dream 
—no— a nightmare lays hold on me. I feel that I am in bed ana 
asleep ... I feel it and I know it . . . and I feel also that some- 
body is coming close to me, is looking at me, touching me, is 
getting on to my bed, is kneeling on my chest, is taking my neck 
between his hands and squeezing it . . . squeezing it with all 
his might in order to strangle me. 

I struggle, bound by that terrible sense of powerlessness which 
paralyzes us in our dreams; I try to cry out— but I cannot; 1 
want to move— I cannot do so, I try, with the most violent efforts 
and breathing hard, to turn over and throw off this being who is 
crushing and suffocating me— I cannotl 

And then, suddenly, I wake up, trembling and bathed in 
perspiration; I light a candle and find that I am alone, and after 
that crisis, which occurs every night, I at length fall asleep and 
slumber tranquilly till morning. 

June 2 . My condition has grown worse. What is the matter 
with me? The bromide does me no good, and the shower baths 
have no effect. Sometimes, in order to tire myself thoroughly, 
though I am fatigued enough already, I go for a walk in the forest 
of Roumare. I used to think at first that the fresh light and soft 
air, impregnated with the odor of herbs and leaves, would instill 
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new blood into my veins and impart fresh energy to my heart. 
I turned into a broad hunting road, and then turned toward La 
Bouille, through a narrow path, between two rows of exceedingly 
tall trees, which placed a thick green, almost black, roof between 
the sky and me. 

A sudden shiver ran through me, not a cold shiver, but a 
strange shiver of agony, and I hastened my steps, uneasy at being 
alone in the forest, afraid, stupidly and without reason, of the 
profound solitude. Suddenly it seemed to me as if I were being 
followed, as if somebody were walking at my heels, close, quite 
close to me, near enough to touch me. 

I turned round suddenly, but I was alone. I saw nothing be- 
hind me except the straight, broad path, empty and bordered 
by high trees, horribly empty; before me it also extended until 
it was lost in the distance, and looked just the same— terrible. 

I closed my eyes. Why? And then I began tc turn round on 
one heel very quickly, just like a top. I nearly fell down, and 
opened my eyes, the trees were dancing round me and the earth 
heaved; I was obliged to sit down. Then, ah! I no longer remem- 
bered how I had come! What a strange ideal What a strange, 
strange idea! I did not in the least know. I started off to the right, 
and got back into the avenue which had led me into the middle 
of the forest. 

June 3 . 1 have had a terrible night. I shall go away for a few 
weeks, for no doubt a journey will set me up again. 

July 2. I have come back, quite cured, and have had a most 
delightful trip into the bargain. I have been to Mont Saint- 
Michel, which I had not seen before. 

What a sight, when one arrives as I did, at Avranches toward 
the end of the day! The town stands on a hill, and I was taken 
into the public garden at the extremity of the town. I uttered a 
cry of astonishment. An extraordinarily large bay lay extended 
before me, as far as my eyes could reach, between two hills which 
were lost to sight in the mist; and in the middle of this immense 
yellow bay, under a clear, golden sky, a peculiar hill rose up, 
sombre and pointed in the midst of the sand. The sun had just 
disappeared, and under the still flaming sky appeared the outline 
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of that fantastic rock which bears on its summit a fantastic monu* 
ment. 

At daybreak I went out to it. The tide was low, as it had been 
the night before, and I saw that wonderful abbey rise up before 
,ne as I approached it. After several hours’ walking, I reached 
the enormous mass of rocks which supports the little town, 
dominated by the great church. Having climbed the steep and 
narrow street, I entered the most wonderful Gothic building that 
has ever been built to God on earth, as large as a town, full of 
low rooms which seem buried beneath vaulted roofs, and lofty 
galleries supported by delicate columns. 

I entered this gigantic granite gem, which is as light as a bit 
of lace, covered with towers, with slender belfries with spiral 
staircases, which raise their strange heads that bristle with 
chimeras, with devils, with fantastic animals, with monstrous 
flowers, to the blue sky by day, and to the black sky by night, and 
are connected by finely carved arches. 

When I had reached the summit I said to the monk who ac- 
companied me: “Father, how happy you must be here!" And 
he replied: “It is very windy here, monsieur”; and so we began to 
talk while watching the rising tide, which ran over the sand and 
covered it as with a steel cuirass. 

And then the monk told me stories, all the old stories belong- 
ing to the place, legends, nothing but legends. 

One of them struck me forcibly. The country people, those 
belonging to the Mount, declare that at night one can hear voices 
talking on the sands, and that one then hears two goats bleating, 
one with a strong, the other with a weak voice. Incredulous 
people declare that it is nothing but the cry of the sea birds, 
which occasionally resembles bleatings, and occasionally, human 
lamentations; but belated fishermen swear that they have met an 
old shepherd wandering between tides on the sands around the 
little town. His head is completely concealed by his cloak and he 
is followed by a billy goat with a man’s face, and a nanny goat with 
a woman’s face, both having long, white hair and talking inces- 
santly and quarreling in an unknown tongue. Then suddenly 
they cease and begin to bleat with all their might. 
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"Do you believe it?” I asked the monk. "1 scarcely know,” 
he replied, and I continued: “If there are other beings besides 
ourselves on this earth, how comes it that we have not known 
it long since, or why have you not seen them? How is it that / 
have not seen them?” He replied: “Do we see the hundred- 
thousandth part of what exists? Look here; there is the wind, 
which is the strongest force in nature, which knocks down men, 
and blows down buildings, uproots trees, raises the sea into 
mountains of water, destroys cliffs and casts great ships on the 
rocks; the wind which kills, which whistles, which sighs, which 
roars— have you ever seen it, and can you see it? It exists for all 
that, however.” 

I was silent before this simple reasoning. That man was a 
philosopher, or perhaps a fool; I could not say which exactly, so 
I held my tongue. What he had said had olten been in my own 
thoughts. 

July 3. I have slept badly; certainly there is some feverish in- 
fluence here, for my coachman is suffering in the same way as 
I am. When I went back home yesteiday, I noticed his singular 
paleness, and I asked him: "What is the matter with you, Jean?” 
“The matter is that I never get any rest, and my nights devour my 
days. Since your departure, monsieur, there has been a spell 
over me.” 

However, the other servants are all well, hut I am very much 
afraid of having another attack myself. 

July 4. I am decidedly ill again; for my old nightmares have 
returned. Last night I felt somebody leaning on me and sucking 
my life from between my lips. Yes, he was sucking it out of my 
throat, like a leech. Then he got up, satiated, and I woke up, so 
exhausted, crushed and weak that I could not move. If this con- 
tinues for a few days, I shall certainly go away again. 

July 5. Have I lost my reason? What happened last night is so 
strange that my head wanders when I think of it! 

I had locked my door, as I do now every evening, and then, 
being thirsty, I drank half a glass of water, and accidentally 
noticed that the water bottle was full up to the cut-glass stopper. 

Then I went to bed and fell into one of my terrible sleeps, 
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from which I was aroused in about two hours by a still more 
frightful shock. 

Picture to yourself a sleeping man who is being murdered and 
who wakes up with a knife in his lung, and whose breath rattles, 
who is covered with blood, and who can no longer breathe and 
is about to die, and does not understand— there you have it. 

Having recovered my senses, I was thirsty again, so I lit a 
candle and went to the table on which stood my water bottle. 
I lifted it up and tilted it over my glass, but nothing came out. 
It was empty! It was completely empty! At first I could not un- 
derstand it at all, and then suddenly I was seized by such a ter- 
rible feeling that I had to sit down, or rather I fell into a chair! 
Then I sprang up suddenly to look about me; then I sat down 
again, overcome by astonishment and fear, in front of the trans- 
parent glass bottle' I looked at it with fixed eyes, trying to 
conjecture, and my hands trembled' Somebody had drunk the 
water, but who? I? I, without any doubt. It could surely only be I. 
In that case I was a somnambulist, I lived, without knowing it, 
that mysterious double life which makes us doubt whether there 
are not two beings in us, or whether a strange, unknowable and 
invisible being does not at such moments, when our soul is in a 
state of torpor, animate our captive body, which obeys this other 
being, as it obeys us, and more than it obeys ourselves. 

Oh! Who will understand my horrible agony? Who will un- 
derstand the emotion of a man who is sound m mind, wide awake, 
full of common sense, who looks in horror through the glass of 
a water bottle for a little water that disappeared while he was 
asleep? I remained thus until it was daylight, without venturing 
to go to bed again. 

July 6. I am going mad. Again all the contents of my water 
bottle have been drunk during the night— or rather, I have 
drunk it! 

But is it I? Is it I? Who could it be? Who? Oh, God! Am 
I going mad? Who will save me? 

July 10 . I have just been through some surprising ordeals. 
Decidedly I am mad! And yet! . . . 

On July 6, before going to bed, I put some wine, milk, water, 
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bread and strawberries on my table. Somebody drank— I drank— 
all the water and a little of the milk, but neither the wine, bread, 
nor the strawberries were touched. 

On the seventh of July I renewed the same experiment, with 
the same results, and on July 8, 1 left out the water and the milk, 
and nothing was touched. 

Lastly, on July 9 , 1 put only water and milk on my table, taking 
care to wrap up the bottles in white muslin and to tie down the 
stoppers. Then I rubbed my lips, my beard and my hands with 
pencil lead, and went to bed. 

Irresistible sleep seized me, which was soon followed by a ter- 
rible awakening. I had not moved, and there was no mark of 
lead on the sheets. I rushed to the table. The muslin round the 
bottles remained intact; I undid the string, trembling with fear. 
All the water had been drunk, and so had the milk! Ah! Great 
God! . . . 

I must start for Paris immediately. 

July 12. Paris. I must have lost my head during the last few 
days! I must be the plaything of my enei vated imagination, unless 
I am really a somnambulist, or perhaps I have been under the 
power of one of those hitherto unexplained influences which are 
called suggestions. In any case, my mental state bordered on 
madness, and twenty-four hours of Paris sufficed to restore my 
equilibrium. 

Yesterday, after doing some business and paying some visits 
which instilled fresh and invigorating air into my soul, I wound 
up the evening at the Theatre-Frangais. A play by Alexandre 
Dumas the younger was being acted, and his active and powerful 
imagination completed my cure. Certainly solitude is dangerous 
for active minds. We require around us men who can think and 
talk. When we are alone for a long time, we people space with 
phantoms. 

I returned along the boulevards to my hotel in excellent spirits. 
Amid the jostling of the crowd I thought, not without irony, 
of my terrors and surmises of the previous week, because I had 
believed— yes, I had believed— that an invisible being lived 
beneath my roof. How weak our brains are, and how quickly they 
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are terrified and led into error by a small incomprehensible feet. 

Instead of saying simply: '*1 do not understand because I do 
not know the cause,” we immediately imagine terrible mysteries 
and supernatural powers. 

July 14. Fete of the Republic. I walked through the streets, 
amused as a child at the firecrackers and flags. Still it is very 
foolish to be merry on a fixed date, by Government decree. The 
populace is an imbecile flock of sheep, now stupidly patient, and 
now in ferocious revolt. Say to it: “Amuse yourself,” and it amuses 
itself. Say to it: “Go and fight with your neighbor,” and it goes 
and fights Say to it: “Vote for the Emperor,” and it votes for 
the Emperor, and then say to it. “Vote for the Republic,” and 
it votes for the Republic. 

Those who direct it are also stupid; only, instead of obeying 
men, they obey principles which can only be stupid, sterile, and 
false, for the very reason that they are pnnciples, that is to say, 
ideas which are considered as certain and unchangeable, in this 
world wheie one is certain of nothing, since light is an illusion 
and noise is an illusion. 

July 16. 1 saw some things yesterday that troubled me very 
much. 

I was dining at the house of my cousin, Madame Sable, whose 
husband is colonel of the 76th Chasseurs at Limoges. There were 
two young women there, one of whom had married a medical 
man. Dr. Parent, who devotes much attention to nervous diseases 
and to the remarkable manifestations taking place at this mo- 
ment tinder the influence of hypnotism and suggestion. 

He related to us at some length the wonderful results ob- 
tained by English scientists and by the doctors of the Nancy 
school; and the facts which he adduced appeared to me so strange 
that I declared that I was altogether incredulous. 

“We are,” he declared, “on the point of discovering one of 
the most important secrets of nature; I mean to say, one of its 
most important secrets on this earth, for there are certainly others 
af a different kind of importance up in the stars, yonder. Ever 
jince man has thought, ever since he has been able to express and 
write down his thoughts, he has felt himself close to a mystery 
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which is impenetrable to his gross and imperfect senses, and he 
endeavors to supplement through his intellect the inefficiency of 
his senses. As long as that intellect remained in its elementary 
stage, these apparitions of invisible spirits assumed forms that 
were commonplace, though terrifying. Thence sprang the popu- 
lar belief in the supernatural, the legends of wandering spirits, 
of fairies, of gnomes, ghosts, I might even say the legend of God; 
for our conceptions of the workman-creator, from whatever re- 
ligion they may have come down to us, are certainly the most 
mediocre, the most stupid and the most incredible inventions that 
ever sprang from the terrified brain of any human beings. Noth- 
ing is truer than what Voltaire says: ‘God made man in His own 
image, but man has certainly paid Him back in his own coin.’ 

“However, for rather more than a century men seem to have 
had a presentiment of something new. Mesmer and some others 
have put us on an unexpected track, and, especially within the 
last two or three years, we have arrived at really surprising re- 
sults ” 

My cousin, who is also very incredulous, smiled, and Dr. Parent 
said to her: “Would you like me to try and send you to sleep, 
madame?” “Yes, certainly.” 

She sat down in an easy chair, and he began to look at her 
fixedly, so as to fascinate her. I suddenly felt myself growing un- 
comfortable, my heart beating rapidly and a choking sensation 
in my throat. I saw Madame Sable’s eyes becoming heavy, her 
mouth twitching and her bosom heaving, and at the end of ten 
minutes she was asleep. 

“Go behind her,” the doctor said to me, and I took a seat 
behind her. He put a visiting card into her hands, and said to 
her. “This is a looking glass; what do you see in it?” And she 
replied: “I see my cousin.” “What is he doing?” “He is twisting 
his mustache.” “And now?” “He is taking a photograph out of 
his pocket.” “Whose photograph is it?” “His own.” 

That was true, and the photograph had been given me tnat 
same evening at the hotel. 

“What is his attitude in this portrait?” “He is standing up 
with his hat in his hand.” 
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She saw, therefore, on that card, on that piece of white paste- 
board, as if she had seen it in a mirror. 

The young women were frightened, and exclaimed: “That is 
enoughl Quite, quite enough!” 

But the doctor said to Madame Sabl£ authoritatively: “You 
will rise at eight o’clock to-morrow morning; then you will go 
and call on your cousin at his hotel and ask him to lend you five 
thousand francs which your husband demands of you, and which 
he will ask for when he sets out on his coming journey.” 

Then he woke her up. 

On returning to my hotel, I thought over this curious stance, 
and I was assailed by doubts, not as to my cousin’s absolute 
and undoubted good faith, for I had known her as well as if she 
were my own sister ever since she was a child, but as to a possible 
trick on the doctor’s part. Had he not, perhaps, kept a glass 
hidden in his hand, which he showed to the young woman in 
her sleep, at the same time as he did the card? Professional con- 
jurors do things that are just as singular. 

So I went home and to bed, and this morning, at about half- 
past eight, I was awakened by my valet who said to me. “Madame 
Sabl£ has asked to see you immediately, monsieur.” I dressed 
hastily and went to her. 

She sat down in some agitation, with her eyes on the floor, and 
without raising her veil she said to me: “My dear cousin, I am 
going to ask a great favor of you.” “What is it, cousin?” “I do not 
like to tell you, and yet I must. I am in absolute need of five thou- 
sand francs.” “What, you?” “Yes, I, or rather my husband, who 
has asked me to procure them for him.” 

I was so thunderstruck that I stammered out my answers. I 
asked myself whether she had not really been making fun of me 
with Dr. Parent, if it was not merely a very well-acted farce which 
had been rehearsed beforehand. On looking at her attentively, 
however, all my doubts disappeared. She was trembling with 
grief, so painful was this step to her, and I was convinced that 
her throat was full of sobs. 

I knew that she was very rich and I continued: “Whatl Has 
not your husband five thousand francs at his disposal? Come. 
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think. Are you sure that he commissioned you to ask me for 
them?” 

She hesitated for a few seconds, as if she were making a great 
effort to search her memory, and then she replied: * ^es . . . 
yes, I am quite sure of it.” “He has written to you?” 

She hesitated again and reflected, and I guessed the torture 
of her thoughts. She did not know. She only knew that sne was 
to borrow five thousand francs of me for her husband. So sne told 
a lie. ‘‘Yes, he has written to me.” “When, pray? You did not men- 
tion it to me yesterday.” “I received his letter this morning.” 
“Can you show it me?” “No ... no ... no ... it contains 
private matters . . . things too personal to ourselves. ... I 
burned it.” “So your husband runs into debt?” 

She hesitated again, and then murmured: “I do not know ” 
Thereupon I said bluntly “I have not five thousand francs at 
my disposal at this moment, my dear cousin.” 

She uttered a kind of cry as if she were in pain and said: “OhI 
oh! I beseech you, I beseech you to get them for me. . . .” 

She got excited and clasped her hands as if she were praying 
to me! I heard her voice change its tone; she wept and stammered, 
harassed and dominated by the irresistible order that she had 
received. 

‘‘Oh! oh! I beg you to ... if you knew what I am suffering 
. . . I want them to-day.” 

I had pity on her. “You shall have them by and by, I swear to 
you.” “Oh! thank you! thank you! How kind you are.” 

I continued: "Do you remember what took place at your house 
last night?” “Yes.” “Do you remember that Dr. Parent sent you 
to sleep?” “Yes.” “Oh! Very well, then; he ordered you to come 
to me this morning to borrow five thousand francs, and at this 
moment you are obeying diat suggestion.” 

She considered for a few moments, and then replied: “But as 
it is my husband who wants them—” 

For a whole hour 1 tried to convince her, but could not suc- 
ceed, and when she had gone I went to the doctor. He was just 
going out, and he listened to me with a smile, and said: “Do you 
believe now?” “Yes, I cannot help it.” “Let us go to your cousin’s.” 
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She was already half asleep on a reclining chair, overcome 
with fatigue. The doctor felt her pulse, looked at her for some 
time with one hand raised toward her eyes, which she closed by 
degrees under the irresistible power of this magnetic influence, 
and when she was asleep, he said: 

"Your husband does not require the five thousand fiancs any 
longer! You must, therefore, forget that you asked your cousin 
to lend them to you, and, if he speaks to you about it, you will 
not understand him." 

Then he woke her up, and I took out a pocketbook and said: 
"Here is what you asked me for this morning, my dear cousin ” 
But she was so surprised that I did not venture to persist, never- 
theless, I tried to recall the circumstance to her, but she denied it 
vigorously, thought I was making fun of her, and, in the end, 
very nearly lost her temper. 

There! I have just come back, and I have not been able to 
eat any lunch, for this experiment has altogether upset me. 

July 19. Many people to whom I told the adventure laughed at 
me. I no longer know what to think. The wise man says: "It 
maybe!” 

July 2i.I dined at Bougival, and then I spent the evening at a 
boatmen’s ball. Decidedly everything depends on place and sur- 
roundings. It would be the height of folly to believe in the super- 
natural on the lie de la Grenouilli£re . . . but on the top of 
Mont Saint-Michel? . . . and in India? We are terribly in- 
fluenced by our surroundings. I shall return home next week. 

July 30. I came back to my own house yesterday. Everything 
is going on well. 

August 2. Nothing new; it is splendid weather, and I spent my 
days in watching the Seine flowing past. 

August 4. Quarrels among my servants. They declare that the 
glasses are broken in the cupboards at night. The footman accuses 
the cook, who accuses the seamstress, who accuses the other two. 
Who is the culprit? It is a clever person who can tell. 

August 6. This time I am not mad. I have seen 
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seen ... I have seen! ... I can doubt no longer . . I have 
seen it! . . . 

I was walking at two o’clock among my rose trees, in the full 
sunlight ... in the walk bordered by autumn roses which are 
beginning to fall. As I stopped to look at a G^ant de Bataille, 
which had three splendid blossoms, I distinctly saw the stalk of 
one of the roses near me bend, as if an invisible hand had bent it, 
and then break, as if that hand had picked it! Then the flower 
raised itself, following the curve which a hand would have de- 
scribed in carrying it toward a mouth, and it remained suspended 
in the transparent air, all alone and motionless, a terrible red 
spot, three yards from my eyes. In desperation I rushed at it 
to take it! I found nothing; it had disappeared. Then I was 
seized with furious rage against myself, for a reasonable and 
serious man should not have such hallucinations. 

But was it an hallucination? I turned round to look for the 
stalk, and I found it at once, on the bush, freshly broken, between 
two other roses which remained on the branch. I returned home 
then, my mind greatly disturbed; for I am certain now, as cer- 
tain as I am of the alternation of day and night, that there exists 
close to me an invisible being that lives on milk and water, that 
can touch objects, take them and change their places; that is. 
consequently, endowed with a material nature, although it is im- 
perceptible to our senses, and that lives as I do, under my roof— 

August 7. I slept tranquilly. He drank the water out of my 
decanter, but did not disturb my sleep. 

I wonder if I am mad. As I was walking just now in the sun 
by the riverside, doubts as to my sanity arose in me; not vague 
doubts such as I have had hitherto, but definite, absolute doubts. 
I have seen mad people, and I have known some who have been 
quite intelligent, lucid, even clear-sighted at every concern of life, 
except on one point. They spoke clearly, readily, profoundly on 
everything, when suddenly their mind struck upon the shoals of 
their madness and broke to pieces there, and scattered and foun- 
dered in that furious and terrible sea, full of rolling waves, fogs 
and squalls, which is called madness. 

I certainly should think that I was mad, absolutely mad. if 
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I were not conscious, did not perfectly know my condition, 
did not fathom it by analyzing it with the most complete lucidity. 
I should, in fact, be only a rational man who was laboring under 
an hallucination. Some unknown disturbance must have arisen 
in my brain, one of those disturbances which physiologists of the 
present day try to note and to verify; and that disturbance must 
have caused a deep gap in my mind and in the sequence and logic 
of my ideas. Similar phenomena occur in dreams which lead us 
among the most unlikely phantasmagoria, without causing us 
any surprise, because our verifying apparatus and our organ 
of control are asleep, while our imaginative faculty is awake and 
active. Is it not possible that one of the imperceptible notes of 
the cerebral keyboard has been paralyzed in me? Some men lose 
the recollection of proper names, of verbs, or of numbers, or 
merely of dates, in consequence of an accident. The localization 
of all the variations of thought has been established nowadays; 
why, then, should it be surprising if my faculty of controlling the 
umeahty of certain hallucinations were dormant in me for the 
time being? 

I thought of all this as I walked by the side of the water. The 
tun shone brightly on the river and made earth delightful, while 
it filled me with a love for life, for the swallows, whose agility 
always delights my eye, for the plants by the riverside, the rustle 
of whose leaves is a pleasure to „ny ears. 

By degrees, however, an inexplicable feeling of discomfort 
seized me. It seemed as if some unknown force were numbing 
and stopping me, were preventing me from going further and 
were calling me back. I felt that painful wish to return which 
oppresses you when you have left a beloved invalid at home, and 
when you are seized with a presentiment that he is worse. 

I, therefore, returned in spite of myself, feeling certain that I 
should find some bad news awaiting me, a letter or a telegram. 
There was nothing, however, and I was more surprised and un- 
easy than if I had had another fantastic vision. 

August 8. I spent a terrible evening yesterday. He does not 
show himself any more, but I feel that he is near me, watching 
me, looking at me, penetrating me, dominating me, and more 
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redoubtable when he hides himself thus than if he were to mani 
fest his constant and invisible presence by supernatural phe 
nomena. However, I slept. 

August 9. Nothing, but I am afraid. 

August 10. Nothing; what will happen to-morrow? 

August 1 1. Still nothing; I cannot stop at home with this feai 
hanging over me and these thoughts in my mind; I shall go away. 

August 12. Ten o’clock at night. All day long I have been try- 
ing to get away, and have not been able. I wished to accomplish 
this simple and easy act of freedom— to go out— to get into my 
carriage in order to go to Rouen— and I have not been able to do 
it. What is the reason? 

August 13. When we are attacked by certain maladies, all the 
springs of our physical being appear to be broken, all our energies 
destroyed, all our muscles relaxed; our bones, too, have become 
as soft as flesh, and our blood as liquid as water. I am experiencing 
these sensations in my moral being in a strange and distressing 
manner. I have no longer any strength, any courage, any self- 
control, not even any power to set my own will in motion. I have 
no power left to will anything; but someone does it for me and 
I obey. 

August 14. I am lost! Somebody possesses my soul and domi- 
nates it. Somebody orders all my acts, all my movements, all my 
thoughts. I am no longer anything in myself, nothing except an 
enslaved and terrified spectator of all the things I do. I wish 
to go out; I cannot. He does not wish to, and so I remain, trem- 
bling and distracted, in the armchair in which he keeps me 
sitting. I merely wish to get up and to rouse myself; I cannot! 
I am riveted to my chair, and my chair adheres to the ground in 
such a manner that no power could move us. 

Then, suddenly, I must, I must go to the bottom of my garden 
to pick some strawberries and eat them, and I go there. I pick the 
strawberries and eat them! Oh, my God! My God! Is there a God? 
If there be one, deliver me! Save me! Succor me! Pardonl Pity! 
Mercy! Save me! Oh, what sufferings! What torture! What horror! 

August 15. This is certainly the way in which my poor cousin 
was possessed and controlled when she came to borrow five 

U65] 



Tales of the Supernatural 

thousand francs of me. She was under the power of a strange w:ll 
which had entered into her, like another soul, like another para- 
sitic and dominating soul. Is the world coming to an end? 

But who is he, this invisible being that rules me? This un- 
knowable being, this rover of a supernatural race? 

Invisible beings exist, then! How is it, then, that since the be- 
ginning of the world they have never manifested themselves 
precisely as they do to me? I have never read of anything that 
resembles what goes on in my house. Oh, if I could only leave it, 
if I could only go away, escape, and never return! I should be 
saved, but I cannot. 

August 16. I managed to escape to-day for two hours, like a 
prisoner who finds the door of his dungeon accidentally open. 
I suddenly felt that I was free and that he was far away, and so I 
gave OTders to harness the horses as quickly as possible, and I 
drove to Rouen. Oh, how delightful to be able to say to a man 
who obeys you: "Go to Rouen!” 

I made him pull up before the library, and I begged them to 
lend me Dr. Herrmann Herestauss’ treatise on the unknown in- 
habitants of the ancient and modern world. 

Then, as I was getting into my carriage, I intended to say: 
"To the railway station!” but instead of this I shouted— I did 
not say, but I shouted— in such a loud voice that all the passers-by 
turned round: “Home!” and I fell back on the cushion of my 
carriage, overcome by mental agony. He had found me again 
and regained possession of me. 

August 17. Oh, what a night! What a night! And yet it seems 
to me that I ought to rejoice. I read until one o’clock in the 
morning! Herestauss, doctor of philosophy and theogony, wrote 
the history of the manifestation of all those invisible beings which 
hover around man, or of whom he dreams. He describes their 
origin, their domain, their power; but none of them resembles 
the one which haunts me. One might say that man, ever since 
he began to think, has had a foreboding fear of a new being, 
stronger than himself, his successor in this world, and that, feeling 
his presence, and not being able to foresee the oature of that 
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master, he has, in his terror, created the whole race of occult 
beings, of vague phantoms born of fear. 

Having, therefore, read until one o’clock in the morning, I 
went and sat down at the open window, in order to cool my fore- 
head and my thoughts, in the calm night air. It was very pleasant 
and warm! How I should have enjoyed such a night formerly! 

There was no moon, but the stars darted out their rays in the 
dark heavens. Who inhabits those worlds? What forms, what 
living beings, what animals are there yonder? What do the think- 
ers in those distant worlds know more than we do? What can they 
do more than we can? What do they see which we do not know? 
Will not one of them, some day or other, traversing space, appear 
on our earth to conquer it, just as the Norsemen formerly crossed 
the sea in order to subjugate nations more feeble than themselves? 

We are so weak, so defenseless, so ignorant, so small, we who 
live on this particle of mud which revolves in a drop of water. 

I fell asleep, dreaming thus in the cool night air, and when I 
had slept for about three-quarters of an hour, I opened my eyes 
without moving, awakened by I know not what confused and 
strange sensation. At first I saw nothing, and then suddenly it 
appeared to me as if a page of a book which had remained open 
on my table turned over of its own accord. Not a breath of air 
had come in at my window, and I was surprised, and waited. In 
about four minutes, I saw, I saw, yes, I saw with my own eyes, an- 
other page lift itself up and fall down on the others, as if a finger 
had turned it over. My armchair was empty, appeared empty, but 
I knew that he was there, he, and sitting in my place, and that he 
was reading. With a furious bound, the bound of an enraged wild 
beast that springs at its tamer, I crossed my room to seize him, 
to strangle him, to kill him! But before I could reach it, the 
chair fell over as if somebody had run away from me— my table 
rocked, my lamp fell and went out, and my window closed as if 
some thief had been surprised and had fled out into the night, 
shutting it behind him. 

So he had run away; he had been afraid; he, afraid of me! 

But— but— to-morrow— or later— some day or other— I should 
be able to hold him in my clutches and crush him against the 

[465] 



Tales of the Supernatural 

groundl Do not dogs occasionally bite and strangle their masters? 

August 18 . 1 have been thinking the whole day long. Oh, yes, 
I will obey him, follow his impulses, fulfill all his wishes, show 
myself humble, submissive, a coward. He is the stronger; but 
the hour will come— 

August 19. 1 know— I know— I know all! I have just read the 
following in the Revue du Monde Scientifique: "A curious piece 
of news comes to us from Rio de Janeiro. Madness, an epidemic 
of madness, which may be compared to that contagious madness 
which attacked the people of Europe in the Middle Ages, is at this 
moment raging in the Province of San-Paolo. The terrified in- 
habitants are leaving their houses, saying that they are pursued, 
possessed, dominated like human cattle by invisible, though 
tangible, beings, a species of vampires, which feed on their life 
while they are asleep, and which, besides, drink water and milk 
without appearing to touch any other nourishment. 

Professor Don Pedro Henriques, accompanied by several medi- 
cal savants, has gone to the Province of San-Paolo, in order to 
study the origin and the manifestations of this surprising madness 
on the spot, and to propose such measures to the Emperor as may 
appear to him to be most fitted to restore the mad population to 
reason.” 

Ah! Ah! I remember now that fine Brazilian three-master which 
passed in front of my windows as she was going up the Seine, on 
the 8th day of last May! I thought she looked so pretty, so white 
and bright! That Being was on board of her, coming from there, 
where its race originated. And it saw me! It saw my house which 
was also white, and it sprang from the ship onto the land. Oh, 
merciful heaven! 

Now I know, I can divine. The reign of man is over, and he 
has come. He who was feared by primitive man; whom disquieted 
priests exorcised; whom sorcerers evoked on dark nights, with- 
out having seen him appear, to whom the imagination of the 
transient masters of the world lent all the monstrous or graceful 
forms of gnomes, spirits, genii, fairies and familiar spirits. After 
the coarse conceptions of primitive fear, more clear-sighted men 
foresaw it more clearly. Mesmer divined it, and ten years ago 
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physicians accurately discovered the nature of his power, even 
before he exercised it himself. They played with this new weapon 
of the Lord, the sway of a mysterious will over the human soul, 
which had become a slave. They called it magnetism, hypnotism, 
suggestion— what do I know? I have seen them amusing them- 
selves like rash children with this horrible powerl Woe to us! 
Woe to man! He has come, the— the— what does he call himself 
—the— I fancy that he is shouting out his name to me and I do 
not hear him— the— yes— he is shouting it out— I am listening— 
I cannot— he repeats it— the— Horla— I hear— the Horla— it is he 
—the Horla— he has come! 

Ah! the vulture has eaten the pigeon; the wolf has eaten the 
lamb; the lion has devoured the sharp-horned buffalo; man has 
killed the lion with an arrow, with a sword, with gunpowder; 
but the Horla will make of man what we have made of the horse 
and of the ox; his chattel, his slave and his food, by the mere 
power of his will. Woe to us! 

But, nevertheless, the animal sometimes revolts and kills the 
man who has subjugated it I should also like— I shall be able to 
—but I must know him, touch him, see him! Scientists say that 
animals’ eyes, being different from ours, do not distinguish ob- 
jects as ours do. And my eye cannot distinguish this newcomer 
who is oppressing me. 

Why? Oh, now I remember the words of the monk at Mont 
Saint-Michel: “Can we see the hundred-thousandth part of what 
exists? See here; there is the wind, which is the strongest force 
in nature, which knocks men down, and wrecks buildings, up 
roots trees, raises the sea into mountains of water, destroys cliff:, 
and casts great ships on the breakers; the wind which kills, which 
whistles, which sighs, which roars— have you ever seen it, and can 
you see it? It exists for all that, howeverl” 

And I went on thinking: my eyes are so weak, so imperfect, 
that they do not even distinguish hard bodies, if they are as trans- 
parent as glass! If a glass without tinfoil behind it were to bar my 
way, I should run into it, just as a bird which has flown into a 
room breaks its head against the windowpanes. A thousand 
things, moreover, deceive man and lead him astray. Why should 
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it then be surprising that he cannot perceive an unknown body 
through which the light passes? 

A new being! Why not? It was assuredly bound to come! Why 
should we be the last? We do not distinguish it any more than 
all the others created before us! The reason is, that its nature is 
more perfect, its body finer and more finished than ours, that 
ours is so weak, so awkwardly constructed, encumbered with 
organs that are always tired, always on the strain like machinery 
that is too complicated, which lives like a plant and like a beast, 
nourishing itself with difficulty on air, herbs and flesh, an animal 
machine which is a prey to maladies, to malformations, to decay; 
broken-winded, badly regulated, simple and eccentric, ingen- 
iously badly made, at once a coarse and a delicate piece of work- 
manship, the rough sketch of a being that might become intelli- 
gent and grand. 

We arc only a few, so few in this world, from the oyster up to 
man. Why should there not be one more, once that period is 
passed which separates the successive apparitions from all the 
different species? 

Why not one more? Why not, also, other trees with immense, 
splendid flowers, perfuming whole regions? Why not other ele- 
ments besides fire, air, earth and water? There are four, only 
four, those nursing fathers of various beings! What a pity! Why 
are there not forty, four hundred, four thousand? How poor 
everything is, how mean and wretched! grudgingly produced, 
roughly constructed, clumsily made! Ah, the elephant and the 
hippopotamus, what grace! And the camel, what elegancel 

But the butterfly, you will say, a flying flower! I dream of one 
that should be as large as a hundred worlds, with wings whose 
shape, beauty, colors and motion I cannot even express. But I see 
it— it flutters from star to star, refreshing them and perfuming 
them with the light and harmonious breath of its flight' And the 
people up there look at it as it passes in an ecstasy of delightl 

What is the matter with me? It is he, the Horla, who haunts 
me, and who makes me think of these foolish things! He is within 
tor. is, WoTOva^xo^ smY\ Y AoXY Ya\\ h\m\ 
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August 29. I shall kill him. I have seen him! Yesterday I sat 
down at my table and pretended to write very assiduously. I knew 
quite well that he would come prowling round me, quite close 
to me, so close that I might perhaps be able to touch him, to seize 
him. And then— then I should have the strength of desperation; 
I should have my hands, my knees, my chest, my forehead, my 
teeth to strangle him, to crush him, to bite him, to tear him to 
pieces. And I watched for him with all my overexcited senses. 

I had lighted my two lamps and the eight wax candles on my 
mantelpiece, as if with this light I could discover him. 

My bedstead, my old oak post bedstead, stood opposite to me; 
on my right was the fireplace; on my left, the door which was care- 
fully closed, after I had left it open for some time in order to 
attract him; behind me was a very high wardrobe with a looking 
glass in it, before which I stood to shave and dress every day, 
and in which I was in the habit of glancing at myself from head 
to foot every time I passed it. 

I pretended to be writing in order to deceive him, for he also 
was watching me, and suddenly I felt— I was certain that he was 
reading over my shoulder, that he was there, touching my ear. 

I got up, my hands extended, and turned round so quickly that 
I almost fell. Eh! welP It was as bright as at midday, but I did not 
see my reflection in the mirror! It was empty, clear, profound, 
full of light! But my figure was not reflected in it— and I, I was 
opposite to it! I saw the large, clear glass from top to bottom, 
and I looked at it with unsteady eyes; and I did not dare to ad- 
vance; I did not venture to make a movement, feeling that he 
was there, but that he would escape me again, he whose imper- 
ceptible body had absorbed my reflection. 

How frightened I was! And then, suddenly, I began to see 
myself in a mist in the depths of the looking glass, in a mist as it 
were a sheet of water; and it seemed to me as if this water were 
flowing clearer every moment. It was like the end of an eclipse. 
Whatever it was that hid me did not appear to possess any clearly 
defined outlines, but a sort of opaque transparency which grad- 

ually grew clearer. 
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At last I was able to distinguish myself completely, as I do 
every day when I look at myself. 

I had seen itl And the horror of it remained with me, and makes 
me shudder even now. 

August 30. How could I kill it, as I could not get hold of it? 
Poison? But it would see me mix it with the water; and then, 
would our poisons have any effect on its impalpable body? No- 
no— no doubt about the matter— Then— then?— 

August 31.I sent for a blacksmith from Rouen, and ordered 
iron shutters for my room, such as some private hotels in Paris 
have on the ground floor, for fear of burglars, and he is going to 
make me an iron door as well. I have made myself out a coward, 
but I do not care about thatl 

September 10.— Rouen, Hotel Continental. It is done— it is 
done— but is he dead? My mind is thoroughly upset by what I 
have seen. 

Well then, yesterday, the locksmith having put on the iron 
shutters and door, I left everything open until midnight, although 
it was getting cold. 

Suddenly I felt that he was there, and joy, mad joy, took pos- 
session of me. I got up softly, and walked up and down for some 
time, so that he might not suspect anything; then I took off my 
boots and put on my slippers carelessly, then I fastened the iron 
shutters, and, going back to the door, quickly double-locked it 
with a padlock, putting the key into my pocket. 

Suddenly 1 noticed that he was moving restlessly round me, 
that in his turn he was frightened and was ordering me to let 
him out I nearly yielded, I did not, however, but, putting my 
back to the door, I half opened it, just enough to allow me to go 
out backward, and as I am very tall my head touched the casing. 
I was sure that he had not been able to escape, and I shut him 
up quite alone, quite alone. What happiness! I had him fast 
Then I ran downstairs; m the drawing-room, which was under 
my bedroom, I took the two lamps and I poured all the oil on the 
carpet, the furniture, everywhere; then I set fire to it and made 
my escape, after having carefully double-locked the doot 
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I went and hid myself at the bottom of the garden, in a clump 
of laurel bushes. How long it seemedl How long it seemedl 
Everything was dark, silent, motionless, not a breath of air and 
not a star, but heavy banks of clouds which one could not see, .but 
which weighed, oh, so heavily on my soul. 

I looked at my house and waited. How long it wasl I already 
began to think that the fire had gone out of its own accord, or 
that he had extinguished it, when one of the lower windows 
gave way under the violence of the flames, and a long, soft, 
caressing sheet of red flame mounted up the white wall, and en- 
veloped it as far as the roof. The light fell on the trees, the 
branches, and the leaves, and a shiver of fear pervaded them alsol 
The birds awoke, a dog began to howl, and it seemed to me as if 
the day were breaking! Almost immediately two other windows 
flew into fragments, and I saw that the whole of the lower part 
of my house was nothing but a terrible furnace. But a cry, a hor- 
rible, shrill, heartrending cry, a woman’s cry, sounded through 
the night, and two garret windows were opened! I had forgotten 
the servants! I saw their terror-stricken faces, and their arms 
waving frantically. 

Then, overwhelmed with horror, I set off to run to the village, 
shouting: “Help! help! fire! fire!" I met some people who were 
already coming to the scene, and I returned with them. 

By this time the house was nothing but a horrible and mag- 
nificent funeral pile, a monstrous funeral pile which lit up the 
whole country, a funeral pile where men were burning, and 
where he was burning also. He, He, my prisoner, that new Being, 
the new master, the Horla! 

Suddenly the whole roof fell in between the walls, and a vol- 
cano of flames darted up to the sky. Through all the windows 
which opened on that furnace, I saw the flames darting, and I 
thought that he was there, in that kiln, dead. 

Dead? Perhaps.— His body? Was not his body, which was trans- 
parent, indestructible by such means as would kill ours? 

If he were not dead?— Perhaps time alone has power over that 
Invisible and Redoubtable Being. Why this transparent, unrecog- 

[4 7 * J 



Tales of the Supernatural 

nizable body, this body belonging to a spirit, if it also has to fear 
ills, infirmities and premature destruction? 

Premature destruction? All human terror springs from thatl 
After man, the Horla. After him who can die every day, at any 
hour, at any moment, by any accident, comes the one who will 
die only at his own proper hour, day, and minute, because he has 
touched the limits of his existencel 
No-no-without any doubt-he is not dead-Then-then-I 
suppose I must kill myself! . . . 
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18} 0-189} 

Was It a Dream? 


1 had loved her madly! 

Why does one love? Why does one love? How queer it is to see 
only one being m the world, to have only one thought in one’s 
mind, only one desire in the heart and only one name on the lips— 
a name which comes up continually, rising, like the water in a 
spring, from the depths of the soul to the lips, a name which one 
repeats over and over again, which one whispers ceaselessly, 
everywhere, like a prayer, 

I am going to tell you our story, for love has only one, which is 
always the same. I met her and lived on her tenderness, on her 
caresses, in her arms, in her dresses, on her words, so completely 
wrapped up, bound and absoibed in everything which came 
from her that I no longer fared whether it was day or night, or 
whether I was dead or alive, on this old earth of ours. 

And then she died How? I do not know; I no longer know any- 
thing. But one evening she came home wet, foi it was raining 
heavily, and the next day she coughed, and she coughed for 
about a week and took to hei bed What happened I do not re- 
member now, but doctors came, wrote, and went away. Medicines 
were brought, and some women made her drink them. Her hands 
were hot, her forehead was burning, and her eyes were bright 
and sad. When I spoke to her she answered me, but I do not re- 
member what we said. I have forgotten everything, everything, 
everything! She died, and I very well remember her slight, feeble 
sigh The nurse said- “Ah!” and 1 understood; I understood! 

I knew nothing more, nothing. I saw a priest who said: "Your 
mistress?” And it seemed to me as if he were insulting her. As she 
was dead, nobody had the right to say that any longer, and 1 
turned him out. Another came who was very kind and tender, 
and I shed tears when he spoke to me about her. 

They consulted me about the funeral, but I do not remember 
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anything that they said, though I recollect the coffin and the 
sound of the hammer when they nailed her down in it. OhI God, 
God! 

She was buried! Buried' She! In that hole' Some people came— 
female friends. I made my escape and ran away. I ran and then 
walked through the streets, went home and the next day started 
on a journey. 

Yesterday 1 returned to Paris, and when I saw my room again— 
our room, our bed, our furniture, everything that remains of the 
life of a human being after death— I was seized by such a violent 
attack of fresh grief that I felt like opening the window and 
throwing myself out into the street. I could not remain any 
longer among these things, between these walls which had in- 
closed and sheltered her, which retained a thousand atoms of her, 
of her skin and of her breath, in their imperceptible crevices. I 
took up my hat to make my escape, and just as I reached the door 
I passed the large glass in the hall, which she had put there so that 
she might look at herself every day from head to foot as she went 
out, to see if her toilet looked well and was correct and pretty, 
from her little boots to her bonnet. 

I stopped short in front of that looking glass in which she had so 
often been reflected— so often, so often, that it must have retained 
her reflection. I was standing there trembling, with my eyes fixed 
on the glass— on that flat, profound, empty glass-which had con- 
tained her entirely and had possessed her as much as I, as my pas- 
sionate looks had. I felt as if I loved that glass. I touched it; it was 
cold. Oh, the recollection! Sorrowful mirror, burning mirror, 
horrible mirror, to make men suffer such torments' Happy is the 
man whose heart forgets everything that it has contained, every- 
thing that has passed before it, everything that has looked at itself 
in it or has been reflected in its affection, in its love! How I suffer! 

I went out without knowing it, without wishing it, and toward 
the cemetery. I found her simple grave, a white marble cross, with 
these few words: 


She loved, was loved, and died . 
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She is there below, decayed! How horrible! I sobbed with my 
forehead on the ground, and I stopped there for a long time, a 
long time. Then I saw that it was getting dark, and a strange, 
mad wish, the wish of a despairing lover, seized me. I wished to 
pass the night, the last night, in weeping on her grave. But I 
should be seen and driven out. How was I to manage? I was cun- 
ning and got up and began to roam about m that city of the dead. 
I walked and walked. How small this city is in comparison with 
the other, the city in which we live. And yet how much more 
numerous the dead are than the living. We need high houses, 
wide streets and much room for the four generations which see 
the daylight at the same time, drink water from the spring and 
wine from the vines, and eat bread from the plains 

And for all the generations of the dead, for all that ladder of 
humanity that has descended down to us, there is scarcely any- 
thing, scarcely anything! The earth takes them back, and oblivion 
effaces them. Adieu! 

At the end of the cemetery, I suddenly perceived that I was in 
its oldest part, where those who had been dead a long time are 
mingling with the soil, where the crosses themselves are decayed, 
where possibly newcomers will be put tomorrow. It is full of un- 
tended roses, of strong and dark cypress trees— a sad and beautiful 
garden, nourished on human flesh. 

I was alone, perfectly alone. So I crouched under a green tree 
and hid myself there completely amid the thick and sombet 
branches. I waited, clinging to the trunk as a shipwrecked man 
does to a plank. 

When it was quite dark I left my refuge and began to walk 
softly, slowly, inaudibly, through that ground full of dead peo 
pie. I wandered about for a long time, but could not find heT 
tomb again. I went on with extended arms, knocking against the 
tombs with my hands, my feet, my knees, my chest, even with my 
head, without being able to find her. I groped about like a blind 
man seeking his way, I felt the stones, the crosses, the iron rail- 
ings, the metal wreaths and the wreaths of faded flowers! I read 
the names with my fingers, by passing them over the letters. 
What a night! What a night! I could not find her again! 
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There was no moon. What a nightl I was frightened, horribly 
frightened in those narrow paths between two rows of graves. 
Gravesl Graves! Graves! Nothing but graves! On my right, on my 
left, in front of me, around me, everywhere there were gravesl 
I sat down on one of them, for I could not walk any longer; my 
knees were so weak. I could hear my heart beat! And I heard some- 
thing else as well. What? A confused, nameless noise. Was the 
noise in my head, in the impenetrable night, or beneath the mys- 
terious earth, the earth sown with human corpses? I looked all 
around me, but I cannot say how long I remained there; I was 
paralyzed with terror, cold with fright, ready to shout out, ready 
to die. 

Suddenly it seemed to me that the slab of marble on which I was 
silting was moving. Certainly it was moving, as if it were being 
raised. With a bound I sprang onto the neighboring tomb, and 
I saw, yes, I distinctly saw the stone which I had just quitted rise 
upright. Then the dead person appeared, a naked skeleton, push- 
ing the stone back with its bent back. I saw it quite clearly, al- 
though the night was so dark On the cross I could read- 

Here lies Jacques Olivant, who died, at the age of fifty-one. He 
loved his family, was kind and honorable, and died in the grace of 
the Lord. 

The dead man also read what was inscribed on the tombstone; 
then he picked up a stone off the path, a little, pointed stone, 
and began to scrape the letters carefully. He slowly effaced them, 
and with the hollows of his eyes he looked at the place where 
they had been engraved Then, with the tip of the bone that had 
been his forefinger, he wrote in luminous letters, like those lines 
which boys trace on walls with the tip of a lucifer match: 

Here reposes Jacques Olivant, who died at the age of fifty-one. 
He hastened his father’s death by his unkindness, as he wished to 
inherit his fortune; he tortured his wife, tormented his children, 
deceived his neighbors, robbed everyone he could, and died 
wretched. 


U76] 



Was It a Dream f 

When he had finished writing, the dead man stood motionless, 
looking at his work. On turning around I saw that all the graves 
were open, that all the dead bodies had emerged from them and 
that all had effaced the lines inscribed on the gravestones by their 
relations, substituting the truth instead. And I saw that all had 
been the tormentors of their neighbors— malicious, dishonest, 
hypocrites, liars, rogues, calumniators, envious; that they had 
stolen, deceived, performed every disgraceful, every abominable 
action, these good fathers, these faithful wives, these devoted 
sons, these chaste daughters, these honest tradesmen, these men 
and women who were called irreproachable. They were all writ- 
ing at the same time, on the threshold of their eternal abode, the 
truth, the terrible and the holy truth, of which everybody was 
ignorant, or pretended to be ignorant, while they were alive. 

I thought that she also must have written something on her 
tombstone; and now, running without any fear among the half- 
open coffins, among the corpses and skeletons, I went toward her, 
sure that I should find her immediately. I recognized her at once 
without seeing her face, which was covered by the winding sheet; 
and on the marble cross where shortly before I had read; 

She loved, ivas Jewed, and died. 


I now saw: 

Having gone out m the rain one day in order to deceive her 
lover, she caught cold and died. 

It appears that they found me at daybreak, lying on the grave, 
unconscious. 
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The Screaming Skull 


Bom in Italy of American parents, F. Marion Crawford traveled widely in 
Europe and Asia He utilized his observations in the writing of more than forty 
romantic novels, most of which were popular in their day. There was also pub- 
lished posthumously a volume of his supernatural short stories — Wandering Ghosts 
—from which " The Screaming Skull " is taken 


i have often heard it scream. No, I am not nervous, I am not 
imaginative, and I never believed in ghosts, unless that thing 
is one. Whatever it is, it hates me almost as much as it hated 
Luke Pratt, and it screams at me. 

If I were you, I would never tell ugly stories about ingenious 
ways of killing people, for you never can tell but that some one at 
the table may be tired of his or her nearest and dearest. I have 
always blamed myself for Mrs. Pratt’s death, and I suppose I was 
responsible for it in a way, though heaven knows I never wished 
her anything but long life and happiness. If I had not told that 
story she might be alive yet. That is why the thing screams at me, 
I fancy. 

She was a good little woman, with a sweet temper, all things 
considered, and a nice gentle voice; but I remember hearing her 
shriek once when she thought her little boy was killed by a pistol 
that went off, though every one was sure that it was not loaded. 
It was the same scream; exactly the same, with a sort of rising 
quaver at the end; do you know what I mean? Unmistakable. 

The truth is, I had not realised that the doctor and his wife 
were not on good terms. They used to bicker a bit now and then 
when I was here, and I often noticed that little Mrs. Pratt got 
very red and bit her lip hard to keep her temper, while Luke grew 
pale and said the most offensive things. He was that sort when 
he was in the nursery, I remember, and afterward at school. He 
was my cousin, you know; that is how I came by this house; after 
he died, and his boy Charley was killed in South Africa, there were 
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no relations left. Yes, it’s a pretty little property, just the sort of 
thing for an old sailor like me who has taken to gardening. 

One always remembers one’s mistakes much more vividly than 
one’s cleverest things, doesn't one? I've often noticed it. I was 
dining with the Pratts one night, when I told them the story that 
afterwards made so much difference. It was a wet night in Novem- 
ber, and the sea was moaning. Hushl— if you don’t speak you will 
hear it now. . . . 

Do you hear the tide? Gloomy sound, isn’t it? Sometimes, 
about this time of year— hallo!— there it isl Don’t be frightened, 
man— it won’t eat you— it’s only a noise, after alll But I’m glad 
you’ve heard it, because there are always people who think it’s 
the wind, or my imagination, or something. You won’t hear it 
again to-night, I fancy, for it doesn’t often come more than once. 
Yes— that’s right. Put another stick on the fire, and a little more 
stuff into that weak mixture you’re so fond of Do you remember 
old Blauklot the carpenter, on that German ship that picked us up 
when the Clontarf went to the bottom? We were hove to in a 
howling gale one night, as snug as you please, with no land within 
five hundred miles, and the ship coming up and falling off as 
regularly as clockwork— “Biddy te boor beebles ashore tis night, 
poys>” old Blauklot sang out, as he went off to his quarters with 
the sail maker. I often think of that, now that I’m ashore for good 
and all. 

Yes, it was on a night like this, when I was at home for a 
spell, waiting to take the Olympia out on her first trip— it was on 
the next voyage that she broke the record, you remembei— but 
that dates it. Ninety-two was the year, early in November. 

The weather was dirty, Pratt was out of temper, and the 
dinner was bad, very bad indeed, which didn’t improve matters, 
and cold, which made it worse. The poor little lady was very 
unhappy about it, and insisted on making a Welsh rarebit on the 
table to counteract the raw turnips and the half-boiled mutton. 
Pratt must have had a hard day. Perhaps he had lost a patient. At 
all events, he was in a nasty temper. 

"My wife is trying to poison me, you seel” he said. “She’ll 
succeed some day.” I saw that she was hurt, and I made believe tr 
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laugh, and said that Mrs. Pratt was much too clever to get rid of 
her husband in such a simple way; and then I began to tell them 
about Japanese tricks with spun glass and chopped horsehair and 
the like. 

Pratt was a doctor, and knew a lot more than I did about such 
things, but that only put me on my mettle, and I told a story about 
a woman in Ireland who did for three husbands before anyone 
suspected foul play. 

Did you never hear that tale? The fourth husband managed to 
keep awake and caught her, and she was hanged. How did she 
do it? She drugged them, and poured melted lead into their ears 
through a little horn funnel when they were asleep. ... No— 
that’s the wind whistling. It’s backing up to the southward again. 
I can tell by the sound. Besides, the other thing doesn’t often 
come more than once in an evening even at this time of year— 
when it happened. Yes, it was in November. Poor Mrs Pratt died 
suddenly in her bed not long after I dined here. I can fix the date, 
because I got the news in New York by the steamer that followed 
the Olympia when I took her out on her first trip You had the 
Leofric the same year? Yes, I remember. What a pair of old buffers 
we are coming to be, you and I. Nearly fifty years since we were 
apprentices together on the Clontarf. Shall you ever forget old 
Blauklot? "Biddy te boor beebles ashore, poysl” Ha, hal Take a 
little more, with all that water. It’s the old Hulstkamp I found 
in the cellar when this house came to me, the same I brought 
Luke from Amsterdam five-and-twenty years ago He had never 
touched a drop of it. Perhaps he’s sorry now, poor fellow 

Where did I leave off? I told you that Mrs. Pratt died suddenly— 
yes Luke must have been lonely here after she was dead, I 
should think; I came to see him now and then, and he looked 
worn and nervous, and told me that his practice was growing too 
heavy for him, though he wouldn’t take an assistant on any ac- 
count. Years went on, and his son was killed in South Africa, and 
after that he began to be queer. There was something about him 
not like other people. I believe he kept his senses in his profession 
to the end; there was no complaint of his having made bad mis- 
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takes in cases, or anything of that sort, but he had a look about 
him— 

Luke was a red-headed man with a pale face when he was 
young, and he was never stout, in middle age he turned a sandy 
grey, and after his son died he grew thinner and thinner, till his 
head looked like a skull with parchment stretched over it very 
tight, and his eyes had a sort of glare in them that was very dis- 
agreeable to look at. 

He had an old dog that poor Mrs. Pratt had been fond of, and 
that used to follow her everywhere. He was a bulldog, and the 
sweetest tempered beast you ever saw, though he had a way of 
hitching his upper lip behind one of his fangs that frightened 
strangers a good deal. Sometimes, of an evening, Pratt and 
Bumble— that was the dog’s name— used to sit and look at each 
other a long time, thinking about old times, I suppose, when 
Luke’s wife used to sit in that chair you’ve got. That was always 
her place, and this was the doctor’s, where I’m sitting Bumble 
used to climb up by the footstool— he was old and fat by that time, 
and could not jump much, and his teeth were getting shaky He 
would look steadily at Luke, and Luke looked steadily at the dog, 
his face growing more and more like a skull with two little coals 
for eyes; and after about five minutes or so, though it may have 
been less, old Bumble would suddenly begin to shake all over, and 
all on a sudden he would set up an awful howl, as if he had been 
shot, and tumble out of the easy-chair and trot away, and hide 
himself under the sideboard, and lie there making odd noises. 

Considering Pratt’s looks in those last months, the thing is not 
surprising, you know. I’m not nervous or imaginative, but I can 
quite believe he might have sent a sensitive woman into hysterics 
—his head looked so much like a skull in parchment. 

At last I came down one day before Christmas, when my ship 
was in dock and I had three weeks off. Bumble was not about, and 
I said casually that I supposed the old dog was dead. 

"Yes,” Pratt answered, and I thought there was something odd 
in his tone even before he went on after a little pause. “I killed 
him,” he said presently. “I could stand it no longer." 
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I asked what it was that Luke could not stand, though I guessed 
well enough. 

“He had a way of sitting in her chair and glaring at me, and 
then howling.” Luke shivered a little. “He didn’t suffer at all, 
poor old Bumble,” he went on in a hurry, as if he thought I might 
imagine he had been cruel. “I put dionine into his drink to make 
him sleep soundly, and then I chloroformed him gradually, so 
that he could not have felt suffocated even if he was dreaming. 
It’s been quieter since then.” 

I wondered what he meant, for the words slipped out as if he 
could not help saying them. I’ve understood since. He meant that 
he did not hear that noise so often after the dog was out of the 
way. Perhaps he thought at first that it was old Bumble in the yard 
howling at the moon, though it’s not that kind of noise, is it? Be- 
sides, I know what it is, if Luke didn’t. It’s only a noise after all, 
and a noise never hurt anybody yet. But he was much more 
imaginative than I am. No doubt there really is something about 
this place that I don’t understand, but when I don’t understand 
a thing, I call it a phenomenon, and I don’t take it for granted 
that it’s going to kill me, as he did. I don’t understand everything, 
by long odds, nor do you, nor does any man who has been to sea. 
We used to talk of tidal waves, for instance, and we could not ac- 
count for them; now we account for them by calling them sub- 
marine earthquakes, and we branch off into fifty theories, any one 
of which might make earthquakes quite comprehensible if we 
only knew what they were. I fell in with one of them once, and 
the inkstand flew straight up from the table against the ceiling of 
my cabin. The same thing happened to Captain Lecky— I dare say 
you’ve read about it in his “Wrinkles.” Very good. If that sort of 
thing took place ashore, in this room for instance, a nervous per- 
son would talk about spirits and levitation and fifty things that 
mean nothing, instead of just quietly setting it down as a “phe- 
nomenon” that has not been explained yet. My view of that voice, 
you see. 

Besides, what is there to prove that Luke killed his wife? I 
would not even suggest such a thing to anyone but you. After 
all, there was nothing but the coincidence that poor little Mrs. 
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Pratt died suddenly in her bed a few days after I told that story 
at dinner. She was not the only woman who ever died like that. 
Luke got the doctor over from the next parish, and they agreed 
that she had died of something the matter with her heart. Why 
not? It’s common enough. 

Of course, there was the ladle. I never told anybody about 
that, and it made me start when I found it in the cupboard in the 
bedroom. It was new, too— a little tinned iron ladle that had not 
been in the fire more than once or twice and there was some lead 
in it that had been melted, and stuck to the bottom of the bowl, 
all grey, with hardened dross on it. But that proves nothing. A 
country doctor is generally a handy man, who does everything for 
himself, and Luke may have had a dozen reasons for melting a 
little lead in a ladle. He was fond of sea-fishing, for instance, and 
he may have cast a sinker for a night-line; perhaps it was a weight 
for the hall clock, or something like that. All the same, when I 
found it I had a rather queer sensation, because it looked so much 
like the thing I had described when I told them the story. Do you 
understand? It affected me unpleasantly, and I threw it away, it’s 
at the bottom of the sea a mile from the Spit, and it will be jolly 
well rusted beyond recognising if it’s ever washed up by the tide. 

You see, Luke must have bought it m the village, years ago, 
for the man sells just such ladles still. I suppose they are used in 
cooking. In any case, there was no reason why an inquisitive 
housemaid should find such a thing lying about, with lead in it, 
and wonder what it was, and perhaps talk to the maid who heard 
me tell the story at dinner— for that girl married the plumber’s 
son in the village, and may remember the whole thing. 

You understand me, don’t you? Now that Luke Pratt is dead 
and gone, and lies buried beside his wife, with an honest man’s 
tombstone at his head, I should not care to stir up anything that 
could hurt his memory. They are both dead, and their son, too. 
There was trouble enough about Luke’s death, as it was. 

How? He was found dead on the beach one morning, and 
there was a coroner’s inquest. There were marks on his throat, but 
he had not been robbed. The verdict was that he had come to his 
end "By the hands or teeth of some person or animal unknown,” 
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for half the jury thought it might have been a big dog that had 
thrown him down and gripped his windpipe, though the skin of 
his throat was not broken. No one knew at what time he had gone 
out, nor where he had been. He was found lying on his back above 
high-water mark, and an old cardboard bandbox that had be- 
longed to his wife lay under his hand, open. The lid had fallen 
off. He seemed to have been carrying home a skull in the box- 
doctors are fond of collecting such things. It had rolled out and 
lay near his head, and it was a remarkably fine skull, rather small, 
beautifully shaped and very white, with perfect teeth. That is to 
say, the upper jaw was perfect, but there was no lower one at all, 
when I first saw it. 

Yes, I found it here when I came. You see, it was very white 
and polished, like a thing meant to be kept under a glass case, and 
the people did not know where it came from, nor what to do with 
it; so they put it back into the bandbox and set it on the shelf 
of the cupboard in the best bedroom, and of course they showed 
it to me when I took possession. I was taken down to the beach, 
too, to be shown the place where Luke was found, and the old 
fisherman explained just how he was lying, and the skull beside 
him. The only point he could not explain was why the skull had 
rolled up the sloping sand toward Luke’s head instead of rolling 
downhill to his feet. It did not seem odd to me at the time, but I 
have often thought of it since, for the place is rather steep. I’ll 
take you there to-morrow if you like— I made a sort of cairn of 
stones there afterward. 

When he fell down, or was thrown down— whichever hap- 
pened— the bandbox struck the sand, and the lid came off, and the 
thing came out and ought to have rolled down. But it didn’t. It 
was close to his head, almost touching it, and turned with the face 
toward it. I say it didn’t strike me as odd when the man told me, 
but I could not help thinking about it afterward, again and again, 
till I saw a picture of it all when I closed my eyes, and then I be- 
gan to ask myself why the plaguy thing had rolled up instead of 
down, and why it had stopped near Luke’s head instead of any- 
where else, a yard away, for instance. 

You naturally want to know what conclusion I reached, don’t 
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you? None that at all explained the rolling, at all events. But T 
got something else into my head, after a time, that made me feel 
downright uncomfortable. 

Oh, I don’t mean as to anything supernatural! There may be 
ghosts, or there may not be. If there are, I’m not inclined to be- 
lieve that they can hurt living people except by frightening them , 
and, for my part, I would rather face any shape of ghost than a 
fog in the Channel when it’s crowded. No. What bothered me was 
just a foolish idea, that’s all, and I cannot tell how it began, not 
what made it giow till it turned into a certainty. 

I was thinking about Luke and his poor wife one evening 
over my pipe and a dull book, when it occurred to me that the 
skull might possibly be hers, and I have never got rid of the 
thought since. You’ll tell me there’s no sense in it, no doubt, that 
Mrs. Pratt was buried like a Christian and is lying in the 
churchyard where they put her, and that it’s perfectly monstrous 
to suppose her husband kept her skull in her old bandbox in his 
bedroom. All the same, in the face of reason, and common sense, 
and probability, I’m convinced that he did. Doctors do all sorts 
of queer things that would make men like you and me feel 
creepy, and those are just the things that don’t seem probable, 
nor logical, nor sensible to us. 

Then, don’t you see?— if it really was her skull, poor woman, 
the only way of accounting for his having it is that he really 
killed her, and did it in that way, as the woman killed her hus- 
bands in the story, and that he was afraid there might be an ex- 
amination some day which would betray him. You see, I told that 
too, and I believe it had really happened some fifty or sixty years 
ago. They dug up the three skulls, you know, and there was a small 
lump of lead rattling about in each one. That was what hanged 
the woman. Luke remembered that, I’m sure. I don’t want to 
know what he did when he thought of it; my taste never ran in the 
direction of horrors, and I don’t fancy you care for them either, 
do you? No. If you did, you might supply what is wanting to the 
story. 

It must have been rather grim, eh? I wish I did not see the 
whole thing so distinctly, just as everything must have happened, 
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He took it the night before she was buried, I’m sure, after the 
coffin had been shut, and when the servant girl was asleep. I 
would bet anything, that when he’d got it, he put something 
under the sheet in its place, to fill up and look like it. What do you 
suppose he put there, under the sheet? 

I don’t wonder you take me up on what I’m sayingl First I tell 
you that I don’t want to know what happened, and that I hate 
to think about horrors, and then I describe the whole thing to 
you as if I had seen it. I’m quite sure that it was her workbag 
that he put there. I remember the bag very well, for she always 
used it of an evening; it was made of brown plush, and when it was 
stuffed full it was about the size of— you understand. Yes, there I 
am, at it again! You may laugh at me, but you don’t live here 
alone, where it was done, and you didn’t tell Luke the story about 
the melted lead. I’m not nervous, I tell you, but sometimes I begin 
to feel that I understand why some people are. I dwell on all this 
when I’m alone, and I dream of it, and when that thing screams 
—well, frankly, I don’t like the noise any more than you do, 
though I should be used to it by this time. 

I ought not to be nervous. I’ve sailed in a haunted ship. There 
was a Man in the Top, and two-thirds of the crew died of the 
West Coast fever inside of ten days after we anchored; but I was 
all right, then and afterward. I have seen some ugly sights, too, 
just as you have, and all the rest of us. But nothing ever stuck in 
my head in the way this does. 

You see, I’ve tried to get rid of the thing, but it doesn’t like 
that. It wants to be there in its place, in Mrs. Pratt’s bandbox in 
the cupboard in the best bedroom. It’s not happy anywhere else. 
How do I know that? Because I’ve tried it. You don’t suppose that 
I’ve not tried, do you? As long as it’s there it only screams now 
and then, generally at this time of year, but if I put it out of the 
house it goes on all night, and no servant will stay here twenty- 
four hours. As it is, I’ve often been left alone and have been 
obliged to shift for myself for a fortnight at a time. No one from 
the village would ever pass a night under the roof now, and as 
for selling the place, or even letting it, that’s out of the question. 
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The old women say that if I stay here I shall come to a bad end 
myself before long. 

I’m not afraid of that. You smile at the mere idea that anyone 
could take such nonsense seriously. Quite right. It’s utterly blat- 
ant nonsense, I agree with you. Didn’t I tell you that it’s only 
a noise after all when you started and looked round as if you ex- 
pected to see a ghost standing behind your chair? 

I may be all wrong about the skull, and I like to think that I 
am— when I can. It may be just a fine specimen which Luke got 
somewhere long ago, and what rattles about inside when you 
shake it may be nothing but a pebble, or a bit of hard clay, or 
anything. Skulls that have lain long in the ground generally have 
something inside them that rattles, don’t they? No, I’ve never 
tried to get it out, whatever it is; I’m afraid it might be lead, 
don’t you see? And if it is, I don’t want to know the fact, for I’d 
much rather not be sure If it really is lead, I killed her quite as 
much as if I had done the deed myself Anybody must see that, I 
should think. As long as I don’t know for certain, I have the con- 
solation of saying that it’s all utterly ridiculous nonsense, that 
Mrs. Pratt died a natural death and that the beautiful skull be- 
longed to Luke when he was a student in London. But if I were 
quite sure, I believe I should have to leave the house, indeed I do, 
most certainly. As it is, I had to give up trying to sleep in the best 
bedroom where the cupboard is. 

You ask me why I don’t throw it into the pond— yes, but please 
don’t call it a “confounded bugbear”— it doesn’t like being called 
names. 

There! Lord, what a shriek! I told you so! You’re quite pale, 
man. Fill up your pipe and draw your chair nearer to the fire, 
and take some more drink. Old Hollands never hurt anybody yet. 
I’ve seen a Dutchman in Java drink half a jug of Hulstkamp in a 
morning without turning a hair. I don’t take much rum myself, 
because it doesn’t agree with my rheumatism, but you are not 
rheumatic and it won’t damage you. Besides, it’s a very damp 
night outside. The wind is howling again, and it will soon be in 
the south-west; do you hear how the windows rattle? The tide 
must have turned too, by the moaning. 
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We should not have heard the thing again if you had not said 
that. I’m pretty sure we should not. Oh yes, if you choose to 
describe it as a coincidence, you are quite welcome, but I would 
rather that you should not call the thing names again, if you don’t 
mind. It may be that the poor little woman hears, and perhaps it 
hurts her, don’t you know? Ghosts? Nol You don’t call anything 
a ghost that you can take in your hands and look at in broad 
daylight, and that rattles when you shake it. Do you, now? But 
it’s something that hears and understands; there’s no doubt about 
that. 

I tried sleeping in the best bedroom when I first came to the 
house, just because it was the best and most comfortable, but 
I had to give it up. It was their room, and there’s the big bed she 
died in, and the cupboard is in the thickness of the wall, near the 
head, on the left. That’s where it likes to be kept, in its bandbox. 
I only used the room for a fortnight after I came, and then I 
turned out and took the little room downstairs, next to the surg- 
ery, where Luke used to sleep when he expected to be called to a 
patient during the night. 

I was always a good sleeper ashore; eight hours is my dose, 
eleven to seven when I’m alone, twelve to eight when I have a 
friend with me. But I could not sleep after three o’clock in the 
morning in that room— a quarter past, to be accurate— as a matter 
of fact, I timed it with my old pocket chronometer, which still 
keeps good time, and it was always at exactly seventeen minutes 
past three. I wonder whether that was the hour when she died? 

It was not what you have heard. If it had been that, I could 
not have stood it two nights. It was just a start and a moan and 
hard breathing for a few seconds in the cupboard, and it could 
never have waked me under ordinary circumstances, I’m sure. I 
suppose you are like me in that, and we are just like other people 
who have been to sea. No natural sounds disturb us at all, not all 
the racket of a square-rigger hove to in a heavy gale, or rolling on 
her beam ends before the wind. But if a lead pencil gets adrift 
and rattles in the drawer of your cabin table you are awake in a 
moment. Just so— you always understand. Very well, the noise in 
the cupboard was no louder than that, but it waked me instantly. 
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I said it was like a “start.” I know what I mean, but it’s hard to 
explain without seeming to talk nonsense. Of course you cannot 
exactly “hear” a person “start”; at the most, you might hear the 
quick drawing of the breath between the parted lips and closed 
teeth, and the almost imperceptible sound of clothing that moved 
suddenly though very slightly. It was like that. 

You know how one feels what a sailing vessel is going to do, 
two or three seconds before she does it, when one has the wheel. 
Riders say the same of a horse, but that’s less strange, because the 
horse is a live animal with feelings of its own, and only poets and 
landsmen talk about a ship being alive, and all that. But l have 
always felt somehow that besides being a steaming machine or a 
sailing machine for carrying weights, a vessel at sea is a sensitive 
instrument, and a means of communication between nature and 
man, and most particularly the man at the wheel, if she is steered 
by hand. She takes her impressions directly from wind and sea, 
tide and stream, and transmits them to the man’s hand, just as the 
wireless telegraphy picks up the interrupted currents aloft and 
turns them out below in the form of a message. 

You see what I am driving at; I felt that something started in 
the cupboard, and I felt it so vividly that I heard it, though there 
may have been nothing to hear, and the sound inside my head 
waked me suddenly. But I really heard the other noise It was as 
if it were muffled inside a box, as far away as if it came through a 
long-distance telephone; and yet I knew that it was inside the 
cupboard near the head of my bed. My hair did not bristle and my 
blood did not run cold that time. I simply resented being waked 
up by something that had no business to make a noise, any more 
than a pencil should rattle in the drawer of rny cabin table on 
board ship For I did not understand; I just supposed that the cup- 
board had some communication with the outside air, and that the 
wind had got in and was moaning through it with a sort of very 
faint screech. I struck a light and looked at my watch, and it was 
seventeen minutes past three. Then I turned over and went to 
sleep on my right ear. That’s my good one; I’m pretty deaf with 
the other, for I struck the water with it when I was a lad in diving 
from the fore-topsail yard. Silly thing to do, it was, but the result 
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is very convenient when I want to go to sleep when there’s a noise. 

That was the first night, and the same thing happened again 
and several times afterward, but not regularly, though it was 
always at the same time, to a second; perhaps I was sometimes 
sleeping on my good ear, and sometimes not. I overhauled the 
cupboard and there was no way by which the wind could get in, 
or anything else, for the door makes a good fit, having been 
meant to keep out moths, I suppose; Mrs. Pratt must have kept 
her winter things in it, for it still smells of camphor and turpen- 
tine. 

After about a fortnight I had had enough of the noises. So far I 
had said to myself that it would be silly to yield to it and take the 
skull out of the room. Things always look differently by daylight, 
don’t they? But the voice grew louder— I suppose one may call 
it a voice— and it got inside my deaf ear, too, one night I realised 
that when I was wide awake, for my good ear was jammed down 
on the pillow, and I ought not to have heard a foghorn in that 
position But I heard that, and it made me lose my temper, unless 
it scared me, for sometimes the two are not far apart. I struck 
a light and got up, and I opened the cupboard, grabbed the 
bandbox and threw it out of the window, as far as I could. 

Then my hair stood on end. The thing screamed in the air, 
like a shell from a twelve-inch gun. It fell on the other side of the 
road. The night was very dark, and I could not see it fall, but I 
know it fell beyond the road. The window is just over the front 
door, it’s fifteen yards to the fence, more or less, and the road is 
ten yards wide There’s a thickset hedge beyond, along the glebe 
that belongs to the vicarage. 

I did not sleep much more that night. It was not more than half 
an hour after I had thrown the bandbox out when I heard a 
shriek outside— like what we’ve had to-night, but worse, more 
despairing, I should call it; and it may have been my imagination, 
but I could have sworn that the screams came nearer and nearer 
each time. I lit a pipe, and walked up and down for a bit, and 
then took a book and sat up reading, but I’ll be hanged if I can 
remember what I read nor even what the book was, for every now 
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and then a shriek came up that would have made a dead man turn 
in his coffin. 

A little before dawn some one knocked at the front door. There 
was no mistaking that for anything else, and I opened my win- 
dow and looked down, for I guessed that someone wanted the 
doctor, supposing that the new man had taken Luke’s house It 
was rather a relief to hear a human knock after that awful noise. 

You cannot see the door from above, owing to the little porch. 
The knocking came again, and I called out, asking who was 
there, but nobody answered, though the knock was repeated. I 
sang out again, and said that the doctor did not live here any 
longer. There was no answer, but it occurred to me that it might 
be some old countryman who was stone deaf. So I took my candle 
and went down to open the door. Upon my word, I was not 
thinking of the thing yet, and I had almost forgotten the other 
noises. I went down convinced that I should find somebody out- 
side, on the doorstep, with a message. I set the candle on the hall 
table, so that the wind should not blow it out when I opened. 
While I was drawing the old-fashioned bolt I heard the knocking 
again. It was not loud, and it had a queer, hollow sound, now that 
1 was close to it, I remember, but I certainly thought it was made 
by some person who wanted to get in. 

It wasn’t. There was nobody there, but as I opened the door 
inward, standing a little on one side, so as to see out at once, 
something rolled across the threshold and stopped against my foot 

I drew back as I felt it, for I knew what it was before I looked 
down. I cannot tell you how I knew, and it seemed unreasonable, 
for I am still quite sure that I had thrown it across the road. It’s 
a French window, that opens wide, and I got a good swing when 
I flung it out. Besides, when I went out early in the morning, I 
found the bandbox beyond the thick hedge. 

You may think it opened when I threw it, and that the skull 
dropped out, but that’s impossible, for nobody could throw an 
empty cardboard box so far. It’s out of the question; you might 
as well try to fling a ball of paper twenty-five yards, or a blown 
bird’s egg. 

To go back, I shut and bolted the hall door, picked the thing 
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up carefully, and put it on the table beside the candle. I did that 
mechanically, as one instinctively does the right thing in danger 
without thinking at all— unless one does the opposite. It may seem 
odd, but I believe my first thought had been that somebody might 
come and find me there on the threshold while it was resting 
against my foot, lying a little on its side, and turning one hollow 
eye up at my face, as if it meant to accuse me. And the light and 
shadow from the candle played in the hollows of the eyes as it 
stood on the table, so that they seemed to open and shut at me. 
Then the candle went out quite unexpectedly, though the door 
was fastened and there was not the least draught, and I used up at 
least half a dozen matches before it would bum again. 

I sat down rather suddenly, without quite knowing why. Prob- 
ably I had been badly frightened, and perhaps you will admit 
there was no great shame in being scared. The thing had come 
home, and it wanted to go upstairs, back to its cupboard. I sat 
still and stared at it for a bit, till I began to feel very cold; then 
I took it and carried it up and set it in its place, and I remember 
that I spoke to it, and promised that it should have its bandbox 
again in the morning. 

You want to know whether I stayed in the room till daybreak? 
Yes, but I kept a light burning, and sat up smoking and read- 
ing, most likely out of fright; plain, undeniable fear, and you 
need not call it cowardice either, for that’s not the same thing. 
I could not have stayed alone with that thing in the cupboard; I 
should have been scared to death, though I’m not more timid than 
other people. Confound it all, man, it had crossed the road alone, 
and had got up the doorstep and had knocked to be let in. 

When the dawn came, I put on my boots and went out to find 
the bandbox. I had to go a good way round, by the gate near the 
highroad, and I found the box open and hanging on the other 
side of the hedge. It had caught on the twigs by the string, and 
the lid had fallen off and was lying on the ground below it. That 
shows that it did not open till it was well over; and if it had not 
opened as soon as it left my hand, what was inside it must have 
gone beyond the road too. 

That’s all. I took the box upstairs to the cupboard, and put 
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the skull back and locked it up. When the girl brought me my 
breakfast she said she was sorry, but that she must go, and she 
did not care if she lost her month’s wages. I looked at her, and 
her face was a sort of greenish, yellowish white. I pretended to 
be surprised, and asked what was the matter; but that was of no 
use, for she just turned on me and wanted to know whether 1 
meant to stay in a haunted house, and how long I expected to live 
if I did, for though she noticed I was sometimes a little hard of 
hearing, she did not believe that even I could sleep through 
those screams again— and if I could, why had I been moving 
about the house and opening and shutting the front door, be 
tween three and four in the morning? There was no answering 
that, since she had heard me, so off she went, and I was left to 
myself. I went down to the village during the morning and 
found a woman who was willing to come and do the little work 
there is and cook my dinner, on condition that she might go 
home every night. As for me, I moved downstairs that day, and I 
have never tried to sleep in the best bedroom since. After a little 
while I got a brace of middle-aged Scotch servants from London, 
and things were quiet enough for a long time. I began by telling 
them that the house was in a very exposed position, and that the 
wind whistled round it a good deal in the autumn and winter, 
which had given it a bad name in the village, the Cornish people 
being inclined to superstition and telling ghost stories. The two 
hard-faced, sandy-haired sisters almost smiled, and they answered 
with great contempt that they had no great opinion of any 
Southern bogey whatever, having been in service in two English 
haunted houses, where they had never seen so much as the Boy 
in Gray, whom they reckoned no very particular rarity in For- 
farshire. 

They stayed with me several months, and while they were in 
the house we had peace and quiet. One of them is here again now, 
but she went away with her sister within the year. This one— she 
was the cook— married the sexton, who works in my garden. 
That’s the way of it. It’s a small village and he has not much to 
do, and he knows enough about flowers to help me nicely, besides 
doing most of the hard work; for though I’m fond, of exercise. I’m 
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getting a little stiff in the hinges. He’s a sober, silent sort of fel- 
low, who minds his own business, and he was a widower when I 
came here— Treheam is his name, James Treheam. The Scotch 
sisters would not admit that there was anything wrong about the 
house, but when November came they gave me warning that they 
were going, on the ground that the chapel was such a long walk 
from here, being in the next parish, and that they could not pos- 
sibly go to our church. But the younger one came back in the 
spring, and as soon as the banns could be published she was 
married to James Treheam by the vicar, and she seems to have 
had no scruples about hearing him preach since then. I’m quite 
satisfied, if she is! The couple live m a small cottage that looks 
over the churchyard. 

I suppose you are wondering what all this has to do with what 
I was talking about. I’m alone so much that when an old friend 
comes to see me, I sometimes go on talking just for the sake of 
hearing my own voice. But in this case there is really a connection 
of ideas. It was James Treheam who buried poor Mrs. Pratt, 
and her husband after her in tne same grave, and it’s not far from 
the back of his cottage. That’s the connection m my mind, you 
see. It’s plain enough. He knows something; I’m quite sure that 
he does, though he’s such a reticent beggar. 

Yes, I’m alone in the house at night now, for Mrs. Trehearn 
does everything herself, and when I have a friend the sexton’s 
niece comes in to wait on the table. He takes his wife home every 
evening in winter, but in summer, when there’s light, she goes 
by herself. She’s not a nervous woman, but she’s less sure than she 
used to be that there are no bogies in England worth a Scotch- 
woman’s notice. Isn’t it amusing, the idea that Scotland has a 
monopoly of the supernatural? Odd sort of national pride, I call 
that, don’t you? 

That’s a good fire, isn’t it? When driftwood gets started at last 
there’s nothing like it, I think. Yes, we get lots of it, for I’m sorry 
to say there are still a great many wrecks about here. It’s a lonely 
coast, and you may have all the wood you want for the trouble 
of bringing it in. Treheam and I borrow a cart now and then, and 
load it between here and the Spit. I hate a coal fire when I can 
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get wood of any sort. A log is company, even if it’s only a piece 
of a deck beam or timber sawn off, and the salt in it makes pretty 
sparks. See how they fly, like Japanese hand-fireworks! Upon my 
word, with an old friend and a good fire and a pipe, one forgets 
all about that thing upstairs, especially now that the wind har 
moderated. It’s only a lull, though, and it will blow a gale before 
morning. 

You think you would like to see the skull? I’ve no objection. 
There’s no reason why you shouldn’t have a look at it, and you 
never saw a more perfect one in your life, except that there are 
two front teeth missing in the lower jaw. 

Oh yes— I had not told you about the jaw yet. Trehearn found 
it in the garden last spring when he was digging a pit for a new 
asparagus bed. You know we make asparagus beds six or eight 
feet deep here. Yes, yes— I had forgotten to tell you that. He was 
digging straight down, just as he digs a grave; if you want a good 
asparagus bed made, I advise you to get a sexton to make it foi 
you. Those fellows have a wonderful knack at that sort of digging. 

Trehearn had got down about three feet when he cut into a 
mass of white lime in the side of the trench. He had noticed that 
the earth was a little looser there, though he says it had not been 
disturbed for a number of years. I suppose he thought that even 
old lime might not be good for asparagus, so he broke it out and 
threw it up. It was pretty hard, he says, in biggish lumps, and out 
of sheer force of habit he cracked the lumps with his spade as they 
lay outside the pit beside him; the jawbone of a skull dropped out 
of one of the pieces. He thinks he must have knocked out the two 
front teeth in breaking up the lime, but he did not see them any- 
where. He’s a very experienced man in such things, as you may 
imagine, and he said at once that the jaw had probably belonged 
to a young woman, and that the teeth had been complete when 
she died. He brought it to me, and asked me if I wanted to keep 
it; if I did not, he said he would drop it into the next grave he 
made in the churchyard, as he supposed it was a Christian jaw, 
and ought to have decent burial, wherever the rest of the body 
might be. I told him that doctors often put bones into quicklime 
to whiten them nicely, and that I supposed Dr. Pratt had once 
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had a little lime pit in the garden for that purpose, and had for- 
gotten the jaw. Trehearn looked at me quietly. 

“Maybe it fitted that skull that used to be in the cupboard up- 
stairs, sir,” he said. “Maybe Dr. Pratt had put the skull into the 
lime to clean it, or something, and when he took it out he left 
the lower jaw behind. There’s some human hair sticking in the 
lime, sir.” 

I saw there was, and that was what Trehearn said. If he did 
not suspect something, why m the world should he have sug- 
gested that the jaw might fit the skull? Besides, it did. That’s 
proof that he knows more than he cares to tell. Do you suppose 
he looked before she was buried? Or perhaps— when he buried 
Luke in the same grave— 

Well, well, it’s of no use to go over that, is it? I said I would 
keep the jaw with the skull, and I took it upstairs and fitted it into 
its place. There’s not the slightest doubt about the two belonging 
together, and together they are. 

Trehearn knows several things. We were talking about plas- 
tering the kitchen a while ago, and he happened to remember 
that it had not been done since the very week when Mrs. Pratt 
died. He did not say that the mason must have left some lime on 
the place, but he thought it, and that it was the very same lime he 
had found in the aspaiagus pit. He knows a lot. Trehearn is one 
of your silent beggars who can put two and two together. That 
grave is very near the back of his cottage, too, and he’s one of the 
quickest men with a spade I ever saw. If he wanted to know the 
truth, he could, and no one else would ever be the wiser unless 
he chose to tell. In a quiet village like ours, people don’t go and 
spend the night in the churchyard to see whether the sexton pot- 
ters about by himself between ten o’clock and daylight. 

What is awful to think of, is Luke’s deliberation, if he did it; 
his cool certainty that no one would find him out, above all, his 
nerve, for that must have been extraordinary. I sometimes think 
it’s bad enough to live in the place where it was done, if it really 
was done. I always put in the condition, you see, for the sake of 
his memory, and a little bit for my own sake, too. 

I’ll go upstairs and fetch the box in a minute. Let me light my 
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pipe; there’s no hurryl We had supper early, and it’s only half 
past nine o’clock. I never let a friend go to bed before twelve, or 
with less than three glasses— you may have as many more as you 
like, but you shan’t have less, for the sake of old times. 

It’s breezing up again, do you hear? That was only a lull just 
now, and we are going to have a bad night. 

A thing happened that made me start a little when I found 
that the jaw fitted exactly. I’m not very easily startled in that way 
myself, but I have seen people make a quick movement, drawing 
their breath sharply, when they had thought they were alone and 
suddenly turned and saw someone very near them. Nobody can 
call that fear. You wouldn’t, would you? No. Well, just when I 
had set the jaw in its place under the skull, the teeth closed sharply 
on my finger It felt exactly as if it were biting me hard, and I 
confess that I jumped before I realised that I had been pressing 
the jaw and the skull together with my other hand. I assure you 
I was not at all nervous. It was broad daylight, too, and a fine day, 
and the sun was streaming into the best bedroom. It would have 
been absurd to be nervous, and it was only a quick mistaken im- 
pression, but it really made me feel queer. Somehow it made me 
think of the funny verdict of the coroner’s jury on Luke’s death, 
‘'by the hand or teeth of some person or animal unknown.” Ever 
since that I’ve wished I had seen those marks on his throat, 
though the lower jaw was missing then. 

I have often seen a man do insane tilings with his hands that 
he does not realise at all. I once saw a man hanging on by an old 
awning stop with one hand, leaning backward, outboard, with all 
his weight on it, and he was just cutting the stop with the knife in 
his other hand when I got my arms round him. We were in mid- 
ocean, going twenty knots. He had not the smallest idea what he 
was doing; neither had I when I managed to pinch my finger be- 
tween the teeth of that thing. I can feel it now. It was exactly as 
if it were alive and were trying to bite me. It would if it could, 
for I know it hates me, poor thing! Do you suppose that what 
rattles about inside is really a bit of lead? Well, I’ll get the box 
down presently, and if whatever it is happens to drop out into 
your hands that’s your affair. If it’s only a clod of earth or a peb- 
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ble, the whole matter would be off my mind, and I don’t believe 
I should ever think of the skull again; but somehow I cannot 
bring myself to shake out the bit of hard stuff myself. The mere 
idea that it may be lead makes me confoundedly uncomfortable, 
yet I’ve got the conviction that I shall know before long. I shall 
certainly know. I’m sure Treheam knows, but he’s such a silent 
beggar. 

I’ll go upstairs now and get it. What? You had better go with 
me? Ha, hal do you think I’m afraid of a bandbox and a noise? 
Nonsense! 

Bother the candle, it won’t light’ As if the ridiculous thing 
understood what it’s wanted fori Look at that— the third match. 
They light fast enough for my pipe. There, do you see? It’s a 
fresh box, just out of the tin safe where I keep the supply on 
account of the dampness. Oh, you think the wick of the candle 
may be damp, do you? All right. I’ll light the beastly thing in the 
fire That won’t go out, at all events Yes, it sputters a bit, but it 
will keep lighted now. It bums just like any other candle, doesn’t 
it? The fact is, candles are not very good about here. I don’t know 
where they come from, but they have a way of burning low 
occasionally, with a greenish flame that spits tiny sparks, and I’m 
often annoyed by their going out of themselves. It cannot be 
helped, for it will be long before we have electricity m our village. 
It really is rather a poor light, isn’t it? 

You think I had better leave you the candle and take the lamp, 
do you? I don’t like to carry lamps about, that’s the truth. I never 
dropped one in my life, but I have always thought I might, and 
it’s so confoundedly dangerous if you do. Besides, I am pretty 
well used to these rotten candles by this time. 

You may as well finish that glass while I’m getting it, for I 
don’t mean to let you off with less than three before you go to bed. 
You won’t have to go upstairs, either, for I’ve put you in the old 
study next to the surgery— that’s where I live myself. The fact 
is, I never ask a friend to sleep upstairs now. The last man who did 
was Crackenthorpe, and he said he was kept awake all night You 
remember old Crack, don’t you? He stuck to the Service, and 
they’ve just made him an admiral. Yes, I'm off now— unless the 
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candle goes out. I couldn’t help asking if you remembered 
Crackenthorpe. If anyone had told us that the skinny little idiot 
he used to be was to turn out the most successful of the lot of us, 
we should have laughed at the idea, shouldn't we? You and I did 
not do badly, it’s true— but I’m really going now. I don’t mean 
to let you think that I’ve been putting it off by talkingl As if there 
were anything to be afraid ofl If I were scared, I should tell you 
so quite frankly, and get you to go upstairs with me. 

Here’s the box. I brought it down very carefully, so as not to 
disturb it, poor thing. You see, if it were shaken, the jaw might get 
separated from it again, and I’m sure it wouldn’t like that. Yes, 
the candle went out as I was coming downstairs, but that was the 
draught from the leaky window on the landing. Did you hear any- 
thing? Yes, there was another scream. Am I pale, do you say? 
That’s nothing. My heart is a little queer sometimes, and I went 
upstairs too fast. In fact, that’s one reason why I really prefer to 
live altogether on the ground floor. 

Wherever that shriek came from, it was not from the skull, 
for I had the box in my hand when I heard the noise, and here it 
is now, so we have proved definitely that the screams are pro- 
duced by something else. I’ve no doubt I shall find out some day 
what makes them. Some crevice in the wall, of course, or a crack 
in a chimney, or a chink in the frame of a window. That’s the way 
all ghost stories end in real life. Do you know. I’m jolly glad I 
thought of going up and bringing it down for you to see, for that 
last shriek settles the question. To think that I should have been 
so weak as to fancy that the poor skull could really cry out like a 
living thing! 

Now I’ll open the box, and we’ll take it out and look at it 
under the bright light. It’s rather awful to think that the poor 
lady used to sit there, in your chair, evening after evening, in just 
the same light, isn’t it? But then— I’ve made up my mind that it’s 
all rubbish from beginning to end, and that it’s just an old skull 
that Luke had when he was a student, and perhaps he put it into 
the lime merely to whiten it, and could not find the jaw. 

I made a seal on the string, you see, after I had put the jaw 
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in its place, and I wrote on the cover. There’s the old white label 
on it still, from the milliner’s, addressed to Mrs. Pratt when the 
hat was sent to her, and as there was room I wrote on the edge: 
"A skull, once the property of the late Luke Pratt, M.D.” I don’t 
quite know why I wrote that, unless it was with the idea of ex- 
plaining how the thing happened to be in my possession. I cannot 
help wondering sometimes what sort of hat it was that came in 
the bandbox. What colour was it, do you think? Was it a gay 
spring hat with a bobbing feather and pretty ribands? Strange 
that the very same box should hold the head that wore the finery 
—perhaps. No— we made up our minds that it just came from the 
hospital in London where Luke did his time. It’s far better to look 
at it in that light, isn’t it? There’s no more connection between 
that skull and poor Mrs. Pratt than there was between my story 
about the lead and— 

Good Lord! Take the lamp— don’t let it go out, if you can 
help it— I’ll have the window fastened again in a second— I say, 
what a gale! There, it’s out! I told you so! Never mind, there’s the 
firelight— I’ve got the window shut— the bolt was only half down. 
Was the box blown off the table? Where the deuce is it? There! 
That won’t open again, for I’ve put up the bar. Good dodge, an 
old-fashioned bar— there’s nothing like it. Now, you find the band- 
box while I light the lamp. Confound those wretched matches! 
Yes, a pipe spill is better— it must light in the fire— I hadn’t 
thought of it— thank you— there we are again. Now, where’s the 
box? Yes, put it back on the table, and we’ll open it. 

That’s the first time I have ever known the wind to burst that 
window open; but it was partly carelessness on my part when I 
last shut it. Yes, of course I heard the scream. It seemed to go all 
round the house before it broke in at the window. That proves 
that it’s always been the wind and nothing else, doesn’t it? When 
it was not the wind, it was my imagination. I’ve always been a very 
imaginatrv e man- I must have been, though I did not know it. As 
we grow older we understand ourselves better, don’t you know? 

I’ll have a drop of the Hulstkamp neat, by way of an exception, 
since you are filling up your glass. That damp gust chilled me, 
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and with my rheumatic tendency I’m very much afraid of a chill, 
for the cold sometimes seems to stick in my joints all winter when 
it once gets in. 

By George, that’s good stuff! I’ll just light a fresh pipe, now 
that everything is snug again, and then we’ll open the box. I’m 
so glad we heard that last scream together, with the skull here on 
the table between us, for a thing cannot possibly be in two places 
at the same time, and the noise most certainly came from outside, 
as any noise the wind makes must. You thought you heard it 
scream through the room after the window was burst open? Oh 
yes, so did I, but that was natural enough when everything was 
open. Of course we heard the wind. What could one expect? 

Look here, please. I want you to see that the seal is intact before 
we open the box together. Will you take my glasses? No, you 
have your own. All right. The seal is sound, you see, and you can 
read the words of the motto easily. “Sweet and low”— that’s it— 
because the poem goes on “Wind of the Western Sea,” and says, 
“blow him again to me,” and all that. Here is the seal on my 
watch chain, where it’s hung for more than forty years. My poor 
little wife gave it to me when I was courting, and I never had any 
other. It was just like her to think of those words— sne was arways 
fond of Tennyson. 

It’s of no use to cut the string, for it’s fastened to the box, so 
I’ll just break the wax and untie the knot, and afterward we’ll 
seal it up again. You see, I like to feel that the thing is safe in its 
place, and that nobody can take it out. Not that I should suspect 
Trehearn of meddling with it, but I always feel that he knows a 
lot more than he tells. 

You see, I’ve managed it without breaking the string, though 
when I fastened it I never expected to open the bandbox again. 
The lid comes off easily enough. There! Now look! 

What? Nothing in it? Empty? It’s gone, man, the skull is gone! 

No, there’s nothing the matter with me. I’m only trying to 
collect my thoughts. It’s so strange. I’m positively certain that it 
was inside when I put on the seal last spring. I can’t have 
imagined that: it’s utterly impossible. If I ever took a stiff glass 
with a friend now and then, I would admit that I might have made 
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some idiotic mistake when I had taken too much. But I don’t, 
and 1 never did. A pint of ale at supper and half a go of rum at 
bedtime was the most I ever took in my good days. I believe it’s 
always we sober fellows who get rheumatism and goutl Yet there 
was my seal, and there is the empty bandbox. That’s plain enough. 

I say, I don’t half like tins. It’s not right. There’s something 
wrong about it, in my opinion. You needn’t talk to me about 
supernatural manifestations, for I don’t believe in them, not a 
little bitl Somebody must have tampered with the seal and stolen 
the skull. Sometimes, when I go out to work in the garden in 
summer, I leave my watch and chain on the table. Trehearn must 
have taken the seal then, and used it, for he would be quite sure 
that I should not come in for at least an hour. 

If it was not Trehearn— oh, don’t talk to me about the possi- 
bility that the thing has got out by itself! If it has, it must be some- 
where about the house, in some out-of-the-way corner, waiting. 
We may come upon it anywhere, waiting for us, don’t you know? 
—just waiting in the dark. Then it will scream at me; it will shriek 
at me in the dark, for it hates me, I tell you' 

The bandbox is quite empty. We are not dreaming, either of 
us. There, i turn it upside down. 

What’s that? Something fell out as I turned it over. It’s on the 
floor, it’s near your feet, I know it is, and we must find it. Help 
me to find it, man. Have you got it? For God’s sake, give it to me, 
quickly' 

Lead! I knew it when I heard it fall. I knew it couldn’t be any- 
thing else by the little thud it made on the hearthrug. So it was 
lead after all, and Luke did it. 

I feel a little bit shaken up— not exactly nervous, you know, 
but badly shaken up, that’s the fact. Anybody would, I should 
dunk. After all, you cannot say that it’s fear of the thing, for I 
went up and brought it down— at least, I believed I was bringing 
it down, and that’s the same thing, and by George, rather than 
give in to such silly nonsense. I’ll take the box upstairs again and 
put it back in its place. It’s not that. It’s the certainty that the poor 
little woman came to her end in that way, by my fault, because 
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I fold the story. That’s what is so dreadful. Somehow, I had always 
hoped that I should never be quite sure of it, but there is no doubt- 
ing it now. Look at thatl 

Look at ltl That little lump of lead with no particular shape. 
Think of what it did, manl Doesn’t it make you shiver? He gave 
her something to make her sleep, of course, but there must have 
been one moment of awful agony. Think of having boiling lead 
poured into your brain. Think of it. She was dead before she could 
scream, but only think of— ohl there it is again— it’s just outside— 
I know it’s just outside— I can’t keep it out of my headl— ohl— ohl 

You thought I had fainted? No, I wish I had, for it would have 
stopped sooner. It’s all very well to say that it’s only a noise, and 
that a noise never hurt anybody— you’re as white as a shroud 
yourself. There’s only one thing to be done, if we hope to close 
an eye to-night. We must find it and put it back into its bandbox 
and shut it up in the cupboard, where it likes to be. I don’t know 
how it got out, but it wants to get in again. That’s why it screams 
so awfully to-night— it was nevei so bad as this— never since I 
first— 

Bury it? Yes, if we can find it, we’ll bury it, if it takes us all 
night. We’ll bury it six feet deep and ram down the earth over it, 
so that it shall never get out again, and if it screams, we shall 
hardly hear it so deep down. Quick, we’ll get the lantern and look 
for it. It cannot be far away; I’m sure it’s just outside— it was com- 
ing in when I shut the window, I know it. 

Yes, you’re quite right. I’m losing my senses, and I must get 
hold of myself. Don’t speak to me for a minute or two; I’ll sit 
quite still and Keep my eyes shut and repeat something I know 
That’s the best way. 

“Add together the altitude, the latitude, and the polar distance, 
divide by two and subtract the altitude from the half-sum; then 
add the logarithm of the secant of the latitude, the cosecant of 
the polar distance, the cosine of the half-sum and the sine of the 
half-sum minus the altitude”— therel Don’t say that I’m out of 
my senses, for my memory is all right, isn’t it? 

Of course, you may say that it’s mechanical, and that we never 
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forget the things we learned when we were boys and have used 
almost every day for a lifetime. But that’s the very point. When 
a man is going crazy, it’s the mechanical part of his mind that 
gets out of order and won’t work right; he remembers things that 
never happened, or he sees things that aren’t real, or he hears 
noises when there is perfect silence. That’s not what is the matter 
with either of us, is it? 

Come, we'll get the lantern and go round the house. It’s not 
raining— only blowing like old boots, as we used to say. The lan- 
tern is in the cupboard under the stairs in the hall, and I always 
keep it trimmed in case of a wreck. 

No use to look for the thing? I don’t see how you can say that. 
It was nonsense to talk of burying it, of course, for it doesn’t 
want to be buried, it wants to go back into its bandbox and be 
taken upstairs, poor thing! Trehearn took it out, I know, and 
made the seal over again. Perhaps he took it to the churchyard, 
and he may have meant well. I daresay he thought that it would 
not scream any more if it were quietly laid in consecrated ground, 
near where it belongs. But it has come home. Yes, that’s it. He’s 
not half a bad fellow, Trehearn, and rather religiously inclined, 
I think. Does not that sound natural, and reasonable, and well 
meant? He supposed it screamed because it was not decently 
buried— with the rest. But he was wrong. How should he know 
that it screams at me because it hates me, and because it’s my 
fault that there was that little lump of lead in it? 

No use to look for it, anyhow? Nonsense! I tell you it wants to 
be found— Hark’ what’s that knocking? Do you hear it? Knock- 
knock— knock— three times, then a pause, and then again. It has 
a hollow sound, hasn’t it? 

It has come home. I’ve heard that knock before It wants to 
tome in and be taken upstairs, in its box It’s at the front door. 

Will you come with me? We’ll take it in. Yes, I own that I 
don’t like to go alone and open the door. The thing wall roll in 
and stop against my foot, just as it did before, and the light will 
go out. I’m a good deal shaken by finding that bit of lead, and, 
besides, my heart isn’t quite right— too much strong tobacco, per- 
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haps. Besides, I’m quite willing to own that I’m a bit nervous to- 
night, if I never was before in my life. 

That’s right, come along' I'll take the box with me, so as not 
to come back. Do you hear the knocking? It’s not like any other 
knocking I ever heard. If you will hold this door open, I can 
find the lantern under the stairs by the light from this room with 
out bringing the lamp into the hall— it would only go out. 

The thing knows we are coming— hark! It’s impatient to get 
in. Don’t shut the door till the lantern is ready, whatever you do. 
There will be the usual trouble with the matches, I suppose— no, 
the first one, by Jove! I tell you it wants to get in, so there’s no 
trouble. All right with that door now, shut it, please. Now come 
and hold the lantern, for it's blowing so hard outside that I shall 
have to use both hands. That’s it, hold the light low. Do you hear 
the knocking still? Here goes— I’ll open just enough with my foot 
against the bottom of the door— nowl 

Catch ltl it’s only the wind that blows it across the floor, that’s 
all— there’s half a hurricane outside, I tell you! Have you got it? 
The bandbox is on the table. One minute, and I’ll have the bar 
up. There! 

Why did you throw it into the box so roughly? It doesn’t like 
that, you know. 

What do you say? Bitten your hand? Nonsense, man! You did 
just what I did. You pressed the jaws together with your other 
hand and pinched yourself. Let me see. You don’t mean to say 
you have drawn blood? You must have squeezed hard, by Jove, 
for the skin is certainly torn. I’ll give you some carbolic solution 
for it before we go to bed, for they say a scratch from a skull’s 
tooth may go bad and give trouble. 

Come inside again and let me see it by the lamp. I’ll bring 
the bandbox— never mind the lantern, it may just as well bum in 
the hall, for I shall need it presently when I go up the stairs. Yes, 
shut the door if you will; it makes it more cheerful and bright. 
Is your finger still bleeding? I’ll get you the carbolic in an instant; 
just let me see the thing. 

Ugh! There's a drop of blood on the upper jaw. It’s on the 
eyetooth. Ghastly, isn’t it? When I saw it running along the floor 
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of the hall, the strength almost went out of my hands, and I felt 
my knees bending; then I understood that it was the gale, driving 
it over the smooth boards. You don’t blame me? No, I should 
think not! We were boys together, and we’ve seen a thing or two, 
and we may just as well own to each other that we were both in 
a beastly funk when it slid across the floor at you. No wonder you 
pinched your finger picking it up, after that, if I did the same 
thing out of sheer nervousness, in broad daylight, with the sun 
streaming in on me. 

Strange that the jaw should stick to it so closely, isn’t it? I 
suppose it’s the dampness, for it shuts like a vise— I have wiped 
off the drop of blood, for it was not nice to look at. I’m not going 
to try to open the jaws, don’t be afraidl I shall not play any tricks 
with the poor thing, but I’ll just seal the box again, and we’ll take 
it upstairs and put it away where it wants to be. The wax is on 
the writing table by the window. Thank you. It will be long be- 
for I leave my seal lying about again, for Treheam to use, I can 
tell you. Explain? I don’t explain natural phenomena, but if you 
choose to think that Treheam had hidden it somewhere in the 
bushes, and that the gale blew it to the house against the door, and 
made it knock, as if it wanted to be let in, you're not thinking the 
impossible, and I’m quite ready to agree with you. 

Do you see that? You can swear that you’ve actually seen me 
seal it this time, in case anything of the kind should occur again. 
The wax fastens the strings to the lid, which cannot possibly be 
lifted, even enough to get in one finger. You’re quite satisfied, 
aren’t you? Yes. Besides, I shall lock the cupboard and keep the 
key in my pocket hereafter. 

Now we can take the lantern and go upstairs. Do you know? 
I’m very much inclined to agree with your theory that the wind 
blew it against the house. I’ll go ahead, for I know the stairs, just 
hold the lantern near my feet as we go up. How the wind howls 
and whistles I Did you feel the sand on the floor under your shoes 
as we crossed the hall? 

Yes— this is the door of the best bedroom. Hold up the lantern, 
please. This side, by the head of the bed. I left the cupboard open 
when I got the box. Isn’t it queer how the faint odour of women’s 
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dresses will hang about an old closet for years? This is the shelf. 
You’ve seen me set the box there, and now you see me turn the 
key and put it into my pocket. So that’s donel 

Good-night. Are you sure you’re quite comfortable? It’s not 
much of a room, but I daresay you would as soon sleep here as 
upstairs to-night. If you want anything, sing out; there’s only a 
lath and plaster partition between us. There’s not so much wind 
on this side by half. There’s the Hollands on the table, if you’ll 
have one more nightcap. No? Well, do as you please. Good-night 
again, and don’t dream about that thing, if you can. 

The following paragraph appeared in the Penraddon News, 
23rd November, 1906: 

"MYSTERIOUS DEATH OF A RETIRED SEA CAPTAIN 

‘The village of Tredcombe is much disturbed by the strange death 
of Captain Charles Braddock, and all sorts of impossible stories are 
circulating with regard to the circumstances, which certainly seem 
difficult of explanation. The retned captain, who had successfully 
commanded in his time the largest and fastest liners belonging to one 
of the principal transatlantic steamship companies, was found dead in 
his bed on Tuesday morning in his own cottage, a quarter of a mile 
from the village. An examination was made at once by the local prac- 
titioner, which revealed the horrible fact that the deceased had been 
bitten in the throat by a human assailant, with such amazing force 
as to crush the windpipe and cause death. The marks of the teeth of 
both jaws were so plainly visible on the skm that they could be 
counted, but the perpetrator of the deed had evidently lost the two 
lower middle incisors. It is hoped that this peculiarity may help to 
identify the murderer, who can only be a dangerous escaped maniac. 
The deceased, though over sixty-five years of age, is said to have been 
a hale man of considerable physical strength, and it is remarkable 
that no signs of any struggle were visible in the room, nor could it be 
ascertained how the murderer had entered the house. Warning has 
been sent to all the insane asylums in the United Kingdom, but as 
yet no information has been received regarding the escape of any 
dangerous patient. 

"The coroner’s jury returned the somewhat singular verdict that 
Captain Braddock came to his death ‘by the hands or teeth of some 
peison unknown/ The local surgeon is said to have expressed pri- 
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vately the opinion that the maniac is a woman, a view he deduces 
from the small size o£ the jaws, as shown by the marks of the teeth. 
The whole affair is shrouded in mystery. Captain Braddock was a 
widower, and lived alone. He leaves no children/* 

(Author’s Note.— Students of ghost lore and haunted houses will find the 
foundation of the foregoing story in the legends about a skull which is still pre 
served in the farmhouse called Bettiscombe Manor, situated, I believe, on the 
Dorsetshire coast.) 
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O . HENRY 


2862-1910 

The Furnished Room 


O Henry is the famous pen name under which was published all the work of 
William Sydney Porter , who was born in North Carolina in 1862 He moved to 
Texas in 1884, and in 1896, while he was employed as the teller of an Austin 
bank, a shortage m the cash accounts was attributed to him, and he was sentenced 
to a term m jail It was during his imprisonment that he assumed the name of 
O Henry and began work in earnest as a writer of short stories 

Upon hts release he went to New York Within a relatively short time, the 
success of hts stories was so great that he was contributing one every week to 
the World and many more to the leading magazines of the country 
He luas a master of the anecdotal plot and the surprise ending . Many of hts 
stones are meretricious , with an excesstve trickiness in the plotting and a flashy 
glitter m the style At his best , however— as m the volume The Four Million — the 
emotion is real and the humor and pathos ring true He loved to write about 
New York— which he affectionately called Bagdad-on-the-Subway— about its small 
cleiks, its aspiring young actors and artists, and all the horde of little people and 
failures who also lived m the great city where the egregious Ward McAllister could 
find only u four hundred” who were worthy of notice and consideration 

O Henry very rarely touched the note of the supernatural, but “ The Furnished 
Room,” with its ghostly fragrance, is among the best of all his stones. 


restless, shifting, fugacious as time itself is a certain vast bulk 
of the population of the red brick district of the lower West 
Side. Homeless, they have a hundred homes. They flit from 
furnished room to furnished room, transients forever— transients 
in abode, transients in heart and mind. They sing “Home, Sweet 
Home” in ragtime; they carry their lares et penates in a bandbox, 
their vine is entwined about a picture hat; a rubber plant is their 
fig tree. 

Hence the houses of this district, having had a thousand dwell- 
ers, should have a thousand tales to tell, mostly dull ones, no 
doubt, but it would be strange if there could not be found a 
ghost or two in the wake of all these vagrant guests. 

One evening after dark a young man prowled among these 
crumbling red mansions, ringing their bells. At the twelfth he 
rested his lean hand baggage upon the step and wiped the dust 
from his hatband and forehead. The bell sounded faint and far 
away in some remote, hollow depths. 
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To the door of this, the twelfth house whose bell he had rung, 
came a housekeeper who made him think of an unwholesome, 
surfeited worm that had eaten its nut to a hollow shell and now 
sought to fill the vacancy with edible lodgers. 

He asked if there was a room to let. 

"Come in,” said the housekeeper. Her voice came from her 
throat; her throat seemed lined with fur. "I have the third- 
floor-back, vacant since a week back. Should you wish to look 
at it?” 

The young man followed her up the stairs. A faint light from 
no particular source mitigated the shadows of the halls. They trod 
noiselessly upon a stair carpet that its own loom would have 
forsworn. It seemed to have become vegetable; to have degen- 
erated in that rank, sunless air to lush lichen or spreading moss 
that grew in patches to the staircase and was viscid under the foot 
like organic matter. At each turn of the stairs were vacant niches 
in the wall. Perhaps plants had once been set within them If so 
they had died in that foul and tainted air. It may be that statues 
of the saints had stood there, but it was not difficult to conceive 
that imps and devils had dragged them forth in the darkness and 
down to the unholy depths of some furnished pit below. 

“This is the room,” said the housekeeper, from her furry throat. 
“It’s a nice room. It ain’t often vacant. I had some most elegant 
people in it last summer— no trouble at all, and paid in advance 
to the minute. The water’s at the end of the hall. Sprowls and 
Mooney kept it three months. They done a vaudeville sketch. 
Miss B’retta Sprowls— you may have heard of her— oh, that was 
just the stage names— right there over the dresser is where the mar- 
riage certificate hung, framed. The gas is here, and you see there 
is plenty of closet room. It’s a room everybody likes. It never stays 
idle long.” 

“Do you have many theatrical people rooming here?” asked 
the young man. 

“They comes and goes. A good proportion of my lodgers is 
connected with the theaters. Yes, sir, this is the theatrical district. 
Actor people never stays long anywhere. I get my share. Yes, they 
comes and they goes.” 
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He engaged the room, paying for a week in advance. He was 
tired, he said, and would take possession at once. He counted 
out the money. The room had been made ready, she said, even 
to towels and water. As the housekeeper moved away he put, for 
the thousandth time, the question that he carried at the end of 
his tongue. 

“A young girl— Miss Vashner— Miss Eloise Vashner— do you 
remember such a one among your lodgers? She would be singing 
on the stage, most likely. A fair girl, of medium height and slen- 
der, with reddish, gold hair and a dark mole near her left 
eyebrow.” 

“No, i don’t remember the name. Them stage people has names 
they change as often as their rooms They comes and they goes 
No, I don’t call that one to mind ” 

No. Always no. Five months of ceaseless interrogation and the 
inevitable negative. So much time spent by days in questioning 
managers, agents, schools and choruses, by night among the au- 
diences of theaters from all-star casts down to music halls so low 
that he dreaded to find what he most hoped for. He who had 
loved her best had tried to find her. He was sure that since hei 
disappearance from home this great, water-girt city held her some- 
where, but it was like a monstrous quicksand, shifting its particles 
constantly, with no foundation, its upper granules of today buried 
tomorrow in ooze and slime. 

The furnished room received its latest guest with a first glow of 
pseudo hospitality, a hectic, haggard, perfunctory welcome like 
the specious smile of a demirep. The sophistical comfort came 
in reflected gleams from the decayed furniture, the ragged bro 
cade upholstery of a couch and two chairs, a foot-wide cheap pier 
glass between the two windows, from one or two gilt picture 
frames and a brass bedstead in a corner. 

The guest reclined, inert, upon a chair, while the room, con- 
fused in speech as though it were an apartment in Babel, tried to 
discourse to him of its divers tenantry. 

A polychromatic rug like some brilliant-flowered rectangular, 
tropical islet lay surrounded by a billowy sea of soiled matting. 
Upon the gay-papered wall were those pictures that pursue the 
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homeless one from house to house— The Huguenot Lovers, The 
First Quarrel, The Wedding Breakfast, Psyche at the Fountain. 
The mantel’s chastely severe outline was ingloriously veiled be- 
hind some pert drapery drawn rakishly askew like the sashes of 
the Amazonian ballet. Upon it was some desolate flotsam cast 
aside by the room’s marooned when a lucky sail had borne them 
to a fresh port— a trifling vase or two, pictures of actresses, a medi- 
cine bottle, some stray cards out of a deck. 

One by one, as the characters of a cryptograph become explicit, 
the little signs left by the furnished room’s procession of guests 
developed a significance. The threadbare space in the rug in 
front of the dresser told that lovely women had marched in 
the throng. The tiny fingerprints on the wall spoke of little 
prisoners trying to feel their way to sun and air. A splattered stain, 
raying like the shadow of a bursting bomb, witnessed where a 
hurled glass or bottle had splintered with its contents against 
the wall Across the pier glass had been scrawled with a diamond 
in staggering letters the name “Marie.” It seemed that the suc- 
cession of dwellers in the furnished room had turned in fury— 
perhaps tempted beyond forebearance by its garish coldness— and 
wreaked upon it their passions. The furniture was chipped and 
bruised; the couch, distorted by bursting springs, seemed a hor- 
rible monster that had been slain during the stress of some gro- 
tesque convulsion. Some more potent upheaval had cloven a 
great slice from the marble mantel. Each plank in the floor owned 
its particular cant and shriek as from a separate and individual 
agony. It seemed incredible that all this malice and injury had 
been wrought upon the room by those who had called it for a 
time their home; and yet it may have been the cheated home in- 
stinct surviving blindly, the resentful rage at false household 
gods that had kindled their wrath A hut that is our own we can 
sweep and adorn and cherish. 

The young tenant in the chair allowed these thoughts to file, 
soft shod, through his mind, while there drifted into the room 
furnished sounds and furnished scents He heard in one room a 
tittering and incontinent, slack laughter; in others the mono- 
logue of a scold, the rattling of dice, a lullaby, and one crying 
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dully; above him a banjo tinkled with spirit. Doors banged 
somewhere; the elevated trains roared intermittently; a cat 
yowled miserably upon a back fence. And he breathed the breath 
of the house— a dank savor rather than a smell— a cold, musty 
effluvium as from underground vaults mingled with the reeking 
exhalations of linoleum and mildewed and rotten woodwork. 

Then suddenly, as he rested there, the room was filled with the 
strong, sweet odor of mignonette. It came as upon a single buffet 
of wind with such sureness and fragrance and emphasis that it 
almost seemed a living visitant. And the man cried aloud: "What, 
dear?” as if he had been called, and sprang up and faced about. 
The rich odor clung to him and wrapped him around. He reached 
out his arms for it, all his senses for the time confused and com- 
mingled. How could one be peremptorily called by an odor? 
Surely it must have been a sound. But, was it not the sound that 
had touched, that had caressed him? 

“She has been in this room,” he cried, and he sprang to wrest 
from it a token, for he knew he would recognize the smallest thing 
that had belonged to her or that she had touched. This en- 
veloping scent of mignonette, the odor that she had loved and 
made her own— whence came it? 

The room had been but carelessly set in order. Scattered upon 
the flimsy dresser scarf were half a dozen hairpins— those discreet, 
indistinguishable friends of womankind, feminine of gender, in- 
finite of mood and uncommunicative of tense. These he ignored, 
conscious of their triumphant lack of identity. Ransacking the 
drawers of the dresser he came upon a discarded, tiny, ragged 
handkerchief. He pressed it to his face. It was racy and insolent 
with heliotrope; he hurled it to the floor. In another drawer he 
found odd buttons, a theater program, a pawnbroker’s card, two 
lost marshmallows, a book on the divination of dreams. In the last 
was a woman’s black satin hair bow, which halted him, poised 
between ice and fire. But the black satin hair bow also is femi- 
ninity’s demure, impersonal common ornament and tells no tales. 

And then he traversed the room like a hound on the scent, 
skimming the walls, considering the corners of the bulging mat- 
ting on his hands and knees, rummaging mantel and tables, the 
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curtains and hangings, the drunken cabinet in the comer, for a 
visible sign, unable to perceive that she was there beside, around, 
against, within, above him, clinging to him, wooing him, calling 
him so poignantly through the finer senses that even his grosser 
ones became cognizant of the call. Once again he answered loudly: 
"Yes, dearl” and turned, wild-eyed, to gaze on vacancy, for he 
could not yet discern form and color and love and outstretched 
arms in the odor of mignonette. Oh, God! whence that odor, and 
since when have odors had a voice to call? Thus he groped. 

He burrowed in crevices and comers, and found corks and 
cigarettes. These he passed in passive contempt. But once he 
found in a fold of the matting a half-smoked cigar, and this he 
ground beneath his heel with a green and trenchant oath. He 
sifted the room from end to end. He found dreary and ignoble 
small records of many a peripatetic tenant; but of her whom he 
sought, and who may have lodged there, and whose spirit seemed 
to hover there, he found no trace. 

And then he thought of the housekeeper. 

He ran from the haunted room downstairs and to a door that 
showed a crack of light. She came out to his knock. He smothered 
his excitement as best he could. 

“Will you tell me, madam,” he besought her, “who occupied 
the room I have before I came?” 

“Yes, sir. I can tell you again. ’Twas Sprowls and Mooney, as I 
said. Miss B’retta Sprowls it was in the theaters, but Missis 
Mooney she was. My house is well known for respectability. The 
marriage certificate hung, framed, on a nail over—” 

“What kind of a lady was Miss Sprowls— in looks, I mean?” 

"Why, black-haired, sir, short, and stout, with a comical face. 
They left a week ago Tuesday.” 

"And before they occupied it?” 

“Why, there was a single gentleman connected with the draying 
business. He left owing me a week. Before him was Missis Crowder 
and her two children, that stayed four months; and back of 
them was old Mr. Doyle, whose sons paid for him. He kept the 
room six months. That goes back a year, sir, and further I do 
not remember.” 


[5 1 4 ] 



The Furnished Room 


He thanked her and crept back to his room. The room was 
dead. The essence that had vivified it was gone. The perfume of 
mignonette had departed. In its place was the old, stale odor of 
moldy house furniture, of atmosphere in storage. 

The ebbing of his hope drained his faith. He sat staring at the 
yellow, singing gaslight. Soon he walked to the bed and began 
to tear the sheets into strips. With the blade of his knife he drove 
them tightly into every crevice around windows and door. When 
all was snug and taut he turned out the light, turned the gas full 
on again, and laid himself gratefully upon the bed. 

It was Mrs. McCool’s night to go with the can for beer. So she 
fetched it and sat with Mrs. Purdy in one of those subterranean 
retreats where housekeepers foregather and the worm dieth 
seldom. 

“I rented out my third-floor-back this evening,” said Mrs. 
Purdy, across a fine circle of foam. “A young man took it. He went 
up to bed two hours ago.” 

“Now, did ye, Mrs. Purdy, ma’am?” said Mrs. McCool, with in- 
tense admiration. “You do be a wonder for rentin’ rooms of that 
kind. And did ye tell him, then?” she concluded in a husky 
whisper laden with mystery. 

“Rooms,” said Mrs Purdy, in her furriest tones, “are furnished 
for to rent. I did not tell him, Mrs. McCool." 

“ ’Tis right ye are, ma’am; ’tis by renting rooms we kape alive. 
Ye have the rale sense for business, ma’am. There be many people 
will rayjict the rentin’ of a room if they be tould a suicide has 
been after dyin’ m the bed of it.” 

“As you say, we has oui living to be making,” remarked Mrs. 
Purdy. 

“Yis, ma’am; ’tis true ’Tis just one wake ago this day I helped 
ye lay out the third-floor-back. A pretty slip of a colleen she was 
to be killin’ herself wid the gas— a swate little face she had, Mrs. 
Purdy, ma’am.” 

“She’d a-been called handsome, as you say,” said Mrs. Purdy, 
assenting but critical, “but for that mole she had a-growin’ by her 
left eyebrow. Do fill up your glass again, Mrs. McCool.” 
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Montague Rhodes James was appointed Provost of Eton College in 1918 He was 
a student of ancient and medieval lore , and the author of many learned treatises 
It is not on these, however , that his fame depends, hut on the chief diversion 
of his leisure hours . He loved to invent ghost stories m whtch a maltcious evil, 
distilled in the Middle Ages and preserved through the centuries, is decanted 
with terrifying effect in our own times . Occasional he went back, as in 4t Casttng 
the Runes,** to those more primitive powers of evil which are always waittng 
to be summoned up by reckless or malevolent mortals 
He published several volumes of these tales, including Ghost Stories of an 
Antiquary. A subtle reticence in Dr James’s choice of detail, enhanced by the 
academic preciseness of hts style, evokes a distinctively delicate horror that is all 
his own. tr Oh, Whistle, and 1*11 Come to You, My Lad** is one of the most original 
ghost stones ever written, with what ts surely , when one realizes tts significance, 
one of the most provocative and subtly terrifying of titles. 


Apnl 15 th, 190-. 

dear sir,— I am requested by the Council of the Association 

to return to you the draft of a paper on The Truth of Alchemy, 
which you have been good enough to offer to read at our forth- 
coming meeting, and to inform you that the Council do not see 
their way to including it in the programme 

1 am, 

Yours faithfully, 

Secretary. 


April 18 th 

dear sir,— I am sorry to say that my engagements do not permit 
of my affording you an interview on the subject of your proposed 
paper. Nor do our laws allow of your discussing the matter with 
a Committee of our Council, as you suggest. Please allow me to 
assure you that the fullest consideration was given to the draft 
which you submitted, and that it was not declined without having 
been referred to the judgment of a most competent authority. No 
personal question (it can hardly be necessary for me to add) can 
have had the slightest influence on the decision of the Council. 

Believe me (uf supra). 
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April so th . 

the secretary of the Association begs respectfully to 

inform Mr. Karswell that it is impossible for him to communicate 
the name of any person or persons to whom the draft of Mr. 
Karswell’s paper may have been submitted; and further desires 
to intimate that he cannot undertake to reply to any further 
letters on this subject. 

‘‘And who is Mr Karswell?” inquired the Secretary’s wife. She 
had called at his office, and (perhaps unwarrantably) had picked 
up the last of these three letters, which the typist had just 
brought in. 

‘‘Why, my dear, just at present Mr. Karswell is a very angry 
man. But I don’t know much about him otherwise, except that 
he is a person of wealth, his address is Lufford Abbey, Warwick- 
shire, and he’s an alchemist, apparently, and wants to tell us all 
about it, and that’s about all— except that I don’t want to meet 
him for the next week or two. Now, it ) ou’re ready to leave this 
place, I am.” 

“What have you been doing to make him angry?” asked Mrs. 
Secretary. 

“The usual thing, my dear, the usual thing: he sent in a draft 
of a paper he wanted to read at the next meeting, and we referred 
it to Edward Dunning— almost the only man in England who 
knows about these things— and he said it was perfectly hopeless* 
so we declined it. So Karswell has been pelting me with letters 
ever since. The last thing he wanted was the name of the man we 
referred his nonsense to; you saw my answer to that. But don’t 
you say anything about it, for goodness’ sake ” 

"I should think not, indeed. Did I ever do such a thing? I do 
hope, though, he won’t get to know that it was poo r Mr. Dun- 
ning.” 

“Poor Mr. Dunning? I don’t know why you call him that; he’s 
a very happy man, is Dunning. Lots of hobbies and a comfortable 
home, and all his time to himself.” 
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“I only meant I should be sorry for him if this man got hold 
of his name, and came and bothered him ” 

"Oh, ahl yes. I dare say he would be poor Mr Dunning then.” 

The Secretary and his wife were lunching out, and the friends 
to whose house they were bound were Warwickshire people. So 
Mrs. Secretary had already settled it m her own mind that she 
would question them judiciously about Mr. Karswell. But she 
was saved the trouble of leading up to the subject, for the hostess 
said to the host, before many minutes had passed, “I saw the 
Abbot of Lufford this morning.” The host whistled. "Did you? 
What in the world brings him up to town?” "Goodness knows; 
he was coming out of the British Museum gate as I drove past.” It 
was not unnatural that Mrs. Secretary should inquire whether 
this was a real Abbot who was being spoken of. “Oh no, my dear: 
only a neighbour of ours in the country who bought Lufford 
Abbey a few years ago. His real name is Karswell.” “Is he a friend 
of yours?” asked Mr. Secretary, with a private wink to his wife. 
The question let loose a torrent of declamation There was really 
nothing to be said for Mr. Karswell. Nobody knew what he did 
with himself: his servants were a horrible set of people, he had 
invented a new religion for himself, and practised no one could 
tell what appalling rites, he was very easily offended, and never 
forgave anybody: he had a dreadful face (so the lady insisted, her 
husband somewhat demurring), he never did a kind action, and 
whatever influence he did exert was mischievous "Do the poor 
man justice, dear,” the husband interrupted “You forget the 
treat he gave the school children ” “Forget it, indeed! But I’m 
glad you mentioned it, because it gives an idea of the man Now, 
Florence, listen to this The first winter he was at Lufford this 
delightful neighbour of ours wrote to the clergyman of his parish 
(he’s not ours, but we know him very well) and offered to show 
the school children some magic-lantern slides. He said he had 
some new kinds, which he thought would interest them Well, 
the clergyman was rather surprised, because Mr Karswell had 
shown himself inclined to be unpleasant to the children— com- 
plaining of their trespassing, or something of the sort; but of 
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course he accepted, and the evening was fixed, and our friend 
went himself to see that everything went right. He said he never 
had been so thankful for anything as that his own children were 
all prevented from being there: they were at a children’s party 
at our house, as a matter of fact. Because this Mr. Karswell had 
evidently set out with the intention of frightening these poor 
village children out of their wits, and I do believe, if he had been 
allowed to go on, he would actually have done so. He began with 
some comparatively mild things. Red Riding Hood was one, and 
even then, Mr. Farrer said, the wolf was so dreadful that several 
of the smaller children had to be taken out: and he said Mr. 
Karswell began the story by producing a noise like a wolf howling 
in the distance, which was the most gruesome thing he had ever 
heard. All the slides he showed, Mr. Farrer said, were most clever; 
they were absolutely realistic, and where he had got them or how 
he worked them he could not imagine. Well, the show went on, 
and the stories kept on becoming a little more terrifying each 
time, and the children were mesmerized into complete silence. 
At last he produced a series which represented a little boy passing 
through his own park— Lufford, I mean— in the evening. Every 
child in the room could recognize the place from the pictures. 
And this poor boy was followed, and at last pursued and over- 
taken, and either tom in pieces or somehow made away with, by 
a horrible hopping creature in white, which you saw first dodging 
about among the trees, and gradually it appeared more and more 
plainly. Mr. Farrer said it gave him one of the worst nightmares 
he ever remembered, and what it must have meant to the children 
doesn’t bear thinking of. Of course this was too much, and he 
spoke very sharply indeed to Mr. Karswell, and said it couldn’t 
go on. All he said was: ‘Oh, you think it’s time to bring our little 
show to an end and send them home to their beds? Very well!’ 
And then, if you please, he switched on another slide, which 
showed a great mass of snakes, centipedes, and disgusting crea- 
tures with wings, and somehow or other he made it seem as if 
they were climbing out of the picture and getting in amongst 
the audience; and this was accompanied by a sort of dry rustling 
noise which sent the children nearly mad, and of course they 
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stampeded. A good many of them were rather hurt in getting out 
of the room, and I don’t suppose one of them closed an eye that 
night. There was the most dreadful trouble in the village after- 
wards. Of course the mothers threw a good part of the blame on 
poor Mr. Farrer, and, if they could have got past the gates, I 
believe the fathers would have broken every' window in the 
Abbey. Well, now, that’s Mr. Karswell: that’s the Abbot of 
Lufford, my dear, and you can imagine how we covet his society.” 

“Yes, I think he has all the possibilities of a distinguished 
criminal, has Karswell,” said the host. “I should be sorry for 
anyone who got into his bad books.” 

“Is he the man, or am I mixing him up with someone else?” 
asked the Secretary (who for some minutes had been wearing the 
frown of the man who is trying to recollect something). “Is he 
the man who brought out a History of Witchcraft some time 
back— ten years or more?” 

“That’s the man; do you remember the reviews of it?” 

“Certainly I do; and what’s equally to the point, 1 knew the 
author of the most incisive of the lot. So did you: you must 
remember John Harrington; he was at John’s in our time.” 

“Oh, very well indeed, though I don’t think I saw or heard 
anything of him between the time I went down and the day I 
read the account of the inquest on him.” 

“Inquest?” said one of the ladies. “What happened to him?” 

“Why, what happened was that he fell out of a tree and broke 
his neck. But the puzzle was, what could have induced him to 
get up there. It was a mysterious business, I must say. Here was 
this man— not an athletic fellow, was he? and with no eccentric 
twist about him that was ever noticed— walking home along a 
country road late in the evening— no tramps about— well known 
ana liked in the place— and he suddenly begins to run like mad, 
loses his hat and stick, and finally shins up a tree— quite a difficult 
tree— growing in the hedgerow: a dead brancn gives way, and 
he comes down with it and breaks his neck, and there he’s found 
next morning with the most dreadful face of fear on him that 
could be imagined. It was pretty evident, of course, that he had 
been chased by something, and people talked of savage dogs, and 
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beasts escaped out of menageries; but there was nothing to be 
made of that. That was in ’89, and I believe his brother Henry 
(whom I remember as well at Cambridge, but you probably don’t) 
has been trying to get on the track of an explanation ever since 
He, of course, insists there was malice in it, but I don’t know. 
It’s difficult to see how it could have come in.” 

After a time the talk reverted to the History of Witchcraft. 
"Did you ever look into it?” asked the host. 

“Yes, I did,” said the Secretary. “I went so far as to read it.” 

“Was it as bad as it was made out to be?” 

"Oh, in point of style and form, quite hopeless. It deserved 
all the pulverizing it got. But, besides that, it was an evil book. 
The man believed every word of what he was saying, and I’m 
very much mistaken if he hadn’t tried the greater part of his 
receipts.” 

“Well, I only remember Harrington’s review of it, and I must 
say if I’d been the author it would have quenched my literary 
ambition for good. I should never have held up my head again.” 

‘It hasn’t had that effect in the present case. But come, it’s 
naif-past three, I must be off.” 

On the way home the Secretary’s wife said, “I do hope that 
horrible man won’t find out that Mr. Dunning had anything to 
do with the rejection of his paper.” “I don’t think there’s much 
chance of that,” said the Secretary. “Dunning won’t mention it 
himself, for these matters are confidential, and none of us will 
for the same reason. Karswell won’t know his name, for Dunning 
hasn’t published anything on the same subject yet. The only 
danger is that Karswell might find out, if he was to ask the British 
Museum people who was in the habit of consulting alchemical 
manuscripts: I can’t very well tell them not to mention Dunning, 
can I? It would set them talking at once. Let’s hope it won’t occur 
to him.” 

However, Mr. Karswell was an astute man. 

This much is in the way of prologue. On an evening rathct 
later in the same week, Mr. Edward Dunning was returning from 
tbe British Museum, where he had been engaged in Research, to 
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tne comfortable house in a suburb where he lived alone, tended 
Dy two excellent women who had been long with him. There is 
nothing to be added by way of description of him to what we 
have heard already. Let us follow him as he takes his sober course 
nomewards. 

A train took him to within a mile or two of his house, and an 
electric tram a stage farther. The line ended at a point some 
three hundred yards from his front door. He had had enough of 
reading when he got into the car, and indeed the light was not 
such as to allow him to do more than study the advertisements 
on the panes of glass that faced him as he sat. As was not un- 
natural, the advertisements in this particular line of cars were 
oDjects of his frequent contemplation, and, with the possible 
exception of the brilliant and convincing dialogue between Mr. 
JLamplough and an eminent K..C. on the subject of Pyretic Saline, 
none of them afforded much scope to his imagination. I am 
wrong: there was one at the comer of the car farthest from him 
which did not seem familiar. It was in blue letters on a yellow 
ground, and all that he could read of it was a name—John Har- 
rington— and something like a date. It could be of no interest 
to him to know more; but for all that, as the car emptied, he 
was just curious enough to move along the seat until he could 
read it well. He felt to a slight extent repaid for his trouble; the 
advertisement was not of the usual type. It ran thus: “In memory 
of John Harrington, F.S.A., of The Laurels, Ashbrooke. Died 
Sept. 18th, 1889. Three months were allowed.” 

The car stopped. Mr. Dunning, still contemplating the blue 
letters on the yellow ground, had to be stimulated to rise by a 
word from the conductor. “I beg your pardon,” he said, “I was 
looking at that advertisement; it’s a very odd one, isn’t it?” The 
conductor read it slowly. “Well, my word,” he said, “I never see 
that one before. Well, that is a cure, ain’t it? Someone bin up to 
their jokes ’ere, I should think.” He got out a duster and applied 
it, not without saliva, to the pane and then to the outside. “No,” 
he said, returning, “that ain’t no transfer; seems to me as if it was 
reg’lar in the glass, what I mean in the substance, as you may say. 
Don’t you think so, sir?” Mr Dunning examined it and rubbed 
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it with his glove, and agreed. “Who looks after these advertise- 
ments, and gives leave for them to be put up? I wish you would 
inquire. I will just take a note of the words.” At this moment 
there came a call from the driver: “Look alive, George, time’s 
up.” “All right, all right, there’s something else what’s up at this 
end. You come and look at this 'ere glass.” "What’s gorn with the 
glass?” said the driver, approaching. “Well, and oo’s ’Arrington? 
What’s it all about?” “I was just asking who was responsible for 
putting the ad \ ertisements up in your cars, and saying it would 
be as well to make some inquiry about this one.” “Well, sir, that’s 
all done at the Company’s orfice, that work is: it’s our Mr. Timms, 
I believe, looks into that. When we put up to-night I’ll leave 
word, and per’aps I’ll be able to tell you to-morrer if you 'appen 
to be coming this way.” 

This was all that passed that evening. Mr. Dunning did just 
go to the trouble of looking up Ashbrooke, and found that it 
was in Warwickshire. 

Next day he went to town again. The car (it was the same car) 
was too full in the morning to allow of his getting a word with 
the conductor: he could only be sure that the curious advertise- 
ment had been made away with. The dose of the day brought a 
further element of mystery into the transaction. He had missed 
the tram, or else preferred walking home, but at a rather late 
hour, while he was at work in his study, one of the maids came 
to say that two men from the tramways were very anxious to speak 
to him. This was a reminder of the advertisement, which he had, 
he says, nearly forgotten. He had the men in— they were the 
conductor and driver of the car— and when the matter of refresh- 
ment had been attended to, asked what Mr. Timms had had to 
say about the advertisement. “Well, sir, that’s what we took the 
liberty to step round about,” said the conductor. “Mr. Timms 
’e give William ’ere the rough side of his tongue about that: 
’cordin’ to ’im there wam’t no advertisement of that description 
sent in, nor ordered, nor paid for, nor put up, nor nothink, let 
alone not bein’ there, and we was playing the fool takin’ up his 
time. Well,’ I says, ‘if that’s the case, all I ask of you, Mr. Timms, 1 
I says, ‘is to take and look at it for yourself,’ I says. ‘Of cours* 
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if it ain’t there/ I says, ‘you may take and call me what you like.’ 
‘Right/ he says, ‘I will’: and we went straight off. Now, I leave 
it to you, sir, if that ad., as we term ’em, with ’Arrington on it 
warn’t as plain as ever you see anythink— blue letters on yeller 
glass, and as I says at the time, and you borne me out, reg’lar in 
the glass, because, if you remember, you recollect of me swabbing 
it with my duster.” “To be sure I do, quite clearly— well?” “You 
may say well, I don’t think. Mr. Timms he gets in that car with a 
light— no, he telled William to ’old the light outside. ‘Now,’ he 
says, ‘where’s your precious ad. what we’ve ’eard so much about?” 
‘ ’Ere it is,’ I says, ‘Mr. Timms/ and I laid my ’and on it." The 
conductor paused. 

“Well,” said Mr. Dunning, “it was gone, I suppose. Broken?” 

“Broke!— not it. There wam’t, if you’ll believe me, no more 
trace of them letters— blue letters they was— on that piece o’ glass, 
than— well, it’s no good me talkin’. I never see such a thing. I 
leave it to William here if— but there, as I says, where’s the benefit 
in me going on about it?” 

“And what did Mr. Timms say?” 

“Why ’e did what I give ’im leave to— called us pretty much 
anythink he liked, and I don’t know as I blame him so much 
neither. But what we thought, William and me did, was as we 
seen you take down a bit of a note about that— well, that 
letterin’—” 

“I certainly did that, and I have it now. Did you wish me to 
speak to Mr. Timms myself, and show it to him? Was that what 
you came in about?” 

“There, didn’t I say as much?” said William. “Deal with a 
gent if you can get on the track of one, that’s my word. Now 
perhaps, George, you’ll allow as I ain’t took you very far wrong 
to-night.” 

“Very well, William, very well; no need for you to go on as 
if you’d ’ad to frog’s-march me ’ere. I come quiet, didn’t I? All 
the same for that, we ’adn’t ought to take up your time this way, 
sir; but if it jo ’appened ^ou could find time to step round to the 
Company’s orfice in the morning and tell Mr. Timms what you 
seen for yourself, we should lay under a very 'igh obligation to 
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you for the trouble. You see it ain’t bein’ called— well, one thing 
and another, as we mind, but if they got it into their ’ead at the 
orfice as we seen things as wam’t there, why, one thing leads to 
another, and where we should be a twelvemunce 'ence— well, you 
can understand what I mean.” 

Amid further elucidations of the proposition, George, con 
ducted by William, left the room. 

The incredulity of Mr. Timms (who had a nodding acquaint- 
ance with Mr. Dunning) was greatly modified on the following 
day by what the latter could tell and show him; and any bad mark 
that might have been attached to the names of William and 
George was not suffered to remain on the Company’s books; but 
explanation there was none. 

Mr. Dunning’s interest in the matter was kept alive by an inci- 
dent of the following afternoon. He was walking from his club 
to the train, and he noticed some way ahead a man with a handful 
of leaflets such as are distributed to passers-by Dy agents of enter- 
prising firms. This agent had not chosen a very crowded street 
for his operations: in fact, Mr. Dunning did not see him get rid 
of a single leaflet before he himself reached the spot. One was 
thrust into his hand as he passed, the hand that gave it touched 
his, and he experienced a sort of little shock as it did so. It seemed 
unnaturally rough and hot. He looked in passing at the giver, 
but the impression he got was so unclear that, however much he 
tried to reckon it up subsequently, nothing would come. He was 
walking quickly, and as he went on glanced at the paper. It was 
a blue one. The name of Harrington m large capitals caught his 
eye. He stopped, startled, and felt for his glasses. The next instant 
the leaflet was twitched out of his hand by a man who hurried 
past, and was irrecoverably gone. He ran back a few paces, but 
where was the passer-by? and where the distributor? 

It was in a somewhat pensive frame of mind that Mr. Dunning 
passed on the following day into the Select Manuscript Room o^ 
the British Museum, and filled up tickets for Harley 3586, and 
some other volumes. After a few minutes they were brought to 
him, and he was settling the one he wanted first upon the desk, 
when he thought he heard his own name whispered behind him, 
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He turned round hastily, and in doing so, brushed his little port- 
folio of loose papers on to the floor. He saw no one he recognized 
except one of the staff in chaise of the room, who nodded to him, 
and he proceeded to pick up his papers. He thought he had them 
all and was turning to begin work, when a stout gentleman at the 
table behind him, who was just rising to leave, and had collected 
his own belongings, touched him on the shoulder, saying, “May 
I give you this? I think it should be yours,” and handed him a 
missing quire. "It is mine, thank you,” said Mr. Dunning. In 
another moment the man had left the room. Upon finishing his 
work for the afternoon, Mr. Dunning had some conversation with 
the assistant in charge, and took occasion to ask who the stout 
gentleman was. "Oh, he’s a man named Karswell,” said the 
assistant; "he was asking me a week ago who were the great 
authorities on alchemy, and of course I told him you were the 
only one in the country. I’ll see if I can’t catch him: he’d like to 
meet you, I’m sure ” 

“For heaven’s sake don’t dream of it!” said Mr. Dunning, “I’m 
particularly anxious to avoid him.” 

“Oh! very well,” said the assistant, “he doesn’t come here often: 
I dare say you won’t meet him.” 

More than once on the way home that day Mr. Dunning con- 
fessed to himself that he did not look forward with his usual 
cheerfulness to a solitary evening. It seemed to him that some- 
thing ill-defined and impalpable had stepped in between him 
and his fellow-men— had taken him in charge, as it were. He 
wanted to sit close up to his neighbours in the train and in the 
tram, but as luck would have it both train and car were markedly 
empty. The conductor George was thoughtful, and appeared to 
be absorbed in calculations as to the number of passengers. On 
arriving at his house he found Dr. Watson, his medical man, on 
his doorstep. “I’ve had to upset your household arrangements, 
I’m sorry to say, Dunning. Both your servants are hors de combat. 
In fact. I’ve had to send them to the Nursing Home.” 

“Good heavens! what’s the matter?” 

“It’s something like ptomaine poisoning, I should think: 
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you’ve not suffered yourself, I can see, or you wouldn’t be walking 
about. I think they’ll pull through all right.” 

“Dear, dear! Have you any idea what brought it on?” 

“Well, they tell me they bought some shellfish from a hawker 
at their dinnertime. It’s odd. I’ve made inquiries, but I can’t 
find that any hawker has been to other houses in the street. I 
couldn’t send word to you; they won’t be back for a bit yet. You 
come and dine with me to-night, anyhow, and we can make 
arrangements for going on. Eight o’clock. Don’t be too anxious.” 

The solitary evening was thus obviated; at the expense of some 
distress and inconvenience, it is true. Mr. Dunning spent the 
time pleasantly enough with the doctor (a rather recent settler), 
and returned to his lonely home at about 11:30. The night he 
passed is not one on which he looks back with any satisfaction. 
He was in bed and the light was out. He was wondering if the 
charwoman would come early enough to get him hot water next 
morning, when he heard the unmistakable sound of his study 
door opening. No step followed it on the passage floor, but the 
sound must mean mischief, for he knew that he had shut the door 
that evening after putting his papers away in his desk. It was 
rather shame than courage that induced him to slip out into the 
passage and lean over the banister in his nightgown, listening. 
No light was visible, no further sound came- only a gust of warm, 
or even hot, air played for an instant round his shins. He went 
back and decided to lock himself into his room. There was more 
unpleasantness, however. Either an economical suburban com- 
pany had decided that their light would not be required in the 
small hours, and had stopped working, or else something was 
wrong with the meter, the effect was in any case that the electric 
light was off. The obvious course was to find a match, and also 
to consult his watch: he might as well know how many hours of 
discomfort awaited him. So he put his hand into the well-known 
nook under the pillow: only, it did not get so far. What he 
touched was, according to his account, a mouth, with teeth, and 
with hair about it, and, he declares, not the mouth of a human 
being. I do not think it is any use to guess what he said or did; but 
he was in a spare room with the door locked and his ear to it 
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before he was clearly conscious again. And there he spent the rest 
of a most miserable night, looking every moment for some fum- 
bling at the door: but nothing came. 

The venturing back to his own room in the morning was 
attended with many listenings and quiverings. The door stood 
open, fortunately, and the blinds were up (the servants had been 
out of the house before the hour of drawing them down); there 
was, to be short, no trace of an inhabitant. The watch, too, was 
in its usual place; nothing was disturbed, only the wardrobe aoor 
had swung open, in accordance with its confirmed habit. A ring 
at the back door now announced the charwoman, who had been 
ordered the night before, and nerved Mr. Dunning, after letting 
her in, to continue his search in other parts of the house. It was 
equally fruitless. 

The day thus begun went on dismally enough. He dared not 
go to the Museum: in spite of what the assistant had said, Karswell 
might turn up there, and Dunning felt he could not cope with a 
probably hostile stranger. His own house was odious; he hated 
sponging on the doctor. He spent some little time in a call at the 
Nursing Home, where he was slightly cheered by a good report 
of his housekeeper and maid. Towards lunchtime he betook 
himself to his club, again experiencing a gleam of satisfaction at 
seeing the Secretary of the Association. At luncheon Dunning 
told his friend the more material of his woes, but could not bring 
himself to speak of those that weighed most heavily on his spirits. 
"My poor dear man,” said the Secretary, “what an upset! Look 
here, we’re alone at home, absolutely. You must put up with us. 
Yes! no excuse: send your things in this afternoon.” Dunning was 
unable to stand out: he was, in truth, becoming acutely anxious, 
as the hours went on, as to what that night might have waiting for 
him. He was almost happy as he hurried home to pack up. 

His friends, when they had time to take stock of him, were 
rather shocked at his lorn appearance, and did their best to keep 
him up to the mark. Not altogether without success: but, when 
the two men were smoking alone later, Dunning became dull 
again. Suddenly he said, “Gayton, I believe that alchemist man 
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knows it was I who got his paper rejected.*’ Gayton whistled. 
“What makes you think that?” he said. Dunning told of his con- 
versation with the Museum assistant, and Gayton could only 
agree that the guess seemed likely to be correct. “Not that I care 
much,” Dunning went on, “only it might be a nuisance if we 
were to meet. He’s a bad-tempered party, I imagine.” Conversa- 
tion dropped again; Gayton became more and more strongly 
impressed with the desolateness that came over Dunning's face 
and bearing, and finally— though with a considerable effort— he 
asked him point-blank whether something serious was not both- 
ering him. Dunning gave an exclamation of relief. “I was perish- 
ing to get it off my mind,” he said “Do you know anything about 
a man named John Harrington?” Gayton was thoroughly startled, 
and at the moment could only ask why. Then the complete story 
of Dunning’s experiences came out— what had happened in the 
tramcar, in his own house, and in the street, the troubling of spirit 
that had crept over him, and still held him; and he ended with 
the question he had begun with. Gayton was at a loss how to 
answer him. To tell the story of Harrington’s end would perhaps 
be right; only, Dunning was in a nervous state, the story was a 
grim one, and he could not help asking himself whether there 
were not a connecting link between these two cases, in the person 
of Karswell. It was a difficult concession for a scientific man, but 
it could be eased by the phrase “hypnotic suggestion.” In the end 
he decided that his answer to-night should be guarded; he would 
talk the situation over with his wife. So he said that he had known 
Harrington at Cambridge, and he had died suddenly in 1889, 
adding a few details about the man and his published work. He 
did talk over the matter with Mrs. Gayton, and, as he had antici- 
pated, she leapt at once to the conclusion which had been hover- 
ing before him. It was she who reminded him of the surviving 
brother, Henry Harrington, and she also who suggested that he 
might be got hold of by means of their hosts of the day before. 
"He might be a hopeless crank,” objected Gayton. "That could 
be ascertained from the Bennetts, who knew him,” Mrs. Gayton 
retorted; and she undertook to see the Bennetts the very next day. 
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It is not necessary to tell in further detail the steps by which 
Henry Harrington and Dunning were brought together. 

The next scene that does require to be narrated is a conversa- 
tion that took place between the two. Dunning had told Harring- 
ton of the strange ways in which the dead man's name had been 
brought before him, and had said something, besides, of his 
own subsequent experiences. Then he had asked if Harrington 
was disposed, in return, to recall any of the circumstances con- 
nected with his brother’s death. Harrington’s surprise at what he 
hearu can be imagined: but his reply was readily given. 

“John,” he said, "was in a very odd state, undeniably, from 
time to time, during some weeks before, though not immediately 
before, the catastrophe. There were several things, the principal 
notion he had was that he thought he was being followed. No 
doubt he was an impressionable man, but he never had had such 
fancies as this before. I cannot get it out of my mind that there 
was ill will at work, and what you tell me about yourself reminds 
me very much of my brother. Can you think of any possible con- 
necting link?” 

“There is just one that has been taking shape vaguely in my 
mind. I’ve been told that your brother reviewed a book very 
severely not long before he died, and just lately I have happened 
to cross the path of the man who wrote that book in a way he 
would resent.” 

“Don’t tell me the man was called Karswell.” 

“Why not? that is exactly his name.” 

Henry Harrington leant back. “That is final to my mind. Now 
I must explain further. From something he said, I feel sure that 
my brother John was beginning to believe— very much against 
his will— that Karswell was at the bottom of his trouble. I want 
to tell you what seems to me to have a bearing on the situation. 
My brother was a great musician, and used to run up to concerts 
in town. He came back, three months before he died, from one 
of these, and gave me his programme to look at— an analytical 
programme: he always kept them. ‘I nearly missed this one,’ he 
»id. 'I suppose I must have dropped it: anyhow, I was looking 
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for it under my seat and in my pockets and so on, and my neigh- 
bour offered me his: said “might he give it me, he had no further 
use for it,” and he went away just afterwards. I don’t know who 
he was— a stout, clean-shaven man. I should have been sorry to 
miss it; of course I could have bought another, but this cost me 
nothing.’ At another time he told me that he had been very 
uncomfortable both on the way to his hotel and during the night. 
I piece things together now in thinking it over. Then, not very 
long after, he was going over these programmes, putting them in 
order to have them bound up, and in this particular one (which 
by the way I had hardly glanced at), he found quite near the 
beginning a strip of paper with some very odd writing on it in 
red and black— most carefully done— it looked to me more like 
Runic letters than anything else. ‘Why,’ he said, ’this must belong 
to my fat neighbour. It looks as if it might be worth returning 
to him; it may be a copy of something; evidently someone has 
taken trouble over it. How can I find his address?’ We talked it 
over for a little and agreed that it wasn’t worth advertising about, 
and that my brother had better look out for the man at the next 
concert, to which he was going very soon. The paper was lying 
on the book and we were both by the fire; it was a cold, windy 
summer evening. I suppose the door blew open, though I didn’t 
notice it- at any rate a gust— a warm gust it was— came quite sud- 
denly between us, took the paper and blew it straight into the fire: 
it was light, thin paper, and flared and went up the chimney in 
a single ash. ‘Well,’ I said, ‘you can’t give it back now.’ He said 
nothing for a minute: then rather crossly, ‘No, I can’t; but why 
you should keep on saying so I don’t know.’ I remarked that I 
didn’t say it more than once. ‘Not more than four times, you 
mean,’ was all he said. I remember all that very clearly, without 
any good reason; and now to come to the point. I don’t know if 
you looked at that book of Karswell’s which my unfortunate 
brother reviewed. It’s not likely that you should: but I did, both 
before his death and after it. The first time we made game of it 
together. It was written in no style at all— split infinitives, and 
every sort of thing that makes an Oxford gorge rise. Then there 
was nothing that the man didn’t swallow: mixing up classical 
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myths, and stories out of the Golden Legend with reports of 
savage customs of to-day— all very proper, no doubt, if you know 
how to use them, but he didn’t: he seemed to put the Golden 
Legend and the Golden Bough exactly on a par, and to believe 
both: a pitiable exhibition, in short. Well, after the misfortune, 
I looked over the book again. It was no better than before, but 
the impression which it left this time on my mind was different. 
I suspected— as I told you— that Karswell had borne ill will to 
my brother, even that he was in some way responsible for what 
had happened; and now his book seemed to me to be a very sinis- 
ter performance indeed One chapter in particular struck me, in 
which he spoke of 'casting the Runes’ on people, either for the 
purpose of gaining their affection or of getting them out of the 
way— perhaps more especially the latter: he spoke of all this in a 
way that really seemed to me to imply actual knowledge. I’ve 
not time to go into details, but the upshot is that I am pretty sure 
from information received that the civil man at the concert was 
Karswell: I suspect— I more than suspect— that the paper was of 
importance: and I do believe that if my brother had been able 
to give it back, he might have been alive now. Therefore, it 
occurs to me to ask you whether you have anything to put beside 
what I have told you.” 

By way of answer, Dunning had the episode in the Manuscript 
Room at the British Museum to relate “Then he did actually 
hand you some papers; have you examined them? No? because 
we must, if you’ll allow it, look at them at once, and very care- 
fully.” 

They went to the still empty house— empty, for the two servants 
were not yet able to return to work. Dunning’s portfolio of papers 
was gathering dust on the writing table. In it were the quires of 
small-sized scribbling paper which he used for his transcripts: 
and from one of these, as he took it up, there slipped and fluttered 
out into the room with uncanny quickness, a strip of thin light 
paper. The window was open, but Harrington- slammed it to, 
just in time to intercept the paper, which he caught. “I thought 
so," he said; “it might be the identical thing that was given to 
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my brother. You’ll have to look out, Dunning; this may mean 
something quite serious for you.” 

A long consultation took place. The paper was narrowly exam- 
ined. As Harrington had said, the characters on it were more like 
Runes than anything else, but not decipherable by either man, 
and both hesitated to copy them, for fear, as they confessed, of 
perpetuating whatever evil purpose they might conceal So it 
has remained impossible (if I may anticipate a little) to ascertain 
what was conveyed in this curious message or commission. Both 
Dunning and Harrington are firmly convinced that it had the 
effect of bringing its possessors into very undesirable company. 
That it must be returned to the source whence it came they were 
agreed, and further, that the only safe and certain way was that 
of personal service; and here contrivance would be necessary, for 
Dunning was known by sight to Karswell. He must, for one thing, 
alter his appearance by shaving his beard. But then might not 
the blow fall first? Harrington thought they could time it. He 
knew the date of the concert at which the “black spot” had been 
put on his brother: it was June 18th. The death had followed on 
Sept. 18th. Dunning reminded him that three months had been 
mentioned on the inscription on the car window. "Perhaps,” he 
added, with a cheerless laugh, “mine may be a bill at three months 
too. I believe I can fix it by my diary. Yes, April 23rd was the day 
at the Museum; that brings us to July 23rd. Now, you know, it 
becomes extremely important to me to know anything you will 
tell me about the progress of your brother’s trouble, if it is pos- 
sible for you to speak of it.” “Of course. Well, the sense of being 
watched whenever he was alone was the most distressing thing 
to him. After a time I took to sleeping in his room, and he was 
the better for that: still, he talked a great deal in his sleep. What 
about? Is it wise to dwell on that, at least before things are 
straightened out? I think not, but I can tell you this: two things 
came for him by post during those weeks, both with a London 
postmark, and addressed in a commercial hand. One was a wood- 
cut of Bewick’s, roughly tom out of the page: one which shows 
a moonlit road and a man walking along it, followed by an awful 
demon creature. Under it were written the lines out of the 
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‘Ancient Mariner’ (which I suppose the cut illustrates) about 
one who, having once looked round— 

‘walks on, 

And turns no more his head, 

Because he knows a frightful fiend 
Doth close behind him tread.' 

The other was a calendar, such as tradesmen often send. My 
brother paid no attention to this, but I looked at it after his 
death, and found that everything after Sept. 18 had been torn 
out. You may be surprised at his having gone out alone the 
evening he was killed, but the fact is that during the last ten days 
or so of his life he had been quite free from the sense of being 
followed or watched.” 

The end of the consultation was this. Harrington, who knew 
a neighbour of Karswell’s, thought he saw a way of keeping a 
watch on his movements. It would be Dunning's part to be in 
readiness to try to cross Karswell’s path at any moment, to keep 
the paper safe and in a place of ready access. 

They parted. The next weeks were no doubt a severe strain 
upon Dunning’s nerves' the intangible barrier which had seemed 
to rise about him on the day when he received the paper, grad- 
ually developed into a brooding blackness that cut him off from 
the means of escape to which one might have thought he might 
resort. No one was at hand who was likely to suggest them to 
him, and he seemed robbed of all initiative. He waited with in- 
expressible anxiety as May, June, and early July passed on, for 
a mandate from Harrington. But all this time Karswell remained 
immovable at Lufford. 

At last, in less than a week before the date he had come to look 
upon as the end of his earthly activities, came a telegram- “Leaves 
Victoria by boat tram Thursday night. Do not miss I come to 
you to-night. Harrington.” 

He arrived accordingly, and they concocted plans. The train 
left Victoria at nine and its last stop before Dover was Croydon 
West. Harrington would mark down Karswell at Victoria, and 
look out for Dunning at Croydon, calling to him if need were 
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by a name agreed upon. Dunning, disguised as far as might be, 
was to have no label or initials on any hand luggage, and must 
at all costs have the paper with him. 

Dunning’s suspense as he waited on the Croydon platform I 
need not attempt to describe. His sense of danger during the 
last days had only been sharpened by the fact that the cloud about 
him had perceptibly been lighter; but relief was an ominous 
symptom, and, if Karswell eluded him now, hope was gone: and 
there were so many chances of that. The rumour of the journey 
might be itself a device. The twenty minutes in which he paced 
the platform and persecuted every porter with inquiries as to the 
boat train were as bitter as any he had spent Still, the train came, 
and Harrington was at the window. It was important, of course, 
that there should be no recognition- so Dunning got in at the 
farther end of the corridor carriage, and only gradually made 
his way to the compartment where Harrington and Karswell 
were. He was pleased, on the whole, to see that the train was far 
from full. 

Karswell was on the alert, but gave no sign of recognition. 
Dunning took the seat not immediately facing him, and at- 
tempted, vainly at first, then with increasing command of his 
faculties, to reckon the possibilities of making the desired trans- 
fer. Opposite to Karswell, and next to Dunning, was a heap of 
Karswell’s coats on the seat. It would be of no use to slip the paper 
into these— he would not be safe, or would not feel so, unless in 
some way it could be proffered by him and accepted by the other. 
There was a handbag, open, and with papers in it. Could he 
manage to conceal this (so that perhaps Karswell might leave 
the carriage without it), and then find and give it to him? This 
was the plan that suggested itself. If he could only have counselled 
with Harrington! but that could not be The minutes went on. 
More than once Karswell rose and went out into the corridor. 
The second time Dunning was on the point of attempting to 
make the bag fall off the seat, but he caught Harrington’s eye, 
and read in it a warning. Karswell, from the corridor, was watch- 
ing: probably to see if the two men recognized each other. He 
returned, but was evidently restless: and, when he rose the third 
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time, hope dawned, for something did slip off his seat and fall 
with haidly a sound to the floor. Karswell went out once more, 
and passed out of range of the corridor window. Dunning picked 
up what had fallen, and saw that the key was in his hands in the 
form of one of Cook’s ticket cases, with tickets in it. These cases 
have a pocket in the cover, and within very few seconds the paper 
of which we have heard was in the pocket of this one. To make 
the operation more secure, Harrington stood in the doorway 
of the compartment and fiddled with the blind. It was done, and 
done at the right time, for the tram was now slowing down 
towards Dover. 

In a moment more Karswell re-entered the compartment. As 
he did so, Dunning, managing, he knew not how, to suppress the 
tremble in his voice, handed him the ticket case, saying, “May 
l give you this, sir? I believe it is yours.” After a brief glance at 
the ticket inside, Karswell uttered the hoped for response, “Yes, 
it is, much obliged to you, sir,” and he placed it in his breast 
pocket. 

Even in the few moments that remained— moments of tense 
anxiety, for they knew not to what a premature finding of the 
paper might lead— both men noticed that the carriage seemed 
to darken about them and to grow warmer, that Karswell was 
fidgety and oppressed, that he drew the heap of loose coats near 
to him and cast it back as if it repelled him, and that he then sat 
upright and glanced anxiously at both. They, with sickening 
anxiety, busied themselves in collecting their belongings, but 
they both thought that Karswell was on the point of speaking 
when the train stopped at Dover Town. It was natural that in 
the short space between town and pier they should both go into 
the corridor. 

At the pier they got out, but so empty was the train that they 
were forced to linger on the platform until Karswell should have 
passed ahead of them with his porter on the way to the boat, and 
only then was it safe for them to exchange a pressure of the hand 
and a word of concentrated congratulation. The effect upon 
Dunning was to make him almost faint. Harrington made him 
lean up against the wall, while he himself went forward a few 
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yards within sight of the gangway to the boat, at which Karswell 
had now arrived. The man at the head of it examined his ticket, 
and, laden with coats, he passed down into the boat. Suddenly 
the official called after him, “You, sir, beg pardon, did the other 
gentleman show his ticket?” “What the devil do you mean by 
the other gentleman?” Karswell’s snarling voice called back from 
the deck. The man bent over and looked at him. “The devil? 
Well, I don’t know, I’m sure,” Harrington heard him say to him- 
self, and then aloud, “My mistake, sir; must have been your rugs I 
ask your pardon.” And then, to a subordinate near him, “ ’Ad he 
got a dog with him, or what? Funny thing- I could ’a’ swore ’e 
wasn’t alone. Well, whatever it was, they’ll ’ave to see to it aboard. 
She’s off now. Another week and we shall be gettin’ the ’olidaj 
customers.” In five minutes more there was nothing but the 
lessening lights of the boat, the long line of the Dover lamps, the 
night breeze, and the moon. 

Long and long the two sat in their room at the “Lord Warden.” 
In spite of the removal of their greatest anxiety, they were op- 
pressed with a doubt, not of the lightest. Had they been justified 
in sending a man to his death, as they believed they had? Ought 
they not to warn him, at least? “No, ’ said Harrington: “if he is 
the murderer I think him, we have done no more than is just. 
Still, if you think it better— but how and where can you warn 
him?” “He was booked to Abbeville only,” said Dunning. “I saw 
that If I wired to the hotels there in Joanne’s Guide, ‘Examine 
your ticket case, Dunning,’ I should feel happier. This is the 
21st: he will have a day. But I am afraid he has gone into the 
dark.” So telegrams were left at the hotel office. 

It is not clear whether these reached their destination, or 
whether, if they did, they were understood. All that is known 
is that, on the afternoon of the 23rd, an English traveller, exam- 
ining the front of St. Wulfram’s Church at Abbeville, then under 
extensive repair, was struck on the head and instantly killed by 
a stone tailing from the scaffold erected round the north-western 
tower, there being, as was clearly proved, no workman on the 
scaffold at that moment: and the traveller’s papers identified him 
as Mr. Karswell. 
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Only one detail shall be added. At Karswell’s sale a set of 
Bewick, sold with all faults, was acquired by Harrington. The 
page with the woodcut of the traveller and the demon was, as 
he had expected, mutilated. Also, after a judicious interval, 
Harrington repeated to Dunning something of what he had 
beard his brother say in his sleep: but it was not long before 
Dunning stopped him. 
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Oh, Whistle, and I’ll Come to You, My Lad 


“i suppose you will be getting away pretty soon, now Full 
term is over. Professor,” said a person not in the story to the 
Professor of Ontography, soon after they had sat down next to 
each other at a feast in the hospitable hall of St. James’s College. 

The Professor was young, neat, and precise in speech. 

“Yes,” he said; “my friends have been making me take up golf 
this term, and I mean to go to the East Coast— in point of fact to 
Burnstow— (I dare say you know it) for a week or ten days, to 
improve my game. I hope to get off to-morrow.” 

“Oh, Parkins,” said his neighbour on the other side, “if you 
are going to Burnstow, I wish you would look at the site of the 
Templars’ preceptory, and let me know if you think it would 
be any good to have a dig there in the summer.” 

It was, as you might suppose, a person of antiquarian pursuits 
who said this, but, since he merely appears in this prologue, theie 
is no need to give his entitlements. 

“Certainly,” said Parkins, the Professor “if you will describe 
to me whereabouts the site is, I will do my best to give you an 
idea of the lie of the land when I get back, or I could write to 
you about it, if you would tell me where you are likely to be.” 

“Don’t trouble to do that, thanks. It’s only that I’m thinking 
of taking my family in that direction in the Long, and it occurred 
to me that, as very few of the English preceptories have ever been 
properly planned, I might have an opportunity of doing some- 
thing useful on off-days." 

The Professor rather sniffed at the idea that planning out a 
preceptory could be described as useful. His neighbour con- 
tinued 

“The site— I doubt if there is anything showing above ground- 
must be down quite close to the beach now. The sea has en- 
croached tremendously, as you know, all along that bit of coast. 
I should think, from the map, that it must be about three-quarters 
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of a mile from the Globe Inn, at the north end of the town. Where 
are you going to stay?” 

"Well, at the Globe Inn, as a matter of fact,” said Parkins; “I 
have engaged a room there. I couldn’t get in anywhere else; most 
of the lodging-houses are shut up in winter, it seems; and, as it 
is, they tell me that the only room of any size I can have is really 
a double-bedded one, and that they haven’t a corner in which 
to store the other bed, and so on. But I must have a fairly large 
room, for I am taking some books down, and mean to do a bit 
of work; and though I don’t quite fancy having an empty bed— 
not to speak of two— in what I may call for the time being my 
study, I suppose I can manage to rough it for the short time I 
shall be there.” 

"Do you call having an extra bed in your room roughing it. 
Parkins?” said a bluff person opposite. “Look here, I shall come 
down and occupy it for a bit; it’ll be company for you.” 

The Professor quivered, but managed to laugh in a courteous 
manner. 

“By all means, Rogers; there’s nothing I should like better. 
But I’m afraid you would find it rather dull, you don’t play golf, 
do you?” 

"No, thank Heaven!” said rude Mr. Rogers. 

“Well, you see, when I’m not writing I shall most likely be 
out on the links, and that, as I say, would be rather dull for you, 
I’m afraid.” 

“Oh, I don’t know! There’s certain to be somebody I know 
in the place; but, of course, if you don’t want me, speak the word. 
Parkins; I shan’t be offended. Truth, as you always tell us, is 
never offensive ” 

Parkins was, indeed, scrupulously polite and strictly truthful. 
It is to be feared that Mr. Rogers sometimes practised upon his 
knowledge of these characteristics. In Parkins’s breast there was 
a conflict now raging, which for a moment or two did not allow 
him to answer. That interval being over, he said: 

“Well, if you want the exact truth, Rogers, I was considering 
whether the room I speak of would really be large enough to 
accommodate us both comfortably; and also whether (mind, I 

f54o] 



Oh, Whistle, and I’ll Come to You, My Lad 

shouldn’t have said this if you hadn’t pressed me) you would 
not constitute something in the nature of a hindrance to my 
work.’’ 

Rogers laughed loudly. 

"Well done, ParkmsI” he said. “It’s all right. I promise not to 
interrupt your work; don’t you disturb yourself about that. No, 
I won’t come if you don’t want me, but I thought I should do 
so nicely to keep the ghosts off.” Here he might have been seen 
to wink and to nudge his next neighbour. Parkins might also 
have been seen to become pink. “I beg pardon, Parkins,” Rogers 
continued; “I oughtn’t to have said that. I forgot you didn’t 
like levity on these topics.” 

“Well,” Parkins said, "as you have mentioned the matter, I 
freely own that I do not like careless talk about what you call 
ghosts. A man in my position,” he went on, raising his voice a 
little, "cannot, I find, be too careful about appearing to sanction 
the current beliefs on such subjects. As you know, Rogers, or as 
you ought to know, for I think I have never concealed my 
views—” 

"N o, you certainly have not, old man,” put in Rogers sotto voce . 

“—I hold that any semblance, any appearance of concession 
to the view that such things might exist is equivalent to a renun- 
ciation of all that I hold most sacred. But I’m afraid I have not 
succeeded in securing your attention.” 

"Your undivided attention, was what Dr. Blimber actually 
said,” 1 Rogers interrupted, with every appearance of an earnest 
desire for accuracy. “But I beg your pardon, Parkins: I’m stop 
ping you.” 

“No, not at all,” said Parkins. “I don’t remember Blimber; 
perhaps he was before my time. But I needn’t go on. I’m sure you 
know what I mean.” 

“Yes, yes,” said Rogers, rather hastily— “just so. We’ll go into 
it fully at Bumstow, or somewhere.” 

In repeating the above dialogue I have tried to give the im 
pression which it made on me, that Parkins was something of an 
old woman— rather henlike, perhaps, in his little ways; totally 

1 Mr. Rogers was wrong, vide Dombey and Son, chapter xu. 
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destitute, alas! of the sense of humour, but at the same time daunt- 
less and sincere in his convictions, and a man deserving of the 
greatest respect. Whether or not the reader has gathered so much, 
that was the character which Parkins had. 

On the following day Parkins did, as he had hoped, succeed 
in getting away from his college, and in arriving at Bumstow. 
He was made welcome at the Globe Inn, was safely installed in 
the large double-bedded room of which we have heard, and was 
able before retiring to rest to arrange his materials for work in 
apple-pie order upon a commodious table which occupied the 
outer end of the room, and was surrounded on three sides by 
windows looking out seaward; that is to say, the central window 
looked straight out to sea, and those on the left and right com- 
manded prospects along the shore to the north and south re- 
spectively On the south you saw the village of Burnstow. On the 
north no houses were to be seen, but only the beach and the low 
cliff backing it. Immediately in front was a strip— not consider- 
able— of rough grass, dotted with old anchors, capstans, and so 
forth; then a broad path; then the beach Whatever may have 
been the original distance between the Globe Inn and the sea, 
not more than sixty yards now separated them. 

The rest of the population of the inn was, of course, a golfing 
one, and included few elements that call for a special description. 
The most conspicuous figure was, perhaps, that of an ancien 
militaire, secretary of a London club, and possessed of a voice 
of incredible strength, and of views of a pronouncedly Protestant 
type. These were apt to find utterance after his attendance upon 
the ministrations of the Vicar, an estimable man with inclinations 
towards a picturesque ritual, which he gallantly kept down as 
far as he could out of deference to East Anglian tradition. 

Professor Parkins, one of whose principal characteristics was 
pluck, spent the greater part of the day following his arrival at 
Bumstow in what he had called improving his game, in company 
with this Colonel Wilson: and during the afternoon— whether 
the process of improvement were to blame or not, I am not sure— 
die Colonel’s demeanour assumed a colouring so lurid that even 
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Parkins jibbed at the thought of walking home with him from 
the links. He determined, after a short and furtive look at that 
bristling moustache and those incarnadined features, that it 
would be wiser to allow the influences of tea and tobacco to do 
what they could with the Colonel before the dinner hour should 
render a meeting inevitable, 

“I might walk home to-night along the beach,” he reflected— 
“yes, and take a look— there will be light enough for that— at the 
ruins of which Disney was talking. I don’t exactly know where 
they are, by the way, but I expect I can hardly help stumbling 
on them.” 

This he accomplished, I may say, in the most literal sense, for 
in picking his way from the links to the shingle beach his foot 
caught, partly in a gorse root and partly in a biggish stone, and 
over he went. When he got up and surveyed his surroundings, he 
found himself m a patch of somewhat broken ground covered 
with small depressions and mounds. These latter, when he came 
to examine them, proved to be simply masses of flints embedded 
in mortar and grown over with turf He must, he quite rightly 
concluded, be on the site of the preceptory he had promised to 
look at. It seemed not unlikely to reward the spade of the ex- 
plorer; enough of the foundations was probably left at no great 
depth to throw a good deal of light on the general plan. He re- 
membered vaguely that the Templars, to whom this site had 
belonged, were in the habit of building round churches, and he 
thought a particular series of the humps or mounds near him 
did appear to be arranged in something of a circular form. Few 
people can resist the temptation to try a little amateur research 
in a department quite outside their own, if only for the satis- 
faction of showing how successful they would have been had they 
only taken it up seriously. Our Professor, however, if he felt 
something of this mean desire, was also truly anxious to oblige 
Mr. Disney. So he paced with care the circular area he had 
noticed, and wrote down its rough dimensions in his pocketbook. 
Then he proceeded to examine an oblong eminence which lay 
east of the centre of the circle, and seemed to his thinking likely 
to be the base of a platform or altar. At one end of it, the northern, 
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a patch of the turf was gone— removed by some boy or other 
creature ferae naturae. It might, he thought, be as well to probe 
the soil here for evidences of masonry, and he took out his knife 
and began scraping away the earth. And now followed another 
little discovery a portion of soil fell inward as he scraped, and 
disclosed a small cavity. He lighted one match after another to 
help him to see of what nature the hole was, but the wind was 
too strong for them all. By tapping and scratching the sides with 
his knife, however, he was able to make out that it must be an 
artificial hole in masonry. It was rectangular, and the sides, top, 
and bottom, if not actually plastered, were smooth and regular. 
Of course it was empty. Nol As he withdrew the knife he heard 
a metallic clink, and when he introduced his hand it met with a 
cylindrical object lying on the floor of the hole. Naturally enough, 
he picked it up, and when he brought it into the light, now fast 
fading, he could see that it, too, was of man's making— a metal 
tube about four inches long, and evidently of some considerable 
age. 

By the time Parkins had made sure that there was nothing else 
in this odd receptacle, it was too late and too dark for him to 
think of undertaking any further search. What he had done had 
proved so unexpectedly interesting that he determined to sacri- 
fice a little more of the daylight on the morrow to archaeology. 
The object which he now had safe m his pocket was bound to be 
of some slight value at least, he felt sure. 

Bleak and solemn was the view on which he took a last look 
before starting homeward. A faint yellow light in the west 
showed the links, on which a few figures moving towards the 
clubhouse were still visible, the squat martello tower, the lights 
of Aldsey village, the pale ribbon of sands intersected at intervals 
by black wooden groynings, the dim and murmuring sea. The 
wind was bitter from the north, but was at his back when he set 
out for the Globe. He quickly rattled and clashed through the 
shingle and gained the sand, upon which, but for the groynings 
which had to be got over every few yards, the going was both 
good and quiet. One last look behind, to measure the distance 
he had made since leaving the ruined Templars’ church, showed 
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him a prospect of company on his walk, in the shape of a rather 
indistinct personage, who seemed to be making great efforts to 
catch up with him, but made little, if any, progress. I mean that 
there was an appearance of running about his movements, but 
that the distance between him and Parkins did not seem mate- 
rially to lessen. So, at least, Parkins thought, and decided that 
he almost certainly did not know him, and that it would be 
absurd to wait until he came up For all that, company, he began 
to think, would really be very welcome on that lonely shore, if 
only you could choose your companion. In his unenlightened 
days he had read of meetings in such places which even now would 
hardly bear thinking of. He went on thinking of them, however, 
until he reached home, and particulasly of one which catches 
most people’s fancy at some time of their childhood. “Now I saw 
in my dream that Christian had gone but a very little way when 
he saw a foul fiend coming over the field to meet him.” “What 
should I do now,” he thought, “if I looked back and caught sight 
of a black figure sharply defined against the yellow sky, and saw 
that it had horns and wings? I wonder whether I should stand 
or run for it. Luckily, the gentleman behind is not of that kind, 
and he seems to be about as far off now as when I saw him first. 
Well, at this rate, he won’t get his dinner as soon as I shall; and, 
dear meJ it’s within a quarter of an hour of the time now. I must 
run!” 

Parkins had, in fact, veiy little time for dressing. When he 
met the Colonel at dinner. Peace— or as much of her as that 
gentleman could manage— reigned once more in the military 
bosom, nor was she put to flight in the hours of bridge that fol- 
lowed dinner, for Parkins was a more than respectable player. 
When, therefore, he retired towards twelve o’clock, he felt that 
he had spent his evening in quite a satisfactory way, and that, even 
for so long as a fortnight or three weeks, life at the Globe would 
be supportable under similar conditions— “especially,” thought 
he, “if I go on improving my game.” 

As he went along the passages he met the boots of the Globe, 
who stopped and said: 

“Beg your pardon, sir, but as I was abrushing your coat just 
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now there was something fell out of the pocket. I put it on your 
chest of drawers, sir, in your room, sir— a piece of a pipe or some- 
think of that, sir. Thank you, sir. You’ll find it on your chest of 
drawers, sir— yes, sir. Good night, sir.” 

The speech served to remind Parkins of his little discovery of 
that afternoon. It was with some considerable curiosity that he 
turned it over by the light of his candles. It was of bronze, he now 
saw, and was shaped very much after the manner of the modern 
dog whistle; in fact it was— yes, certainly it was— actually no more 
nor less than a whistle. He put it to his lips, but it was quite full 
of a fine, caked-up sand or earth, which would not yield to 
knocking, but must be loosened with a knife. Tidy as ever in his 
habits. Parkins cleared out the earth onto a piece of paper, and 
took the latter to the window to empty it out. The night was 
clear and bright, as he saw when he had opened the casement, 
and he stopped for an instant to look at the sea and note a belated 
wanderer stationed on the shore in front of the inn. Then he shut 
the window, a little surprised at the late hours people kept at 
Burnstow, and took his whistle to the light again. Why, surely 
there were marks on it, and not merely marks, but letters! A very 
little rubbing rendered the deeply cut inscription quite legible, 
but the Professor had to confess, after some earnest thought, that 
the meaning of it was as obscure to him as the writing on the wall 
to Belshazzar. There were legends both on the front and on the 
back of the whistle. The one read thus: 

jnia 

jme 


The other; 

e&w mw em "ve&m 

“I ought to be able to make it out,” he thought; “but I suppose 
1 am a little rusty in my Latin. When I come to think of it, I don’t 
believe I even know the word for a whistle. The long one does 
seem simple enough. It ought to mean: ‘Who is this who is com- 
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ing?’ Well the best way to find out is evidently to whistle for 
him.” 

He blew tentatively and stopped suddenly, startled and yet 
pleased at the note he had elicited. It had a quality of infinite 
distance in it, and, soft as it was, he somehow felt it must be audi- 
ble for miles round It was a sound, too, that seemed to have the 
power (which many scents possess) of forming pictures in the 
brain. He saw quite clearly for a moment a vision of a wide, dark 
expanse at night, with a fresh wind blowing, and in the midst 
a lonely figure— how employed, he could not tell. Perhaps he 
would have seen more had not the picture been broken by the 
sudden surge of a gust of wind against his casement, so sudden 
that it made him look up, just in time to see the white glint of a 
seabird’s wing somewhere outside the dark panes. 

The sound of the whistle had so fascinated him that he could 
not help trying it once more, this time more boldly. The note 
was little, if at all, louder than before, and repetition broke the 
illusion— no picture followed, as he had half hoped it might. "But 
what is this? Goodness' what force the wind can get up in a few 
minutes' What a tremendous gust' There' I knew that window- 
fastening was no use' Ah' I thought so— both candles out. It is 
enough to tear the room to pieces ” 

The first thing was to get the window shut. While you might 
count twenty Parkins was struggling with the small casement, and 
felt almost as if he were pushing back a sturdy burglar, so strong 
was the pressure. It slackened all at once, and the window banged 
to and latched itself. Now to relight the candles and see whai 
damage, if any, had been done. No, nothing seemed amiss; no 
glass even was broken in the casement But the noise had evidently 
roused at least one member of the household: the Colonel was 
to be heard stumping in his stockinged feet on the floor above, 
and growling. 

Quickly as it had risen, the wind did not fall at once. On it 
went, moaning and rushing past the house, at times rising to a 
cry so desolate that, as Parkins disinterestedly said, it might have 
made fanciful people feel quite uncomfortable; even the un. 
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imaginative, he thought after a quarter of an hour, might be 
happier without it. 

Whether it was the wind, or the excitement of golf or of the 
researches in the preceptory that kept Parkins awake, he was not 
sure. Awake he remained, m any case, long enough to fancy (as 
I am afraid I often do myself under such conditions) that he was 
the victim of all manner of fatal disorders: he would lie counting 
the beats of his heart, convinced that it was going to stop work 
every moment, and would entertain grave suspicions of his lungs, 
brain, liver, etc.— suspicions which he was sure would be dispelled 
by the return of daylight, but which until then refused to be put 
aside. He found a little vicarious comfort in the idea that some- 
one else was in the same boat. A near neighbour (in the darkness 
it was not easy to tell his direction) was tossing and rustling in 
his bed, too. 

The next stage was that Parkins shut his eyes and determined 
to give sleep every chance. Here again overexcitement asserted 
itself in another form— that of making pictures. Experto crede, 
pictures do come to the closed eyes of one trying to sleep, and are 
often so little to his taste that he must open his eyes and disperse 
them. 

Parkins’s experience on this occasion was a very distressing 
one. He found that the picture which presented itself to him was 
continuous. When he opened his eyes, of course, it went; but 
when he shut them once more it framed itself afresh, and acted 
itself out again, neither quicker nor slower than before. What 
he saw was this: 

A long stretch of shore— shingle edged by sand, and intersected 
at short intervals with black groynes running down to the water 
—a scene, in fact, so like that of his afternoon’s walk that, in the 
absence of any landmark, it could not be distinguished therefrom. 
The light was obscure, conveying an impression of gathering 
storm, late winter evening, and slight cold rain. On this bleak 
stage at first no actor was visible. Then, in the distance, a bobbing 
black object appeared; a moment more, and it was a man run- 
ning, jumping, clambering over the groynes, and every few 
seconds looking eagerly back. The nearer he came the more ob- 
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vious it was that he was not only anxious, but even terribly 
frightened, though his face was not to be distinguished. He was, 
moreover, almost at the end of his strength. On he came; each 
successive obstacle seemed to cause him more difficulty than 
the last. “Will he get over this next one?” thought Parkins; 
“it seems a little higher than the others.” Yes; half climbing, 
half throwing himself, he did get over, and fell all in a heap on 
the other side (the side nearest to the spectator). There, as if really 
unable to get up again, he remained crouching under the groyne, 
looking up in an attitude of painful anxiety. 

So far no cause whatever for the fear of the runner had been 
shown; but now there began to be seen, far up the shore, a little 
flicker of something light-coloured moving to and fro with great 
swiftness and irregularity. Rapidly growing larger, it, too, de- 
clared itself as a figure in pale, fluttering draperies, ill-defined. 
There was something about its motion which made Parkins very 
unwilling to see it at close quarters It would stop, raise arms, 
bow itself toward the sand, then run stooping across the beach 
to the water’s edge and back again; and then, rising upright, once 
more continue its course forward at a speed that was startling and 
terrifying. The moment came when the pursuer was hovering 
about from left to right only a few yards beyond the groyne where 
the runner lay in hiding. After two or three ineffectual castings 
hither and thither it came to a stop, stood upright, with arms 
raised high, and then darted straight forward towards the groyne. 

It was at this point that Parkins always failed in his resolution 
to keep his eyes shut. With many misgivings as to incipient failure 
of eyesight, overworked brain, excessive smoking, and so on, he 
finally resigned himself to light his candle, get out a book, and pass 
the night waking, rather than be tormented by this persistent 
panorama, which he saw clearly enough could only be a morbid 
reflection of his walk and his thoughts on that very day. 

The scraping of the match on box and the glare of light must 
have startled some creatures of the night— rats or what not— 
which he heard scurry across the floor from the side of his bed 
with much rustling. Dear, dearl the match is outl Fool that it is! 
But the second one burnt better, and a candle and book were 
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duly procured, over which Parkins pored till sleep of a whole- 
some kind came upon him, and that in no long space. For about 
the first time in his orderly and prudent life he forgot to blow 
out the candle, and when he was called next morning at eight 
there was still a flicker in the socket and a sad mess of guttered 
grease on the top of the little table. 

After breakfast he was in his room, putting the finishing 
touches to his golfing costume— fortune had again allotted the 
Colonel to him for a partner— when one of the maids came in. 

“Oh, if you please,” she said, “would you like any extra blan- 
kets on your bed, sir?” 

"Ahl thank you,” said Parkins “Yes, I think I should like 
one. It seems likely to turn rather colder.” 

In a very short time the maid was back with the blanket. 

“Which bed should I put it on, sir?” she asked. 

“What? Why, that one— the one I slept in last night,” he said, 
pointing to it. 

"Oh yes! I beg your pardon, sir, but you seemed to have tried 
both of ’em; leastways, we had to make ’em both up this morning ” 

“Really? How very absurd!” said Parkins. “I certainly never 
touched the other, except to lay some things on it. Did it actually 
seem to have been slept in?” 

“Oh yes, sir'” said the maid. “Why, all the things was crumpled 
and throwed about all ways, if you’ll excuse me, sir— quite as if 
anyone ’adn’t passed but a very poor night, sir.” 

“Dear me,” said Parkins “Well, I may have disordered it more 
than I thought when I unpacked my things. I’m very sorry to 
have given you the extra trouble. I’m sure I expect a friend of 
mine soon, by the way— a gentleman from Cambridge— to come 
and occupy it for a night or two. That will be all right, I suppose, 
won’t it?” 

“Oh yes, to be sure, sir. Thank you, sir. It’s no trouble, sir. I’m 
sure,” said the maid, and departed to giggle with her colleagues. 

Parkins set forth, with a stem determination to improve his 
game. 

I am glad to be able to report that he succeeded so far in this 
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enterprise that the Colonel, who had been rather repining at the 
prospect of a second day’s play in his company, became quite 
chatty as the morning advanced, and his voice boomed out over 
the flats, as certain also of our own minor poets have said, “like 
some great bourdon in a minster tower.” 

"Extraordinary wind, that, we had last night,” he said. “In my 
old home we should have said someone had been whistling for it.” 

“Should you, indeed'” said Parkins. “Is there a superstition 
of that kind still current in your part of the country?” 

“I don’t know about superstition,” said the Colonel. “They 
believe in it all over Denmark and Norway, as well as on the 
Yorkshire coast, and my experience is, mind you, that there's gen- 
erally something at the bottom of what these countryfolk hold 
to, and have held to for generations. But it’s your drive” (or 
whatever it might have been: the golfing reader will have to 
imagine appropriate digressions at the proper intervals). 

When conversation was resumed, Parkins said, with a slight 
hesitancy: 

“Apropos of what you were saying just now, Colonel, I think I 
ought to tell you that my own views on such subjects are very 
strong. I am, in fact, a convinced disbeliever in what is called the 
‘supernatural.’ ” 

“What'" said the Colonel, “do you mean to tell me you don’t 
believe in second sight, or ghosts, or anything of that kind?” 

“In nothing whatever of that kind,” returned Parkins firmly 

“Well,” said the Colonel, “but it appears to me at that rate, 
sir, that you must be little better than a Sadducee.” 

Parkins was on the point of answering that, in his opinion, the 
Sadducees were the most sensible persons he had ever read of m 
the Old Testament, but, feeling some doubt as to whether such 
mention of them was to be found in that work, he preferred to 
laugh the accusation off. 

“Perhaps I am,” he said; “but— Here, give me my cleek, boy! 
—Excuse me one moment, Colonel.” A short interval. “Now, as 
to whistling for the wind, let me give you my theory about it. The 
laws which govern winds are really not at all perfectly known— 
to fisherfolk and such, of course, not known at all. A man or 
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woman of eccentric habits, perhaps, or a stranger, is seen re- 
peatedly on the beach at some unusual hour, and is heard 
whistling. Soon afterwards a violent wind rises; a man who could 
read the sky perfectly or who possessed a barometer could have 
foretold that it would. The simple people of a fishing village have 
no barometers, and only a few rough rules for prophesying 
weather. What more natural than that the eccentric personage I 
postulated should be regarded as having raised the wind, or that 
he or she should clutch eagerly at the reputation of being able to 
do so? Now, take last night’s wind: as it happens, I myself was 
whistling. I blew a whistle twice, and the wind seemed to come 
absolutely in answer to my call. If anyone had seen me—” 

The audience had been a little restive under this harangue, 
and Parkins had, I fear, fallen somewhat into the tone of a lec- 
turer; but at the last sentence the Colonel stopped. 

"Whistling, were you?” he said. “And what sort of whistle did 
you use? Play this stroke first.” Interval. 

"About that whistle you were asking. Colonel. It’s rather a 
curious one. I have it in my— No; I see I’ve left it in my room. 
As a matter of fact, I found it yesterday.” 

And then Parkins narrated the manner of his discovery of the 
whistle, upon hearing which the Colonel grunted, and opined 
that, m Parkins’s place, he should himself be careful about using 
a thing that had belonged to a set of Papists, of whom, speaking 
generally, it might be affirmed that you never knew what they 
might not have been up to. From this topic he diverged to the 
enormities of the Vicar, who had given notice on the previous 
Sunday that Friday would be the Feast of St. Thomas the Apostle, 
and that there would be service at eleven o’clock in the church. 
This and other similar proceedings constituted in the Colonel’s 
view a strong presumption that the Vicar was a concealed Papist, 
if not a Jesuit, and Parkins, who could not very readily follow 
the Colonel in this region, did not disagree with him. In fact, 
they got on so well together m the morning that there was no talk 
on either side of their separating after lunch. 

Both continued to play well during the afternoon, or at feast, 
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well enough to make them forget everything else until the light 
began to fail them. Not until then did Parkins remember that 
he had meant to do some more investigating at the preceptory; 
but it was of no great importance, he reflected. One day was as 
good as another; he might as well go home with the Colonel. 

As they turned the corner of the house, the Colonel was almost 
knocked down by a boy who rushed into him at the very top of his 
speed, and then, instead of running away, remained hanging on 
to him and panting. The first words of the warrior were naturally 
those of reproof and objurgation, but he very quickly discerned 
that the boy was almost speechless with fright. Inquiries were 
useless at first. When the boy got his breath he began to howl, 
and still clung to the Colonel’s legs. He was at last detached, but 
continued to howl. 

“What in the world is the matter with you? What have you 
been up to? What have you seen?” said the two men. 

"Ow, I seen it wive at me out of the winder,” wailed the boy, 
“and I don’t like it.” 

“What window?” said the irritated Colonel "Come pull your- 
self together, my boy.” 

"The front winder it was, at the ’otel,” said the boy 

At this point Parkins was in favour of sending the boy home, 
but the Colonel refused; he wanted to get to the bottom of it, he 
said; it was most dangerous to give a boy such a fright as this one 
had had, and if it turned out that people had been playing jokes, 
they should suffer for it in some way. And by a series of questions 
he made out this story: The boy had been playing about on the 
grass in front of the Globe with some others; then they had gone 
home to their teas, and he was just going, when he happened to 
look up at the front winder and see it a-wivmg at him. It seemed 
to be a figure of some sort, in white as far as he knew— couldn’t 
see its face; but it wived at him, and it wam’t a right thing— not 
to say not a right person. Was there a light in the room? No, he 
didn’t think to look if there was a light Which was the window? 
Was it the top one or the second one? The seckind one it was— 
the big winder what got two little uns at the sides. 

“Very well, my boy,” said the Colonel, after a few more ques- 
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rions. “You run away home now. I expect it was some person 
trying to give you a start. Another time, like a brave English boy, 
you just throw a stone— well, no, not that exactly, but you go and 
speak to the waiter, or to Mr. Simpson, the landlord, and— yes— 
and say that I advised you to do so.” 

The boy’s face expressed some of the doubt he felt as to the 
likelihood of Mr. Simpson’s lending a favourable ear to his com- 
plaint, but the Colonel did not appear to perceive this, and 
went on: 

“And here's a sixpence— no, I see it’s a shilling— and you be off 
home, and don’t think any more about it.” 

The youth hurried off with agitated thanks, and the Colonel 
and Parkins went round to the front of the Globe and recon- 
noitred. There was only one window answering to the description 
they had been hearing 

"Well, that’s curious,” said Parkins; “it’s evidently my window 
the lad was talking about. Will you come up for a moment, Col- 
onel Wilson? We ought to be able to see if anyone has been taking 
liberties in my room.” 

They were soon in the passage, and Parkins made as if to open 
the door Then he stopped and felt in his pockets. 

“This is more serious than I thought,” was his next remark 
“I remember now that before I started this morning I locked the 
door. It is locked now, and, what is more, here is the key.” And he 
held it up. “Now,” he went on, “if the servants are in the habit of 
going into one’s room during the day when one is away, I can 
only say that— well, that I don’t approve of it at all.” Conscious 
of a somewhat weak climax, he busied himself in opening the door 
(which was indeed locked) and in lighting candles. “No,” he 
said, “nothing seems disturbed.” 

“Except your bed,” put in the Colonel. 

“Excuse me, that isn’t my bed,” said Parkins. “I don’t use that 
one. But it does look as if someone had been playing tricks 
with it.” 

It certainly did: the clothes were bundled up and twisted to- 
gether in a most tortuous confusion. Parkins pondered. 

“That must be it,” he said at last. “I disordered the clothes last 
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night in unpacking, and they haven’t made it since. Perhaps they 
came in to make it, and that boy saw them through the window; 
and then they were called away and locked the door after them. 
Yes, I think that must be it.” 

"Well, ring and ask,” said the Colonel, and this appealed to 
Parkins as practical. 

The maid appeared, and, to make a long story short, deposed 
that she had made the bed in the morning when the gentleman 
was in the room, and hadn’t been there since. No, she hadn’t no 
other key. Mr. Simpson, he kep’ the keys; he’d be able to tell the 
gentleman if anyone had been up. 

This was a puzzle. Investigation showed that nothing of value 
had been taken, and Parkins remembered the disposition of the 
small objects on tables and so forth well enough to be pretty sure 
that no pranks had been played with them. Mr and Mrs. Simpson 
furthermore agreed that neither of them had given the duplicate 
key of the room to any person whatever during the day. Nor 
could Parkins, fair-minded man as he was, detect anything in the 
demeanour of master, mistress or maid that indicated guilt. He 
was much more inclined to think that the boy had been imposing 
on the Colonel. 

The latter was unwontedly silent and pensive at dinner and 
throughout the evening When he bade good night to Parkins, he 
murmured in a gruff undertone* 

“You know where I am if you want me during the night.” 

“Why, yes, thank you. Colonel Wilson, I think I do, but there 
isn’t much prospect of my disturbing you, 1 hope. By the way,” 
he added, “did I show you that old whistle I spoke of? I think not. 
Well, here it is.” 

The Colonel turned it over gingerly in the light of the candle. 

“Can you make anything of the inscription?” asked Parkins, 
as he took it back. 

“No, not in this light. What do you mean to do with it?" 

“Oh, well, when I get back to Cambridge I shall submit it to 
some of the archaeologists there, and see what they think of it; 
and very likely, if they consider it worth having, I may present 
it to one of the museums.” 
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“ ’Ml” said the Colonel. “Well, you may be right. All I know 
is that, if it were mine, I should chuck it straight into the sea. 
It’s no use talking, I’m well aware, but I expect that with you 
it’s a case of live and learn. I hope so, I’m sure, and I wish you a 
good night.” 

He turned away, leaving Parkins in act to speak at the bottom 
of the stair, and soon each was in his own bedroom. 

By some unfortunate accident, there were neither blinds nor 
curtains to the windows of the Professor’s room. The previous 
night he had thought little of this, but to-night there seemed 
every prospect of a bright moon rising to shine directly on his 
bed, and probably wake him later on. When he noticed this he 
was a good deal annoyed, but, with an ingenuity which I can 
only envy, he succeeded m rigging up, with the help of a railway 
rug, some safety pins, and a stick and umbrella, a screen which, 
if it only held together, would completely keep the moonlight off 
his bed. And shortly afterwards he was comfortably in that bed. 
When he had read a somewhat solid work long enough to produce 
a decided wish for sleep, he cast a drowsy glance round the room, 
blew out the candle, and fell back upon the pillow. 

He must have slept soundly for an hour or more, when a sudden 
clatter shook him up in a most unwelcome manner. In a moment 
he realized what had happened: his carefully constructed screen 
had given way, and a very bright frosty moon was shining directly 
on his face. This was highly annoying. Could he possibly get up 
and reconstruct the screen? or could he manage to sleep if he did 
not? 

For some minutes he lay and pondered over the possibilities; 
then he turned over sharply, and with all his eyes open lay 
breathlessly listening. There had been a movement, he was sure, 
in the empty bed on the opposite side of the room. To-morrow 
he would have it moved, for there must be rats or something play- 
ing about in it. It was quiet now. No! the commotion began again. 
There was a rustling and shaking: surely more than any rat could 
tause. 

I can figure to myself something of the Professor’s bewilder- 
ment and horror, f or I have in a dream thirty years back seen the 
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same thing happen; but the reader will hardly, perhaps, imagine 
how dreadful it was to him to see a figure suddenly sit up in what 
he had known was an empty bed. He was out of his own bed in one 
bound, and made a dash towards the window, where lay his only 
weapon, the stick with which he had propped his screen. This 
was, as it turned out, the worst thing he could have done, because 
the personage in the empty bed, with a sudden smooth motion, 
slipped from the bed and took up a position, with outspread 
arms, between the two beds, and in front of the door. Parkins 
watched it in a horrid perplexity. Somehow, the idea of getting 
past it and escaping through the door was intolerable to him; he 
could not have borne— he didn’t know why— to touch it; and as 
for its touching him, he would sooner dash himself through the 
window than have that happen. It stood for the moment in a 
band of dark shadow, and he had not seen what its face was like. 
Now it began to move, in a stooping posture, and all at once the 
spectator realized, with some horror and some relief, that it must 
be blind, for it seemed to feel about it with its muffled arms in a 
groping and random fashion. Turning half away from him, it 
became suddenly conscious of the bed he had just left, and darted 
towards it, and bent and felt over the pillows in a way which 
made Parkins shudder as he had never in his life thought it pos- 
sible. In a very few moments it seemed to know that the bed was 
empty, and then, moving forward into the atea of light and facing 
the window, it showed for the first time what manner of thing 
it was. 

Parkins, who very much dislikes being questioned about it, 
did once describe something of it in my hearing, and I gathered 
that what he chiefly remembers about it is a horrible, an intensely 
horrible, face of crumpled linen. What expression he read upon 
it he could not or would not tell, but that the fear of it went nigh 
to maddening him is certain. 

But he was not at leisure to watch it for long. With formidable 
quickness it moved into the middle of the room, and, as it groped 
and waved, one comer of its draperies swept across Parkins’s 
face. He could not, though he knew Iiow perilous a sound was— 
he could not keep back a cry of disgust, and this gave the searcher 
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an instant clue. It leapt towards him upon the instant, and the 
next moment he was halfway through the window backwards, 
uttering cry upon cry at the utmost pitch of his voice, and the 
linen face was thrust close into his own. At this, almost the last 
possible second, deliverance came, as you will have guessed: the 
Colonel burst the door open, and was just in time to see the 
dreadful group at the window. When he reached the figures only 
one was left. Parkins sank forward into the room in a faint, and 
before him on the floor lay a tumbled heap of bedclothes. 

Colonel Wilson asked no questions, but busied himself in 
keeping everyone else out of the room and in getting Parkins 
back to his bed; and himself, wrapped in a rug, occupied the other 
bed for the rest of the night. Early on the next day Rogers ar- 
rived, more welcome than he would have been a day before, and 
the three of them held a very long consultation in the Professor’s 
room. At the end of it the Colonel left the hotel door carrying 
a small object between his finger and thumb, which he cast as far 
into the sea as a very brawny arm could send it. Later on the 
smoke of a burning ascended from the back premises of the Globe. 

Exactly what explanation was patched up for the staff and 
visitors at the hotel I must confess I do not recollect. The Pro- 
fessor was somehow cleared of the ready suspicion of delirium 
tremens, and the hotel of the reputation of a troubled house. 

There is not much question as to what would have happened 
to Parkins if the Colonel had not intervened when he did. He 
would either have fallen out of the window or else lost his wits. 
But it is not so evident what more the creature that came in 
answer to the whistle could have done than frighten. There 
seemed to be absolutely nothing material about it save the bed- 
clothes of which it had made itself a body. The Colonel, who re- 
membered a not very dissimilar occurrence in India, was of 
opinion that if Parkins had closed with it, it could really have 
done very little, and that its one power was that of frightening. 
The whole thing, he said, served to confirm his opinion of the 
Church of Rome. 

There is really nothing more to tell, but, as you may imagine, 
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the Professor’s views on certain points are less clear-cut than they 
used to be. His nerves, too, have suffered, he cannot even now see 
a surplice hanging on a door quite unmoved, and the spectacle 
of a scarecrow in a field late on a winter afternoon ha* cost him 
more than one sleepless night. 
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Afterward 


Mrs . Wharton was a devoted admirer and disciple of Henry James, who in turn 
took a warm interest in her work Her style was enormously influenced by him . 

She wrote many novels analyzing the life of New York's fashionable set during 
the late nineteenth and early twentieth centuries— notably The House of Mirth 
and The Age of Innocence— but her masterpiece was a stark and startling tragedy 
of rural New England, Ethan Frome 

She also wrote many supernatural stones, of which the brilliantly worked-out 
"Afterward” ts probably the best . 


1 

“oh, there is one, of course, but you’ll never know it." The 
assertion, laughingly flung out six months earlier in a bright 
June garden, came back to Mary Boyne with a new perception 
of its significance as she stood, in the December dusk, waiting 
for the lamps to be brought into the library. 

The words had been spoken by their friend Alida Stair, as 
they sat at tea on her lawn at Pangbourne, in reference to the 
very house of which the library in question was the central, the 
pivotal “feature.” Mary Boyne and her husband, in quest of a 
country place in one of the southern or southwestern counties, 
had, on their arrival in England, carried their problem straight 
to Alida Stair, who had successfully solved it in her own case; 
but it was not until they had rejected, almost capriciously, sev- 
eral practical and judicious suggestions that she threw out: “Well,, 
there’s Lyng, in Dorsetshire. It belongs to Hugo’s cousins, and 
you can get it for a song," 

The reason she gave for its being obtainable on these terms— 
its remoteness from a station, its lack of electric light, hot-water 
pipes, and other vulgar necessities— were exactly those pleading 
in its favour with two romantic Americans perversely in search 
of the economic drawbacks which were associated, in their tra- 
dition, with unusual architectural felicities. 

“I should never believe I was living in an old house unless 
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I was thoroughly uncomfortable,” Ned Boyne, the more ex- 
travagant of die two, had jocosely insisted; “the least hint of 
‘convenience’ would make me think it had been bought out 
of an exhibition, with the pieces numbered, and set up again.” 
And they had proceeded to enumerate, with humorous pre- 
cision, their various doubts and demands, refusing to believe 
that the house their cousin recommended was really Tudor till 
they learned it had no heating system, or that the village church 
was literally in the grounds till she assured them of the deplorable 
uncertainty of the water-supply. 

"It’s too uncomfortable to be truel” Edward Boyne had con- 
tinued to exult as the avowal of each disadvantage was succes- 
sively wrung from her; but he had cut short his rhapsody to ask, 
with a relapse to distrust: “And the ghost? You’ve been conceal- 
ing from us the fact that there is no ghost!” 

Mary, at the moment, had laughed with him, yet almost with 
her laugh, being possessed of several sets of independent percep- 
tions, had been struck by a note of flatness m Alida's answering 
hilarity. 

“Oh, Dorsetshire’s full of ghosts, you know.” 

“Yes, yes; but that won’t do. I don't want to have to drive 
ten miles to see somebody else’s ghost. I want one of my own on 
the premises. Is there a ghost at Lyng?” 

His rejoinder had made Alida laugh again, and it was then 
that she had flung back tantalisingly. “Oh, there is one, of course, 
but you’ll never know it.” 

“Never know it?” Boyne pulled her up. “But what in the 
world constitutes a ghost except the fact of its being known for 
one?” 

“I can’t say. But that’s the story.” 

“That there’s a ghost, but that nobody knows it’s a ghost?” 

“Well— not till afterward, at any rate.” 

“Till afterward?” 

“Not till long long afterward." 

“But if it’s once been identified as an unearthly visitant, why 
hasn’t its signalement been handed down in the family? How has 
it managed to preserve its incognito?” 
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Alida could only shake her head. “Don’t ask me. But it has.” 

“And then suddenly"— Mary spoke up as if from cavernous 
depths of divination— "suddenly, long afterward, one says to one’s 
self ‘That was it*' ” 

She was startled at the sepulchral sound with which her ques- 
tion fell on the banter of the other two, and she saw the shadow 
of the same surprise flit across Alida’s pupils. “I suppose so. 
One just has to wait.” 

“Oh, hang waiting!” Ned broke in. “Life’s too short for a 
ghost who can only be enjoyed in retrospect. Can’t we do better 
than that, Mary?” 

But it turned out that in the event they were not destined to, 
for within three months of their conversation with Mrs. Stair 
they were settled at Lyng, and the life they had yearned for, to 
the point of planning it in advance in all its daily details, had 
actually begun for them. 

It was to sit, in the thick December dusk, by just such a wide- 
hooded fireplace, under just such black oak rafters, with the 
sense that beyond the mullioned panes the downs were dark- 
ened to a deeper solitude: it was for the ultimate indulgence of 
such sensations that Mary Boyne, abruptly exiled from New 
York by her husband’s business, had endured for nearly fourteen 
years the soul-deadening ugliness of a Middle Western town, and 
that Boyne had ground on doggedly at his engineering till, with 
a suddenness that still made her blink, the prodigious windfall 
of the Blue Star Mine had put them at a stroke m possession of 
life and the leisure to taste it. They had never for a moment meant 
their new state to be one of idleness; but they meant to give 
themselves only to harmonious activities. She had her vision of 
painting and gardening (against a background of grey walls), he 
dreamed of the production of his long-planned book on the 
“Economic Basis of Culture”; and with such absorbing work 
ahead no existence could be too sequestered: they could not 
get far enough from the world, or plunge deep enough into the 
past. 

Dorsetshire had attracted them from the first by an air of re- 
moteness out of all proportion to its geographical position. But 
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to the Boynes it was one of the ever recurring wonders of the 
whole incredibly compressed island— a nest of counties, as they 
put it— that for the production of its effects so little of a given 
quality went so far: that so few miles made a distance, and so 
short a distance a difference. 

“It’s that,” Ned had once enthusiastically explained, “that gives 
such depth to their effects, such relief to their contrasts. They’ve 
been able to lay the butter so thick on every delicious mouth- 
ful.” 

The butter had certainly been laid on thick at Lyng: the old 
house hidden under a shoulder of the downs had almost all the 
finer marks of commerce with a protracted past. The mere fact 
that it was neither large nor exceptional made it, to the Boynes, 
abound the more completely in its special charm— the charm of 
having been for centuries a deep dim reservoir of life. The life 
had probably not been of the most vivid order: for long periods, 
no doubt, it had fallen as noiselessly into the past as the quiet 
drizzle of autumn fell, hour after hour, into the fishpond between 
the yews; but these backwaters of existence sometimes breed, 
in their sluggish depths, strange acuities of emotion, and Mary 
Boyne had felt from the first the mysterious stir of intenser 
memories. 

The feeling had never been stronger than on this particular 
afternoon when, waiting in the library for the lamps to come, 
she rose from her seat and stood among the shadows of the 
hearth. Her husband had gone off, after luncheon, for one of his 
long tramps on the downs. She had noticed of late that he pre- 
ferred to go alone; and, in the tried security of their personal 
relations, had been driven to conclude that his book was bother- 
ing him, and that he needed the afternoons to turn over in 
solitude the problems left from the morning’s work. Certainly 
the book was not going as smoothly as she had thought it would, 
and there were lines of perplexity between his eyes such as had 
never been there in his engineering days. He had often, then, 
looked fagged to the verge of illness, but the native demon of 
“worry” had never branded his brow. Yet the few pages he had 
so far read to her— the introduction, and a summary of the open- 
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ing chapter— showed a firm hold on his subject, and an increas- 
ing confidence in his powers. 

The fact threw her into deeper perplexity, since, now that 
he had done with "business” and its disturbing contingencies, the 
one other possible source of anxiety was eliminated. Unless it 
were his health, then? But physically he had gained since they 
had come to Dorsetshire, grown robuster, ruddier and fresher- 
eyed. It was only within the last week that she had felt in him 
the undefinable change which made her restless in his absence, 
and as tongue-tied in his presence as though it were she who had 
a secret to keep from him! 

The thought that there was a secret somewhere between them 
struck her with a sudden rap of wonder, and she looked about 
her down the long room. 

"Can it be the house?” she mused. 

The room itself might have been full of secrets. They seemed 
to be piling themselves up, as evening fell, like the layers and 
layers of velvet shadow dropping from the low ceiling, the row 
of books, the smoke-blurred sculpture of the hearth. 

"Why, of course— the house is haunted!” she reflected. 

The ghost— Alida’s imperceptible ghost— after figuring largely 
In the banter of their first month or two at Lyng, had been 
gradually left aside as too ineffectual for imaginative use. Mary 
had, indeed, as became the tenant of a haunted house, made the 
customary inquiries among her rural neighbours, but, beyond 
a vague "They du say so. Ma’am,” the villagers had nothing to 
impart. The elusive spectre had apparently never had sufficient 
identity for a legend to crystallise about it, and after a time the 
Boynes had set the matter down to their profit-and-loss account, 
agreeing that Lyng was one of the few houses good enough in it- 
self to dispense with supernatural enhancements. 

“And I suppose, poor ineffectual demon, that’s why it beats 
its beautiful wings in vain in the void,” Mary had laughingly 
concluded. 

"Or, rather,” Ned answered in the same strain, “why, amid 
so much that’s ghostly, it can never affirm its separate existence 
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as the ghost.” And thereupon their invisible housemate had 
finally dropped out of their references, which were numerous 
enough to make them soon unaware of the loss. 

Now, as she stood on the hearth, the subject of their earlier 
curiosity revived in her with a new sense of its meaning— a sense 
gradually acquired through daily contact with the scene of the 
lurking mystery. It was the house itself, of course, that possessed 
the ghost-seeing faculty, that communed visually but secretly 
with its own past; if one could only get into close enough com- 
munion with the house, one might surprise its secret, and acquire 
the ghost-sight on one’s own account. Perhaps, in his long hours 
in this very room, where she never trespassed till the afternoon, 
her husband had acquired it already, and was silently carrying 
about the weight of whatever it had revealed to him. Mary was 
too well versed in the code of the spectral world not to know 
that one could not talk about the ghosts one saw: to do so was 
almost as great a breach of taste as to name a lady in a club. 
But this explanation did not Teally satisfy her. “What, after all, 
except for the fun of the shudder,” she reflected, “would he 
really care for any of their old ghosts?” And thence she was 
thrown back once more on thfe fundamental dilemma; the fact 
that one’s greater or less susceptibility to spectral influences had 
no particular bearing on the case, since, when one did see a ghost 
at Lyng, one did not know it. 

"Not till long afterward,” Alida Stair had said. Well, suppos- 
ing Ned had seen one when they first came, and had known only 
within the last week what had happened to him? More and more 
under the spell of the hour, she threw back her thoughts to the 
early days of their tenancy, but at first only to recall a lively con- 
fusion of unpacking, settling, arranging of books, and calling to 
each other from remote corners of the house as, treasure after 
treasure, it revealed itself to them. It was in this particular con- 
nection that she presently recalled a certain soft afternoon of 
the previous October, when, passing from the first rapturous 
flurry of exploration to a detailed inspection of the old house, 
she had pressed (like a novel heroine) a panel that opened on 
a flight of corkscrew stairs leading to a flat ledge of the roof— 
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the roof which, from below, seemed to slope away on all sides 
too abruptly for any but practised feet to scale. 

The view from this hidden coign was enchanting, and she had 
flown down to snatch Ned from his papers and give him the 
freedom of her discovery. She remembered still how, standing at 
her side, he had passed his arm about her while their gaze flew 
to the long tossed horizon-line of the downs, and then dropped 
contentedly back to trace the arabesque of yew hedges about the 
fishpond, and the shadow of the cedar on the lawn. 

“And now the other way,” he had said, turning her about 
within his arm; and closely pressed to him, she had absorbed, 
like some long satisfying draught, the picture of the grey-walled 
court, the squat lions on the gates, and the lime avenue reaching 
up to the highroad under the downs. 

It was just then, while they gazed and held each other, that 
she had felt his arm relax, and heard a sharp “Hullo!” that made 
her turn to glance at him. 

Distinctly, yes, she now recalled that she had seen, as she 
glanced, a shadow of anxiety, of perplexity, rather, fall across his 
face; and, following his eyes, had beheld the figure of a man— 
a man in loose greyish clothes, as it appeared to her— who was 
sauntering down the lime-avenue to the court with the doubtful 
gait of a stranger who seeks his way. Her short-sighted eyes had 
given her but a blurred impression of slightness and greyishness, 
with something foreign, or at least unlocal, in the cut of the figure 
or its dress, but hei husband had apparently seen more— seen 
enough to make him push past her with a hasty “Wait!" and 
dash down the stairs without pausing to give her a hand. 

A slight tendency to dizziness obliged her, after a provisional 
clutch at the chimney against which they had been leaning, to 
follow him at first more cautiously; and when she had reached the 
landing she paused again, for a less definite reason, leaning ovei 
the banister to strain her eyes through the silence of the brown 
sun-flecked depths. She lingered there till, somewhere in those 
depths, she heard the closing of a door; then, mechanically im 
pelled, she went down the shallow flight of steps till she reached 
the lower hall. 
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The front door stood open on the sunlight of the court, and 
hall and court were empty. The library door was open, too, and 
after listening in vain for any sound of voices within, she crossed 
the threshold, and found her husband alone, vaguely fingering 
the papers on his desk. 

He looked up, as if surprised at her entrance, but the shadow 
of anxiety had passed from his face, leaving it even, as she fancied, 
a little brighter and clearer than usual. 

"What was it? Who was it?” she asked. 

“Who?” he repeated, with the surprise still all on his side. 

“The man we saw coming toward the house.” 

He seemed to reflect. “The man? Why, I thought I saw Peters; 
I dashed after him to say a word about the stable drains, but 
he had disappeared before I could get down.” 

"Disappeared? But he seemed to be walking so slowly when 
we saw him.” 

Boyne shrugged his shoulders. “So I thought; but he must 
have got up steam m the interval. What do you say to our trying 
a scramble up Meldon Steep before sunset?” 

That was all. At the time the occurrence had been less than 
nothing, had, indeed, been immediately obliterated by the magic 
of their first vision from Meldon Steep, a height which they had 
dreamed of climbing ever since they had first seen its bare spine 
rising above the roof of Lyng. Doubtless it was the mere fact of 
the other incident’s having occurred on the very day of their 
ascent to Meldon that had kept it stored away m the fold of 
memory from which it now emerged; for in itself it had no mark 
of the portentous. At the moment there could have been nothing 
more natural than that Ned should dash himself from the roof 
in pursuit of dilatory tradesmen. It was the period when they 
were always on the watch for one or the other of the specialists 
employed about the place; always lying in wait for them, and 
rushing out at them with questions, reproaches or reminders. 
And certainly in the distance the grey figure had looked like 
Peters. 

Yet now, as she reviewed the scene, she felt her husband's 
explanation of it to have been invalidated by the look of anxiety 
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on his face. Why had the familiar appearance of Peters made 
him anxious? Why, above all, if it was of such prime necessity 
to confer with him on the subject of the stable drains, had the 
failure to find him produced such a look of relief? Mary could 
not say that any one of these questions had occurred to her at the 
time, yet, fiom the promptness with which they now marshalled 
themselves at her summons, she had a sense that they must all 
along have been there, waiting their hour. 

ii 

Weary with her thoughts, she moved to the window. The 
library was now quite dark, and she was surprised to see how 
much faint light the outer world still held. 

As she peered out into it across the court, a figure shaped 
itself far down the perspective of bare limes, it looked a mere 
blot of deeper grey in the greyness, and for an instant, as it moved 
toward her, her heart thumped to the thought “It’s the ghostl’’ 

She had time, in that long instant, to feel suddenly that the 
man of whom, two months earlier, she had had a distant vision 
from the roof, was now, at his predestined hour, about to reveal 
himself as not having been Peters; and her spirit sank under the 
impending fear of the disclosure. But almost with the next tick 
of the clock the figure, gaming substance and character, showed 
itself even to her weak sight as her husband’s; and she turned 
to meet him, as he entered, with the confession of her folly. 

“It’s really too absurd,” she laughed out, “but I never can 
rememberl” 

“Remember what?” Boyne questioned as they drew together. 

“That when one sees the Lyng ghost one never knows it.” 

Her hand was on his sleeve, and he kept it there, but with no 
response in his gesture or in the lines of his preoccupied face. 

“Did you think you’d seen it?” he asked, after an appreciable 
interval. 

“Why, I actually took you for it, my dear, in my mad de- 
termination to spot itl” 

"Me— just now?” His arm dropped away, and he turned from 
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her with a faint echo of her laugh. “Really, dearest, you'd better 
give it up, if that’s the best you can do." 

“Oh, yes, I give it up. Have you t" she asked, turning round 
on him abruptly. 

The parlour-maid had entered with letters and a lamp, and 
the light struck up into Boyne’s face as he bent above the tray 
she presented. 

“Have you?” Mary perversely insisted, when the servant had 
disappeared on her errand of illumination. 

“Have I what?’’ he rejoined absently, the light bringing out 
the sharp stamp of worry between his brows as he turned over 
the letters. 

“Given up trying to see the ghost.” Her heart beat a little at 
the experiment she was making. 

Her husband, laying his letters aside, moved away into the 
shadow of the hearth. 

“I never tried,” he said, tearing open the wrapper of a news- 
paper. 

“Well, of course,” Mary persisted “the exasperating thing 
is that there’s no use trying, since one can’t be sure till so long 
afterward ” 

He was unfolding the paper as if he had hardly heard her; 
but after a pause, during which the sheets rustled spasmodically 
between his hands, he looked up to ask, “Hive you any idea how 
long?” 

Mary had sunk into a low chair beside the fireplace. From 
her seat she glanced over, startled, at her husband’s profile, which 
was projected against the circle of lamplight. 

“No; none. Have you?” she retorted, repeating her former 
phrase with an added stress of intention. 

Boyne crumpled the paper into a bunch, and then, incon- 
sequently, turned back with it toward the lamp. 

“Lord, nol I only meant,” he explained, with a faint tinge 
of impatience, "is there any legend, any tradition, as to that?” 

“Not that I know of,” she answered; but the impulse to add 
“What makes you ask?” was checked by the reappearance of 
the parlour-maid, with tea and a second lamp. 
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With the dispersal of shadows, and the repetition of the daily 
domestic office, Mary Boyne felt herself less oppressed by that 
sense of something mutely imminent which had darkened her 
afternoon. For a few moments she gave herself to the details of 
her task, and when she looked up from it she was struck to 
the point of bewilderment by the change in her husband’s face. 
He had seated himself near the farther lamp, and was absorbed 
in the perusal' of his letters; but was it something he had found 
in them, or merely the shifting of her own point of view, that 
had restored his features to their normal aspect? The longer 
she looked the more definitely the change affirmed itself. The 
lines of tension had vanished, and such traces of fatigue as 
lingered were of the kind easily attributable to steady mental 
effort. He glanced up, as if drawn by her gaze, and met her eyes 
with a smile. 

"I’m dying for my tea, you know; and here’s a letter for you,” 
he said. 

She took the letter he held out in exchange for the cup she 
proffered him, and, returning to her seat, broke the seal with 
the languid gesture of the reader whose interests are all enclosed 
in the circle of one cherished presence. 

Her next conscious motion was that of starting to her feet, 
the letter falling to them as she rose, while she held out to her 
husband a newspaper clipping. 

“Ned! What’s this? What does it mean?” 

He had risen at the same instant, almost as if hearing her cry 
before she uttered it; and for a perceptible space of time he 
and she studied each other, like adversaries watching for an ad- 
vantage, across the space between her chair and his desk. 

“What’s what? You fairly made me jump!” Boyne said at 
length, moving toward her with a sudden half-exasperated laugh. 
The shadow of apprehension was on his face again, not now a 
look of fixed foreboding, but a shifting vigilance of lips and eyes 
that gave her the sense of his feeling himself invisibly surrounded. 

Her hand shook so that she could hardly give him the clipping. 

"This article— from the Waukesha Sentinel — that a man named 
F.lwell has brought suit against you— that there was something 
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wrong about the Blue Star Mine. I can’t understand more than 
half.” 

They continued to face each other as she spoke, and to her 
astonishment she saw that her words had the almost immediate 
effect of dissipating the strained watchfulness of his look. 

“Oh, that!” He glanced down the printed slip, and then folded 
it with the gesture of one who handles something harmless and 
familiar. "What’s the matter with you this afternoon, Mary? I 
thought you’d got bad news.” 

She stood before him with her undefinable terror subsiding 
slowly under the reassurance of his tone. 

"You knew about this, then— it’s all right?” 

“Certainly I knew about it, and it’s all right " 

“But what is it? I don’t understand. Wbat does this man accuse 
you of?” 

“Pretty nearly every crime in the calendar.” Boyne had tossed 
the clipping down, and thrown himself into an armchair near 
the fire. “Do you want to hear the story? It’s not particularly in- 
teresting— just a squabble over interests in the Blue Star.” 

“But who is this Elwell? I don’t know the name.” 

“Oh, he’s a fellow I put into it— gave him a hand up. I told 
you all about him at the time.” 

"I dare say. I must have forgotten.” Vainly she strained back 
among her memories. “But if you helped him, why does he make 
this return?” 

“Probably some shyster lawyer got hold of him and talked 
him over. It’s all rather technical and complicated. I thought 
that kind of thing bored you.” 

His wife felt a sting of compunction. Theoretically, she depre- 
cated the American wife’s detachment from her husband’s pro- 
fessional interests, but in practice she had always found it difficult 
to fix her attention on Boyne’s report of the transactions in which 
his varied interests involved him. Besides, she had felt during 
their years of exile that, in a community where the amenities of 
living could be obtained only at the cost of efforts as arduous as 
her husband’s professional labours, such brief leisure as he and 
she could command should be used as an escape from immediate 
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preoccupations, a flight to the life they always dreamed of living. 
Once or twice, now that this new life had actually drawn its magic 
circle about them, she had asked herself if she had done right; 
but hitherto such conjectures had been no more than the retro- 
spective excursions of an active fancy. Now for the first time, it 
startled her a little to find how little she knew of the material 
foundation on which her happiness was built. 

She glanced at her husband, and was again reassured by the 
composure of his face; yet she felt the need of more definite 
grounds for her reassurance. 

“But doesn’t this suit worry you? Why have you never spoken 
to me about it?” 

He answered both questions at once. “I didn’t speak of it at 
first because it did worry me— annoyed me, rather. But it’s all 
ancient history now. Your correspondent must have got hold 
of a back number of the Sentinel.” 

She felt a quick thrill of relief. “You mean it’s over? He’s lost 
his case?” 

There was a just perceptible delay in Boyne’s reply. “The 
suit’s been withdrawn— that’s all.” 

But she persisted, as if to exonerate herself from the inward 
charge of being too easily put off. “Withdrawn because he saw 
he had no chance?” 

“Oh, he had no chance,” Boyne answered. 

She was still struggling with a dimly felt perplexity at the back 
of her thoughts. 

“How long ago was it withdrawn?” 

He paused, as if with a slight return of his former uncertainty. 
“I’ve just had the news now; but I’ve been expecting it.” 

“Just now— in one of your letters?” 

“Yes; m one of my letters.” 

She made no answer, and was aware only, after a short interval 
of waiting, that he had risen, and, strolling across the room, had 
placed himself on the sofa at her side. She felt him, as he did so, 
pass an arm about her, she felt his hand seek hers and clasp it, 
and turning slowly, drawn by the warmth of his cheek, she met 
his smiling eyes. 
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"It’s all right— it’s all right?” she questioned, through the flood 
of her dissolving doubts; and “I give you my word it was neve? 
Tighter!” he laughed back at her, holding her close. 

hi 

One of the strangest things she was afterward to recall out 
of all the next day’s strangeness was the sudden and complete 
recovery of her sense of security. 

It was in the air when she woke in her low-ceiled, dusky room; 
it went with her downstairs to the breakfast table, flashed out 
at her from the fire, and reduplicated itself from the flanks of the 
urn and the sturdy flutings of the Georgian teapot. It was as if, 
in some roundabout way, all her diffused fears of the previous 
day, with their moment of sharp concentration about the news- 
paper article— as if this dim questioning of the future, and startled 
return upon the past, had between them liquidated the arrears 
of some haunting moral obligation. If she had indeed been care- 
less of her husband’s affairs, it was, her new state seemed to prove, 
because her faith in him instinctively justified such carelessness; 
and his right to her faith had now affirmed itself in the very face 
of menace and suspicion. She had never seen him more un- 
troubled, more naturally and unconsciously himself, than after 
the cross-examination to which she had subjected him: it was 
almost as if he had been aware of her doubts, and had wanted 
the air cleared as much as she did. 

It was as clear, thank Heaven! as the bright outer light that 
surprised her almost with a touch of summer when she issued 
from the house for her daily round of the gardens. She had left 
Boyne at his desk, indulging herself, as she passed the library 
door, by a last peep at his quiet face, where he bent, pipe in 
mouth, above his papers; and now she had her own morning’s 
task to perform. The task involved, on such charmed winter days, 
almost as much happy loitering about the different quarters of 
her demesne as if spring were already at work there. There were 
such endless possibilities still before her, such opportunities to 
bring out the latent graces of the old place, without a single 
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irreverent touch of alteration, that the winter was all too short to 
plan what spring and autumn executed. And her recovered sense 
of safety gave, on this particular morning, a peculiar zest to her 
progress through the sweet still place. She went first to the 
kitchen garden, where the espahered pear trees drew complicated 
patterns on the walls, and pigeons were fluttering and preening 
about the silvery-slated roof of their cot. There was something 
wrong about the piping of the hothouse and she was expecting 
an authority from Dorchester, who was to drive out between 
trains and make a diagnosis of the boiler. But when she dipped 
into the damp heat of the greenhouses, among the spiced scents 
and waxy pinks and reds of old-fashioned exotics— even the flora 
of Lyng was in the note!— she learned that the great man had not 
arrived, and, the day being too rare to waste in an artificial at- 
mosphere, she came out again and paced along the springy turf 
of the bowling green to the gardens behind the house. At their 
farther end rose a grass terrace, looking across the fishpond and 
yew hedges to the long house-front with its twisted chimney 
stacks and blue roof angles all drenched in the pale gold moisture 
of the air. 

Seen thus, across the level tracery of the gardens, it sent her, 
from open windows and hospitably smoking chimneys, the look 
of some warm human presence, of a mind slowly ripened on a 
sunny wall of experience. She had never before had such a sense 
of her intimacy with it, such a conviction that its secrets were all 
beneficent, kept, as they said to children, “for one’s good,” such 
a trust in iL« power to gather up her life and Ned’s into the 
harmonious pattern of the long long story it sat there weaving in 
the sun. 

She heard steps behind her, and turned, expecting to see the 
gardener accompanied by the engineer from Dorchester But 
only one figure was in sight, that of a youngish slightly built man, 
who, for reasons she could not on the spot have given, did not 
•emotely resemble her notion of an authority on hothouse boil- 
ers. The newcomer, on seeing her, lilted his hat, and paused with 
the air of a gentleman— perhaps a traveller— who wishes to make 
it known that his intrusion is involuntary. Lyng occasionally at- 
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tracted the more cultivated traveller, and Mary half expected to 
see the stranger dissemble a camera, or justify his presence by 
producing it. But he made no gesture of any sort, and after a 
moment she asked, in a tone responding to the courteous hesita- 
tion of his attitude: “Is there anyone you wish to see?’* 

“I came to see Mr. Boyne,’* he answered. His intonation, 
rather than his accent, was faintly American, and Mary, at the 
note, looked at him more closely. The brim of his soft felt hat 
cast a shade on his face, which, thus obscured, wore to her short- 
sighted gaze a look of seriousness, as of a person arriving “on 
business,*’ and civilly but firmly aware of his rights 

Past experience had made her equally sensible to such claims; 
but she was jealous of her husband’s morning hours, and doubt- 
ful of his having given anyone the right to intrude on them. 
“Have you an appointment with my husband?’* she asked. 
The visitor hesitated, as if unprepared for the question. 

“1 think he expects me/* he replied. 

It was Mary’s turn to hesitate. “You see this is his time for 
work, he never sees anyone in the morning/* 

He looked at her a moment without answering; then, as if 
accepting her decision, he began to move away. As he turned, 
Mary saw him pause and glance up at the peaceful house-front. 
Something in his air suggested weariness and disappointment, 
the dejection of the traveller who has come from far off and 
whose hours are limited by the timetable. It occurred to her 
that if this were the case her refusal might have made his errand 
vain, and a sense of compunction caused her to hasten after him. 
“May I ask if you have come a long way?” 

He gave her the same grave look. “Yes— I have come a long 
way.” 

“Then, if you’ll go to the house, no doubt my husband wifi see 
you now. You’ll find him in the library/* 

She did not know why she had added the last phrase, except 
from a \ ague impulse to atone for her previous inhospitality The 
visitor seemed about to express his thanks, but her attention was 
distracted by the approach of the gardener with a companion 
who bore all the marks of being the expert from Dorchester. 
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“This way,” she said, waving the stranger to the house; and 
an instant later she had forgotten him in the absorption of her 
meeting with the boilermaker. 

The encounter led to such far-reaching results that the en- 
gineer ended by finding it expedient to ignore his train, and Mary 
was beguiled into spending the remainder of the morning m 
absorbed confabulation among the flowerpots. When the col- 
loquy ended, she was surprised to find that it was nearly luncheon- 
time, and she half expected, as she hurried back to the house, to 
see her husband coming out to meet her. But she found no one 
in the court but an under-gardener raking the gravel, and the 
hall, when she entered it, was so silent that she guessed Boyne 
to be still at work. 

Not wishing to disturb him, she turned into the drawing- 
room, and there, at her writing table, lost herself in renewed 
calculations of the outlay to which the morning’s conference 
had pledged her. The fact that she could permit herself such 
follies had not yet lost its novelty; and somehow, in contrast 
to the vague fears of the previous days, it now seemed an ele- 
ment of her recovered security, of the sense that, as Ned had 
said, things in general had never been “righter.” 

She was still luxuriating in a lavish play of figures when the 
parlour-maid, from the threshold, roused her with an enquiry as 
to the expediency of serving luncheon It was one of their jokes 
that Tnmmle announced luncheon as if she were divulging a 
state secret, and Mary, intent upon her papers, merely murmured 
an absent-minded assent. 

She felt Trimmle wavering doubtfully on the threshold, as if 
in rebuke of such unconsidered assent; then her retreating steps 
sounded down the passage, and Mary, pushing away her papers, 
crossed the hall and went to the library door. It was still closed, 
and she wavered in her turn, disliking to disturb her husband, 
yet anxious that he should not exceed his usual measure of work. 
As she stood there, balancing her impulses, Trimmle returned 
with the announcement of luncheon, and Mary, thus impelled, 
opened the library door. 

Boyne was not at his desk, and she peered about her, expect- 

[ 576 ] 



Afterward 

ing to discover him before the bookshelves somewhere down 
the length of the room; but her call brought no response, and 
gradually it became clear to her that he was not there. 

She turned back to the parlour-maid. 

“Mr. Boyne must be upstairs. Please tell him that luncheon 
is ready.” 

Trimmle appeared to hesitate between the obvious duty of 
obedience and an equally obvious conviction of the foolishness 
of the injunction laid on her. The struggle resulted in her saying. 
“If you please. Madam, Mr. Boyne’s not upstairs.” 

“Not in his room? Are you sure?” 

“I’m sure, Madam.” 

Mary consulted the clock. “Where is he, then’’’ 

“He’s gone out,” Trimmle announced, with the superior air 
of one who has respectfully waited for the question that a well- 
ordered mind would have put first. 

Mary's conjecture had been right, then, Boyne must have gone 
to the gardens to meet her, and since she had missed him, it was 
clear that he had taken the shorter way by the south door, instead 
of going round to the court. She crossed the hall to the French 
window opening directly on the yew garden, but the parlour- 
maid, after another moment of inner conflict, decided to bring 
out: “Please, Madam, Mr. Boyne didn’t go that way.” 

Mary turned back. “Where did he go? And when?” 

"He went out of the front door, up the drive, Madam.” It was 
a matter of principle with Trimmle never to answer more than 
one question at a time. 

“Up the drive? At this hour?” Mary went to the door herself, 
and glanced across the court through the tunnel of bare limes. 
But its perspective was as empty as when she had scanned it on 
entering. 

“Did Mr. Boyne leave no message?” 

Trimmle seemed to surrender herself to a last struggle with 
the forces of chaos. 

“No, Madam. He just went out with the gentleman.” 

“The gentleman? What gentleman?” Mary wheeled about 
as if to front this new factor. 
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“The gentleman who called, Madam/’ said Trimmle re- 
signedly. 

“When did a gentleman call? Do explain yourself, Trimmlel” 

Only the fact that Mary was very hungry, and that she wanted 
to consult her husband about the greenhouses, would have 
caused her to lay so unusual an injunction on her attendant, 
and even now she was detached enough to note in Trimmle’s 
eye the dawning defiance of the respectful subordinate who has 
been pressed too hard. 

“I couldn’t exactly say the hour. Madam, because I didn’t 
let the gentleman in,” she replied, with an air of discreetly ignor- 
ing the irregularity of her mistress’s course. 

“You didn’t let him in?” 

“No, Madam. When the bell rang I was dressing, and Agnes—” 

“Go and ask Agnes, then,” said Mary. 

Trimmle still wore her look of patient magnanimity. “Agnes 
would not know. Madam, for she had unfortunately burnt her 
hand in trimming the wick of the new lamp from town”— Trim- 
mle, as Mary was aware, had always been opposed to the new 
lamp— “and so Mrs. Dockea sent the kitchen-maid instead.” 

Mary looked again at the clock. “It’s after twol Go and ask 
the kitchen-maid if Mr. Boyne left any word.” 

She went in to luncheon without waiting, and Trimmle pres- 
ently brought her there the kitchen-maid’s statement that the 
gentleman had called about eleven o’clock, and that Mr. Boyne 
had gone out with him without leaving any message. The kitchen- 
maid did not even know the caller’s name, for he had written 
it on a slip of paper, which he had folded and handed to her, with 
the injunction to deliver it at once to Mr. Boyne. 

Mary finished her luncheon, still wondering, and when it 
was over, and Trimmle had brought the coffee to the drawing- 
room, her wonder had deepened to a first faint tinge of dis- 
quietude. It was unlike Boyne to absent himself without explana- 
tion at so unwonted an hour, and the difficulty of identifying 
the visitor whose summons he had apparently obeyed made his 
disappearance the more unaccountable. Mary Boyne’s experience 
as the wife of a busy engineer, subject to sudden calls and com- 
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pelled to keep irregular hours, had trained her to the philosophic 
acceptance of surprises; but since Boyne’s withdrawal from busi- 
ness he had adopted a Benedictine regularity of life. As if to 
make up for the dispersed and agitated years, with their “stand- 
up” lunches, and dinners rattled down to the joltings of the din- 
ing cars, he cultivated the last refinements of punctuality and 
monotony, discouraging his wife’s fancy for the unexpected, and 
declaring that to a delicate taste there were infinite gradations 
of pleasure in the recurrences of habit. 

Still, since no life can completely defend itself from the un- 
foreseen, it was evident that all Boyne’s precautions would sooner 
or later prove unavailable, and Mary concluded that he had 
c ut short a tiresome visit by walking with his caller to the station, 
or at least accompanying him for part of the way. 

This conclusion relieved her from farther preoccupation, and 
she went out herself to take up her conference with the gardener. 
Thence she walked to the village post office, a mile or so away; 
and when she turned toward home the early twilight was set- 
ting in. 

She had taken a footpath across the downs, and as Boyne, 
meanwhile, had probably returned from the station by the high- 
road, there was little likelihood of their meeting. She felt sure, 
however, of his having reached the house before her, so sure 
that, when she entered it herself, without even pausing to in- 
quire of Trimmle, she made directly for the library. But the 
library was still empty, and with an unwonted exactness of visual 
memory she observed that the papers on her husband’s desk lay 
precisely as they had lain when she had gone in to call him to 
luncheon. 

Then of a sudden she was seized by a vague dread of the 
unknown. She had closed the door behind her on entering, 
and as she stood alone in the long silent room, her dread seemed 
to take shape and sound, to be there breathing and lurking 
among the shadows. Her shortsighted eyes strained through 
them, half discerning an actual presence, something aloof, that 
watched and knew; and in the recoil from that intangible pres- 
ence she threw herself on the bell rope and gave it a sharp pull. 
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This sharp summons brought Trimmle in precipitately with a 
lamp, and Mary breathed again at this sobering reappearance of 
the usual. 

“You may bring tea if Mr. Boyne is in,” she said, to justify her 
ring. 

“Very well. Madam. But Mr. Boyne is not in,” said Trimmle. 
putting down the lamp. 

“Not in? You mean he’s come back and gone out again?” 

“No, Madam. He’s never been back.” 

The dread stirred again, and Mary knew that now it had her 
fast. 

“Not since he went out with— the gentleman?” 

“Not since he went out with the gentleman.” 

“But who was the gentleman?” Mary insisted, with the shrill 
note of some one trying to be heard through a confusion of noises. 

“That I couldn’t say. Madam.” Trimmle, standing there by 
the lamp, seemed suddenly to grow less round and rosy, as 
though eclipsed by the same creeping shade of apprehension. 

"But the kitchen-maid knows— wasn’t it the kitchen-maid who 
let him in?” 

“She doesn’t know either. Madam, for he wrote his name on a 
folded paper.” 

Mary, through her agitation, was aware that they were both 
designating the unknown visitor by a vague pronoun, instead 
of the conventional formula which, till then, had kept their 
allusions within the bounds of conformity. And at the same mo- 
ment her mind caught at the suggestion of the folded paper. 

“But he must have a namel Where’s the paper?” 

She moved to the desk, and began to turn over the documents 
that littered it. The first that caught her eye was an unfinished 
letter in her husband’s hand, with his pen lying across it, as 
though dropped there at a sudden summons. 

“My dear Parvis”— who was Parvis?— “I have just received your 
letter announcing Elwell’s death, and while I suppose there is 
now no farther risk of trouble, it might be safer—” 

She tossed the sheet aside, and continued her search; but no 
folded paper was discoverable among the letters and pages of 
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manuscript which had been swept together in a heap, as if by a 
nurned or a startled gesture. 

“But the kitchen-maid saw him. Send her here,’’ she com- 
manded, wondering at her dullness in not thinking sooner of 
so simple a solution. 

Trimmle vanished m a flash, as if thankful to be out of the 
room, and when she reappeared, conducting the agitated under- 
ling, Mary had regained her self-possession, and had her questions 
ready. 

The gentleman was a stranger, yes— that she understood. But 
what had he said? And, above all, what had he looked like? The 
first question was easily enough answered, for the disconcerting 
reason that he had said so little— had merely asked for Mr. Boyne, 
and, scribbling something on a bit of paper, had requested that 
it should at once be carried in to him. 

“Then you don’t know what he wrote? You’re not sure it was 
his name?” 

The kitchen-maid was not sure, but supposed it was, since 
he had written it in answer to her inquiry as to whom she should 
announce. 

“And when you carried the paper in to Mr. Boyne, what did 
he say?” 

The kitchen-maid did not think that Mr. Boyne had said 
anything, but she could not be sure, for just as she had handed 
him the paper and he was opening it, she had become aware that 
the visitor had followed her into the library, and she had slipped 
out, leaving the two gentlemen together. 

“But then, if you left them in the library, how do you know 
that they went out of the house?” 

This question plunged the witness into a momentary inarticu- 
lateness, from which she was rescued by Trimmle, who, by means 
of ingenious circumlocutions, elicited the statement that before 
she could cross the hall to the back passage she had heard the two 
gentlemen behind her, and had seen them go out of the front 
door together. 

“Then, if you saw the strange gentleman twice, you must be 
able to tell me what he looked like.” 
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But with this final challenge to her powers of expression it 
became clear that the limit of the kitchen-maid’s endurance had 
been reached. The obligation of going to the front door to 
'‘show in” a visitor was in itself so subversive of the fundamental 
order of things that it had thrown her faculties into hopeless dis- 
array, and she could only stammer out, after various panting 
efforts: "His hat, mum, was different-like, as you might say—” 

“Different? How different?” Mary flashed out, her own mind, 
in the same instant, leaping back to an image left on it that morn- 
ing, and then lost under layers of subsequent impressions. 

“His hat had a wide brim, you mean? and his face was pale 
—a youngish face?” Mary pressed her, with a white-lipped in- 
tensity of interrogation. But if the kitchen-maid found any ade- 
quate answer to this challenge, it was swept away for her listener 
down the rushing current of her own convictions. The stranger— 
the stranger in the garden! Why had Mary not thought of him 
before? She needed no one now to tell her that it was he who had 
called for her husband and gone away with him. But who was he, 
and why had Boyne obeyed him? 


iv 

It leaped out at her suddenly, like a grin out of the dark, 
that they had often called England so little— “such a confoundedly 
hard place to get lost in.” 

A confoundedly hard place to get lost in ' That had been her 
husband’s phrase. And now, with the whole machinery ot official 
investigation sweeping its flashlights from shore to shore, and 
across the dividing straits; now, with Boyne’s name blazing from 
the walls of every town and village, his portrait (how that wrung 
her!) hawked up and down the country like the image of a 
hunted criminal; now the little compact populous island, so 
policed, surveyed and administered, revealed itself as a Sphinx- 
like guardian of abysmal mysteries, staring back into his wife’s 
anguished eyes as if with the wicked joy of knowing something 
they would never know! 

Tn the fortnight since Boyne's disappearance there had been 
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no word of him, no trace of his movements. Even the usual mis- 
leading reports that raise expectancy in tortured bosoms had 
been few and fleeting. No one but the kitchen-maid had seen 
Boyne leave the house, and no one else had seen “the gentleman” 
who accompanied him. All inquiries in the neighbourhood failed 
to elicit the memory of a stranger's presence that day in the 
neighbourhood of Lyng. And no one had met Edward Boyne, 
either alone or in company, in any of the neighbouring villages, 
or on the road across the downs, or at either of the local railway 
stations. The sunny English noon had swallowed him as com- 
pletely as if he had gone out into Cimmerian night. 

Mary, while every official means of investigation was working 
at its highest pressure, had ransacked her husband’s papers for 
any trace of antecedent complications, of entanglements or ob- 
ligations unknown to her, that might throw a ray into the dark- 
ness. But if any such had existed in the background of Boyne’s 
life, they had vanished like the slip of paper on which the visitor 
had written his name. There remained no possible thread of 
guidance except— if it were indeed an exception— the letter which 
Boyne had apparently been in the act of writing when he re- 
ceived his mysterious summons. That letter, read and re-read 
by his wife, and submitted by her to the police, yielded little 
enough to feed conjecture. 

"I have just heard of Elwell’s death, and while I suppose there 
is now no farther risk of trouble, it might be safer—” That was 
all. The “risk of trouble” was easily explained by the newspaper 
clipping which had apprised Mary of the suit brought against 
her husband by one of his associates in the Blue Star enterprise. 
The only new information conveyed by the letter was the fact of 
its showing Boyne, when he wrote it, to be still apprehensive 
of the results of the suit, though he had told his wife that it had 
been withdrawn, and though the letter itself proved that the 
plaintiff was dead. It took several days of cabling to fix the 
identity of the “Parvis” to whom the fragment was addressed, 
but even after these inquiries had shown him to be a Waukesha 
lawyer, no new facts concerning the Elwell suit were elicited. 
He appeared to have had no direct concern in it, but to have 
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been conversant with the facts merely as an acquaintance, and 
possible intermediary; and he declared himself unable to guess 
with what object Boyne intended to seek his assistance. 

This negative information, sole fruit of the first fortnight’s 
search, was not increased by a jot during the slow weeks that 
followed. Mary knew that the investigations were still being car- 
ried on, but she had a vague sense of their gradually slackening, 
as the actual march of time seemed to slacken. It was as though 
the days, flying horror-struck from the shrouded image of the 
one inscrutable day, gained assurance as the distance lengthened, 
till at last they fell back into their normal gait. And so with the 
human imaginations at work on the dark event. No doubt it oc- 
cupied them still, but week by week and hour by hour it grew 
Jess absorbing, took up less space, was slowly but inevitably 
crowded out of the foreground of consciousness by the new prob- 
lems perpetually bubbling up from the cloudy cauldron of hu- 
man experience. 

Even Mary Boyne’s consciousness gradually felt the same low- 
ering of velocity It still swayed with the incessant oscillations 
of conjecture; but they were slower, more rhythmical m their 
beat. There were even moments of weariness when, like the vic- 
tim of some poison which leaves the brain clear, but holds the 
body motionless, she saw herself domesticated with the Horror, 
accepting its perpetual presence as one of the fixed conditions 
of life. 

These moments lengthened into hours and days, till she passed 
into a phase of stolid acquiescence. She watched the routine of 
daily life with the incurious eye of a savage on whom the mean- 
ingless processes of civilization make but the faintest impression. 
She had come to regard herself as part of the routine, a spoke of 
the wheel, revolving with its motion; she felt almost like the furni- 
ture of the room in which she sat, an insensate object to be dusted 
and pushed about with the chairs and tables. And this deepening 
apathy held her fast at Lyng, in spite of the entreaties of friends 
and the usual medical recommendation of “change.” Her friends 
supposed that her refusal to move was inspired by the belief 
that her husband would one day return to the spot from which 
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he had vanished, and a beautiful legend grew up about this 
imaginary state of waiting. But in reality she had no such belief: 
the depths of anguish enclosing her were no longer lighted by 
flashes of hope. She was sure that Boyne would never come back, 
that he had gone out of her sight as completely as if Death itsell 
had waited that day on the threshold. She had even renounced, 
one by one, the various theories as to his disappearance which 
had been advanced by the Press, the police, and her own agonised 
imagination. In sheer lassitude her mind turned from these al- 
ternatives of horror, and sank back into the blank fact that he 
was gone. 

No, she would never know what had become of him— no one 
would ever know. But the house knew; the library in which she 
spent her long lonely evenings knew. For it was here that the last 
scene had been enacted, here that the stranger had come, and 
spoken the word which had caused Boyne to rise and follow him. 
The floor she trod had felt his tread; the books on the shelves had 
seen his face; and there were moments when the intense con- 
sciousness of the old dusky walls seemed about to break out into 
some audible revelation of their secret. But the revelation never 
came, and she knew it would never come. Lyng was not one of the 
garrulous old houses that betray the secrets entrusted to them. 
Its very legend proved that it had always been the mute accom- 
plice, the incorruptible custodian of the mysteries it had sur 
prised. And Mary Boyne, sitting face to face with its silence, felt 
the futility of seeking to break it by any human means. 

v 

"I don’t say it wasn’t straight, and yet I don’t say it was straight 
It was business.” 

Mary, at the words, lifted her head with a start, and looked 
intently at the speaker. 

When, half an hour before, a card with ‘Mr. Parvis’ on it had 
been brought up to her, she had been immediately aware that the 
name had been a part of her consciousness ever since she had 
read it at the head of Boyne’s unfinished letter. In the library 
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she had found awaiting her a small sallow man with a bald head 
and gold eyeglasses, and it sent a tremor through her to know 
that this was the person to whom her husband’s last known 
thought had been directed. 

Parvis, civilly, but without vain preamble— in the manner of 
a man who has his watch in his hand— had set forth the object of 
his visit. He had “run over’’ to England on business, and finding 
himself in the neighbourhood of Dorchester, had not wished to 
leave it without paying his respects to Mrs. Boyne; and without 
asking her, if the occasion offered, what she meant to do about 
Bob Elwell’s family. 

The words touched the spring of some obscure dread in Mary’s 
bosom. Did her visitor, after all, know what Boyne had meant by 
his unfinished phrase? She asked for an elucidation of his ques- 
tion, and noticed at once that he seemed surprised at her con- 
tinued ignorance of the subject. Was it possible that she really 
knew as little as she said? 

“I know nothing— you must tell me,” she faltered out; and 
her visitor thereupon proceeded to unfold his story. It threw, 
even to her confused perceptions, and imperfectly initiated 
vision, a lurid glare on the whole hazy episode of the Blue Star 
Mine. Her husband had made his money in that brilliant specula- 
tion at the cost of “getting ahead” of some one less alert to seize 
the chance; and the victim of his ingenuity was young Robert 
Elwell, who had “put him on” to the Blue Star scheme. 

Parvis, at Mary’s first cry, had thrown her a sobering glance 
through his impartial glasses. 

“Bob Elwell wasn’t smart enough, that’s all; if he had been, 
he might have turned round and served Boyne the same way. 
It’s the kind of thing that happens every day in business. I guess 
it’s what the scientists call the survival of the fittest— see?" said 
Mr. Parvis, evidently pleased with the aptness of his analogy. 

Mary felt a physical shrinking from the next question she 
tried to frame: it was as though the words on her lips had a taste 
that nauseated her. 

“But then— you accuse my husband of doing something dis- 
honourable?” 
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Mr. Parvis surveyed the question dispassionately. “Oh, no, I 
don’t. I don’t even say it wasn’t straight.” He glanced up and 
down the long lines o£ books, as if one of them might have sup- 
plied him with the definition he sought. “I don’t say it wasn’t 
straight, and yet I don’t say it was straight. It was business." After 
all, no definition in his category could be more comprehensive 
than that. 

Mary sat staring at him with a look of terror. He seemed to 
her like the indifferent emissary of some evil power. 

"But Mr. Elwell’s lawyers apparently did not take your view, 
since I suppose the suit was withdrawn by their advice.” 

"Oh, yes; they knew he hadn’t a leg to stand on, technically. 
It was when they advised him to withdraw the suit that he got 
desperate. You see, he’d borrowed most of the money he lost in 
the Blue Star, and he was up a tree. That’s why he shot himself 
when they told him he had no show ” 

The horror was sweeping over Mary in great deafening waves. 

“He shot himself? He killed himself because of that?" 

“Well, he didn’t kill himself, exactly. He dragged on two 
months before he died ” Parvis emitted the statement as unemo- 
tionally as a gramophone grinding out its “record.” 

“You mean that he tried to kill himself, and failed? And tried 
again?” 

“Oh, he didn’t have to try again,” said Parvis grimly. 

They sat opposite each other in silence, he swinging his eye- 
glasses thoughtfully about his finger, she, motionless, her arms 
stretched along her knees in an attitude of rigid tension. 

“But if you knew all this,” she began at length, hardly able 
to force her voice above a whisper, “how is it that when I wrote 
vou at the time of my husband’s disappearance you said you didn t 
understand his letter?” 

Paivis received this without perceptible embarrassment: 
“Why, I didn’t understand it— strictly speaking And it wasn’t 
the time to talk about it, if I had. The Elwell business was settled 
when the suit was withdrawn. Nothing I could have told you 
would have helped you to find your husband.” 
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Mary continued to scrutinise him. “Then why are you telling 
me now?” 

Still Parvis did not hesitate. “Well, to begin with, I supposed 
you knew more than you appear to— I mean about the circum- 
stances of Elwell’s death. And then people are talking of it now; 
the whole matter’s been raked up again. And I thought if you 
didn’t know you ought to.” 

She remained silent, and he continued: “You see, it’s only come 
out lately what a bad state Elwell’s affairs were in. His wife’s a 
proud woman, and she fought on as long as she could, going out 
to work, and taking sewing at home when she got too sick— some- 
thing with the heart, I believe. But she had his mother to look 
after, and the children, and she broke down under it, and finally 
had to ask for help. That called attention to the case, and the 
papers took it up, and a subscription was started. Everybody out 
there liked Bob Elwell, and most of the prominent names in 
the place are down on the list, and people began to wonder 
why—” 

Parvis broke off to fumble in an inner pocket. “Here,” he 
continued, "here’s an account of the whole thing from the 
Sentinel — a little sensational, of course. But I guess you’d better 
look it over.” 

He held out a newspaper to Mary, who unfolded it slowly, re- 
membering, as she did so, the evening when, in that same room, 
the perusal of a clipping from the Sentinel had first shaken the 
depths of her security. 

As she opened the paper, her eyes, shrinking from the glaring 
headlines, “Widow of Boyne’s Victim Forced to Appeal for Aid,” 
ran down the column of text to two portraits inserted in it. The 
first was her husband’s, taken from a photograph made the year 
they had come to England. It was the picture of him that she ’iked 
best, the one that stood on the writing table upstairs in her bed- 
room. As the eyes in the photograph met hers, she felt it would 
be impossible to read what was said of him, and closed her lids 
with the sharpness of the pain. 

“I thought if you felt disposed to put your name down—" she 
heard Parvis continue. 


[588] 



Afterward 

She opened her eyes with an effort, and they fell on the other 
portrait. It was that of a youngish man, slightly built, with fea- 
tures somewhat blurred by the shadow of a projecting hatbrim. 
Where had she seen that outline before? She stared at it con- 
fusedly, her heart hammering in her ears. Then she gave a cry. 

“This is the man— the man who came for my husband 1" 

She heard Parvis start to his feet, and was dimly aware that 
she had slipped backward into the corner of the sofa, and that he 
was bending above her in alarm. She straightened herself, and 
reached out for the paper, which she had dropped. 

"It’s the manl I should know him anywherel” she persisted 
in a voice that sounded to her own ears like a scream. 

Parvis’s answer seemed to come to her from far off, down 
endless fog-muffled windings. 

“Mrs. Boyne, you’re not very well. Shall I call somebody? Shall 
I get a glass of water?” 

“No, no, nol” She threw herself toward him, her hand frantic- 
ally clutching the newspaper. "I tell you, it’s the manl I know 
himl He spoke to me in the garden! ’ 

Parvis took the journal from her. directing his glasses to the 
portrait. “It can’t be, Mrs. Boyne. It’s Robert Elwell.” 

“Robert Elwell?” Her white stare seemed to travel into space. 
“Then it was Robert Elwell who came for him.” 

“Came for Boyne? The day he went away from here.” Parvis’s 
voice dropped as hers rose. He bent over, laying a fraternal hand 
on her, as if to coax her gently back into her seat. "Why, Elwell 
was dead! Don’t you remember?” 

Mary sat with her eyes fixed on the picture, unconscious of 
what he was saying. 

“Don’t you remember Boyne’s unfinished letter to me— the one 
you found on his desk that day? It was written just after he’d 
heard of Elwell’s death.” She noticed an odd shake in Parvis’s 
unemotional voice. “Surely you remember!” he urged her. 

Yes, she remembered: that was the profoundest horror of it. 
Elwell had died the day before her husband’s disappearance; and 
this was Elwell’s portrait; and it was the portrait of the man who 
had spoken to her in the garden. She lifted her head and looked 
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slowly about the library. The library could have borne witness 
that it was also the portrait of the man who had come in that day 
to call Boyne from his unfinished letter. Through the misty 
turgings of her brain she heard the faint boom of half-forgotten 
words— words spoken by Alida Stair on the lawn at Pangboume 
before Boyne and his wife had ever seen the house at Lyng, or 
had imagined that they might one day live there. 

“This was the man who spoke to me,” she repeated. 

She looked again at Parvis. He was trying to conceal his dis- 
turbance under what he probably imagined to be an expression 
of indulgent commiseration; but the edges of his lips were blue. 
“He thinks me mad; but I’m not mad,” she reflected; and sud- 
denly there flashed upon her a way of justifying her strange 
affirmation. 

She sat quiet, controlling the quiver of her lips, and wait- 
ing till she could trust her voice; then she said, looking straight 
at Parvis: “Will you answer me one question, please? When was 
it that Robert Elwell tried to kill himself?” 

“When— when?” Parvis stammered. 

“Yes; the date. Please try to remember.” 

She saw that he was growing still more afraid of her. “I have 
a reason,” she insisted. 

“Yes, yes. Only I can’t remember. About two months before, I 
should say.” 

“I want the date,” she repeated. 

Parvis picked up the newspaper. “We might see here,” he said, 
still humouring her. He ran his eyes down the page. “Here it is. 
Last October— the— ” 

She caught the words from him. "The 20th, wasn’t it?” With 
a sharp look at her, he verified. “Yes, the 20th. Then you did 
know?” 

“I know now.” Her gaze continued to travel past him. “Sun- 
day, the 20th— that was the day he came first.” 

Parvis’s voice was almost inaudible. “Came here first?” 

“Yes.” 

“You saw him twice, then?” 

“Yes, twice.” She just breathed it at him. “He came first on the 
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20th of October. I remember the date because it was the day we 
went up Meldon Steep for the first time.” She felt a faint gasp of 
inward laughter at the thought that but for that she might have 
forgotten. 

Parvis continued to scrutinise her, as if trying to intercept 
her gaze. 

"We saw him from the roof,” she went on. "He came down 
the lime avenue toward the house. He was dressed just as he is in 
that picture. My husband saw him first. He was frightened, and 
ran down ahead of me; but there was no one there. He had 
vanished.” 

"Elwell had vanished?” Parvis faltered. 

"Yes.” Their two whispers seemed to grope for each other. 
“I couldn’t think what had happened. I see now. He tried to 
come then; but he wasn’t dead enough— he couldn’t reach us. 
He had to wait for two months to die; and then he came back 
again— and Ned went with him.” 

She nodded at Parvis with the look of triumph of a child who 
has worked out a difficult puzzle. But suddenly she lifted her 
hands with a desperate gesture, pressing them to her temples. 

"Oh, my God! I sent him to Ned— I told him where to go! 1 
sent him to this room!” she screamed. 

She felt the walls of books rush toward her, like inward falling 
ruins; and she heard Parvis, a long way off, through the ruins, 
crying to her, and struggling to get at her. But she was numb to 
his touch, she did not know what he was saying. Through the 
tumult she heard but one clear note, the voice of Alida Stair, 
speaking on the lawn at Pangbourne. 

"You won’t know till afterward,” it said. “You won't know till 
long, long afterward.” 


[590 



w . 


W . JACOBS 


i86)-i943 

The Monkey’s Paw 


Best known as a writer of humorous stones of the barges and dock-sides of the 
Thames, W . W Jacobs died in London while this book was being prepared for 
publication 

“ The Monkey’s Paw,” one of the most widely anthologized of all stories , is the 
best ever written on the theme of the three wishes A simple example of this 
formula is the ancient tale of the poor old couple who had done a favor for the 
fames and been rewarded by having their first three wishes come true They 
prudently refrained from wishing until they should have decided exactly what they 
wanted. But the next evening, while cooking their frugal supper, the woman 
became exasperated when the old pot, which had been mended so often, began 
to leak again *T wish I had a decent pot ” she exclaimed, and promptly, there it 
was, gleaming and new 

When her husband realized what had happened, he was beside himself with 
rage “1 wish the pot were fastened tight over your stupid old head ” he screamed, 
and of course they had to use the third wish to get her free again 

Thus, in the typical story, the first wish is either made inadvertently or granted 
in an unexpected manner The second is a reckless response to the miscarriage of 
the first , and the third has to be wasted to undo the second 
In " The Monkey’s Paw,” of course, the sequence of the three wishes is deeply 
tragic . 


without, the night was cold and wet, but in the small parlor 
of Lakesnam Villa the blinds were drawn and the fire burned 
brightly. Father and son were at chess, the former, who possessed 
ideas about the game involving radical changes, putting his king 
into such sharp and unnecessary perils that it even provoked 
comment from the white-haired old lady knitting placidly by 
the fire. 

“Hark at the wind,” said Mr. White, who, having seen a fatal 
mistake after it was too late, was amiably desirous of preventing 
his son from seeing it. 

"I’m listening,” said the latter, grimly surveying the board as 
he stretched out his hand. “Check.” 

“I should hardly think that he’d come tonight,” said his father, 
with his hand poised over the board. 

"Mate,” replied the son. 
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“That’s the worst of living so far out,” bawled Mr. White, with 
sudden and unlooked-for violence; “of all the beastly, slushy, 
out-of-the way places to live in, this is the worst. Pathway’s & 
bog, and the road's a torrent. I don’t know what people are think- 
ing about. I suppose because only two houses on the road are let, 
they think it doesn’t matter.” 

“Never mind, dear,” said his wife soothingly; “perhaps you’ll 
win the next one.” 

Mr. White looked up sharply, just in time to intercept a know- 
ing glance between mother and son. The words died away on his 
lips, and he hid a guilty grin in his thin gray beard. 

“There he is,” said Herbert White, as the gate banged to 
loudly and heavy footsteps came toward the door. 

The old man rose with hospitable haste, and opening the door, 
was heard condoling with the new arrival. The new arrival also 
condoled with himself, so that Mrs. White said, “Tut, tut!” and 
coughed gently as her husband entered the room, followed by a 
tall burly man, beady of eye and rubicund of visage. 

“Sergeant Major Morris,’ he said, introducing him. 

The sergeant major shook hands, and taking the proffered seat 
by the fire, watched contentedly while his host got out whisky 
and tumblers and stood a small copper kettle on the fire. 

At the third glass his eyes got brighter, and he began to talk, 
the little family circle regarding with eager interest this visitor 
from distant parts, as he squared his broad shoulders in the chair 
and spoke of strange scenes and doughty deeds, of wars and 
plagues and strange peoples. 

“Twenty-one years of it,” said Mr. White, nodding at his wife 
and son. “When he went away he was a slip of a youth in the ware- 
house. Now look at him.” 

“He don’t look to have taken much harm,” said Mrs. White 
politely. 

“I’d like to go to India myself,” said the old man, “just to look 
round a bit, you know." 

“Better where you are,” said the sergeant major, shaking his 
head. He put down the empty glass and, sighing softly, shook 
it again. 
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“I should like to see those old temples and fakirs and jugglers,” 
said the old man. “What was that you started telling me the other 
day about a monkey’s paw or something, Morris?” 

"Nothing,” said the soldier hastily. “Leastways, nothing worth 
hearing.” 

“Monkey’s paw?” said Mrs. White curiously. 

"Well, it’s just a bit of what you might call magic, perhaps,” 
said the sergeant major offhandedly. 

His three listeners leaned forward eagerly. The visitor absent- 
mindedly put his empty glass to his lips and then set it down 
again. His host filled it for him. 

“To look at,” said the sergeant major, fumbling in his pocket, 
“it’s just an ordinary little paw, dried to a mummy.” 

He took something out of his pocket and proffered it. Mrs. 
White drew back with a grimace, but her son, taking it, examined 
it curiously. 

“And what is there special about it?” inquired Mr. White, as 
he took it from his son and, having examined it, placed it upon 
the table. 

“It had a spell put on it by an old fakir,” said the sergeant 
major, "a very holy man. He wanted to show that fate ruled 
people’s lives, and that those who interfered with it did so to 
their sorrow. He put a spell on it so that three separate men 
could have three wishes from it.” 

His manner was so impressive that his hearers were conscious 
that their light laughter jarred somewhat. 

“Well, why don’t you have three, sir?” said Herbert White 
cleverly. 

The soldier regarded him in the way that middle age is wont 
to regard presumptuous youth. “I have,” he said quietly, and 
his blotchy face whitened. 

“And did you really have the three wishes granted?” asked 
Mrs. White. 

“I did,” said the sergeant major, and his glass tapped against 
his strong teeth. 

"And has anybody else wished?” inquired the old lady. 

“The first man had his three wishes, yes,” was the reply. “I 
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don’t know what the first two were, but the third was for death. 
That’s how I got the paw." 

His tones were so grave that a hush fell upon the group. 

“If you’ve had your three wishes, it’s no good to you now, 
then, Morris,” said the old man at last. “What do you keep it 
for?” 

The soldier shook his head. “Fancy, I suppose,” he said slowly. 
“I did have some idea of selling it, but I don’t think I will. It has 
caused enough mischief already. Besides, people won’t buy. 
They think it’s a fairy tale, some of them, and those who do 
think anything of it want to try it first and pay me afterward.” 

“If you could have another three wishes,” said the old man, 
eyeing him keenly, “would you have them?” 

“I don’t know,” said the other. “I don’t know.” 

He took the paw, and dangling it between his front finger and 
thumb, suddenly threw it upon the fire. White, with a slight cry, 
stooped down and snatched it off. 

“Better let it burn,” said the soldier solemnly. 

“If you don’t want it, Morris, ’ said the old man, “give it to 
me.” 

“I won’t," said his friend doggedly. “I threw it on the fire. If 
you keep it, don’t blame me for what happens. Pitch it on the 
fire again, like a sensible man.” 

The other shook lus head and examined his new possession 
closely. “How do you do it?” he inquired. 

“Hold it up in your right hand and wish aloud,” said the 
sergeant major, “but I warn you of the consequences.” 

“Sounds like the Arabian Nights,” said Mrs. White, as she rose 
and began to set the supper. “Don’t you think you might wish 
for four pairs of hands for me?” 

Her husband drew the talisman from his pocket and then all 
three burst into laughter as the sergeant major, with a look of 
alarm on his face, caught him by the arm. 

“If you must wish,” he said gruffly, “wish for something 
sensible.” 

Mr. White dropped it back into his pocket, and placing chairs, 
motioned h is friend to the table. In the business of supper the 

[5951 



Tales of the Supernatural 

talisman was partly forgotten, and afterward the three sat listen- 
ing in an enthralled fashion to a second installment of the 
soldier’s adventures in India. 

"If the tale about the monkey’s paw is not more truthful than 
those he has been telling us,” said Herbert, as the door closed 
behind their guest, just in time for him to catch the last train, 
"we shan’t make much out of it.” 

"Did you give him anything for it, father?” inquired Mrs. 
White, regarding her husband closely. 

“A trifle,” said he, coloring slightly. “He didn’t want it, but I 
made him take it. And he pressed me again to throw it away.” 

"Likely,” said Herbert, with pretended horror. “Why, we’re 
going to be rich, and famous, and happy. Wish to be an emperor, 
father, to begin with; then you can’t be henpecked.” 

He darted round the table, pursued by the maligned Mrs. 
White armed with an antimacassar. 

Mr. White took the paw from his pocket and eyed it dubiously. 
“I don’t know what to wish for, and that’s a fact,” he said slowly. 
“It seems to me I’ve got all I want.” 

“If you only cleared the house, you’d be quite happy, wouldn’t 
you?” said Herbert, with his hand on his shoulder. “Well, wish 
for two hundred pounds, then, that’ll just do it.” 

His father, smiling shamefacedly at his own credulity, held up 
the talisman, as his son, with a solemn face somewhat marred by 
a wink at his mother, sat down at the piano and struck a few 
impressive chords. 

“I wish for two hundred pounds," said the old man distinctly. 

A fine crash from the piano greeted the words, interrupted by 
a shuddering cry from the old man. His wife and son ran toward 
him. 

“It moved,” he cried, with a glance of disgust at the object as 
it lay on the floor. “As I wished it twisted in my hands like a 
snake.” 

“Well, I don’t see the money,” said his son, as he picked it up 
and placed it on the table, “and I bet I never shall.” 

“It must have been your fancy, father,” said his wife, regard- 
ing him anxiously. 
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He shook, his head. “Never mind, though; there’s no harm 
done, but it gave me a shock all the same.” 

They sat down by the fire again while the two men finished 
tlieir pipes. Outside, the wind was higher than ever, and the old 
man started nervously at the sound of a door banging upstairs. 
A silence unusual and depressing settled upon all three, which 
lasted until the old couple rose to retire for the night. 

“I expect you’ll find the cash tied up m a big bag in the middle 
of your bed,” said Herbert, as he bade them good night, “and 
something horrible squatting up on top of the wardrobe watch- 
ing you as you pocket your ill-gotten gains.” 

ii 

In the brightness of the wintry sun next morning as it streamed 
over the breakfast table, Herbert laughed at his fears. There was 
an air of prosaic wholesomeness about the room which it had 
lacked on the previous night, and the dirty, shriveled little paw 
was pitched on the sideboard with a carelessness which betokened 
no great belief in its virtues. 

“I suppose all old soldiers are the same,” said Mrs. White. 
“The idea of our listening to such nonsense' How could wishes 
be granted in these days? And if they could, how could two hun- 
dred pounds hurt you, father?” 

“Might drop on his head from the sky,” said the frivolous 
Herbert. 

“Morris said the things happened so naturally, ’ said his father, 
“that you might if you so wished attribute it to coincidence. 

“Well, don’t break into the money before I come back,” said 
Herbert, as he rose from the table. "I’m afraid it’ll turn you into 
a mean, avaricious man, and we shall have to disown you. 

His mother laughed, and following him to the door, watched 
him down the road, and returning to the breakfast table, was 
very happy at the expense of her husband s credulity. All of 
which did not prevent her from scurrying to the door at the post- 
man’s knock, nor prevent her from referring somewhat shortly 
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to retired sergeant majors of bibulous habits when she found 
that the post brought a tailor’s bill. 

“Herbert will have some more of his funny remarks, I expect, 
when he comes home,” she said, as they sat at dinner. 

“I dare say,” said Mr. White, pouring himself out some beer; 
“but for all that, the thing moved in my hand; that I’ll swear to.” 

"You thought it did,” said the old lady soothingly. 

"I say i.t did,” replied the other. "There was no thought about 
it; I had just— What’s the matter?” 

His wife made no reply. She was watching the mysterious 
movements of a man outside, who, peering in an undecided 
fashion at the house, appeared to be trying to make up his mind 
to enter. In mental connection with the two hundred pounds, 
she noticed that the stranger was well-dressed and woie a silk 
hat of glossy newness. Three times he paused at the gate, and 
then walked on again. The fourth time he stood with his hand 
upon it, and then with sudden resolution flung it open and 
walked up the path. Mrs. White at the same moment placed 
her hands behind her, and hurriedly unfastening the strings of 
her apron, put that useful article of apparel beneath the cushion 
of her chair. 

She brought the stranger, who seemed ill at ease, into the room. 
He gazed furtively at Mrs. White, and listened m a preoccupied 
fashion as the old lady apologized for the appearance of the room, 
and her husband’s coat, a garment which he usually reserved for 
the garden. She then waited as patiently as her sex would permit 
for him to broach his business, but he was at first strangely silent. 

“I— was asked to call,” he said at last, and stooped and picked 
a piece of cotton from his trousers. “I come from Maw and 
Meggins.” 

The old lady started. “Is anything the matter?” she asked 
breathlessly. “Has anything happened to Herbert? What is it? 
What is it?” 

Her husband interposed. “There, there, mother,” he said 
hastily. "Sit down, and don’t jump to conclusions. You’ve not 
brought bad news, I’m sure, sir,” and he eyed the other wistfully. 

“I’m sorry—” began the visitor. 

[598! 



The Monkey’s Paw 

"Is he hurt?" demanded the mother. 

The visitor bowed in assent. “Badly hurt," he said quietly, 
"but he is not in any pain." 

"Oh, thank God!" said the old woman, clasping her hands 
“Thank God for that' Thank-” 

She broke off suddenly as the sinister meaning of the assurance 
dawned upon her and she saw the awful confirmation of her fears 
in the other’s averted face. She caught her breath, and turning to 
her slower-witted husband, laid her trembling old hand upon his. 
There was a long silence. 

“He was caught in the machinery,” said the visitor at length, 
in a low voice. 

“Caught in the machinery,” repeated Mr. White, in a dazed 
fashion, “yes.” 

He sat staring blankly out at the window, and taking his wife’s 
hand between his own, pressed it as he had been wont to do in 
their old courting days nearly forty years before. 

“He was the only one left us,” he said, turning gently to the 
visitor. “It is hard.” 

The other coughed, and rising, walked slowly to the window 
“The firm wished me to convey their sincere sympathy with you 
in your great loss,” he said, without looking round. “I beg that 
you will understand I am only their servant and merely obeying 
orders.” 

There was no reply; the old woman’s face was white, her eyes 
staring, and her breath inaudible; on the husband’s face was a 
look such as his friend the sergeant might have carried into his 
his first action. 

“I was to say that Maw and Meggins disclaim all lesponsi- 
bility,” continued the other. “They admit no liability at all, but 
in consideration of youT son’s services they wish to present you 
with a certain sum as compensation.” 

Mr. White dropped his wife’s hand, and rising to his feet, gazed 
with a look of horror at his visitor. His dry lips shaped the woids, 
"How much?” 

"Two hundred pounds,” was the answer. 

Unconscious of his wife’s shriek, the old man smiled faintly, 

[ 599 ] 



Tales of the Supernatural 

put out his hands like a sightless man, and dropped, a senseless 
heap, to the floor. 


hi 

In the huge new cemetery, some two miles distant, the old 
people buried their dead, and came back to a house steeped in 
shadow and silence. It was all over so quickly that at first they 
could hardly realize it, and remained in a state of expectation 
as though of something else to happen— something else which was 
to lighten this load, too heavy for old hearts to bear. But the 
days passed, and expectation gave place to resignation— the hope- 
less resignation of the old, sometimes miscalled apathy Some- 
times they hardly exchanged a word, for now they had nothing 
to talk about, and their days were long to weariness. 

It was about a week after that that the old man, waking sud- 
denly in the night, stretched out his hand and found himself 
alone. The room was in darkness, and the sound of subdued 
weeping came from the window. He raised himself in bed and 
listened. 

“Come back,” he said tenderly. “You will be cold.” 

“It is colder for my son,” said the old woman, and wept afresh. 

The sound of her sobs died away on his ears The bed was 
waim, and his eyes heavy with sleep. He dozed fitfully, and then 
slept until a sudden wild cry from his wife awoke him with a 
start. 

“The monkey’s pawl" she cried wildly “The monkey’s paw!” 

He started up in alarm. “Where? Where is it? What’s the 
matter?” 

She came stumbling across the room toward him. “I want it,” 
she said quietly. “You’ve not destroyed it?” 

“It’s in the parlor, on the bracket,” he replied, marveling. 
“Why?” 

She cried and laughed together, and bending over, kissed his 
cheek. 

“I only just thought of it,” she said hysterically. “Why didn’t 
I think of it before? Why didn’t you think of it?” 
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“Think of what?” he questioned. 

“The other two wishes,” she replied rapidly. “We’ve only had 
one.” 

"Was not that enough?” he demanded fiercely. 

“No,” she cried triumphantly; “we’ll have one more. Go down 
and get it quickly, and wish our boy alive again.” 

The man sat up in bed and Rung the bedclothes from his 
quaking limbs. “Good God, you are mad!” he cried, aghast. 

“Get it,” she panted; “get it quickly, and wish— Oh, my boy, 
my boy!” 

Her husband struck a match and lit the candle. “Get back to 
bed,” he said unsteadily. “You don’t know what you are saying.’'’ 

“We had the first wish granted,” said the old woman fever- 
ishly; “why not the second?” 

“A coincidence,” stammered the old man. 

“Go and get it and wish,” cried the old woman, and dragged 
him toward the door. 

He went down in the darkness, and felt his way to the parlor, 
and then to the mantelpiece. The talisman was in its place, and 
a horrible fear that the unspoken wish might bring his mutilated 
son before him ere he could escape from the room seized upon 
him, and he caught his breath as he found that he had lost the 
direction of the door. His brow cold with sweat, he felt his way 
round the table, and groped along the wall until he found him- 
self in the small passage with the unwholesome thing in his hand. 

Even his wife’s face seemed changed as he entered the room. It 
was white and expectant, and to his fears seemed to have an 
unusual look upon it. He was afraid of her. 

“Wish!” she cried, in a strong voice. 

“It is foolish and wicked,” he faltered. 

“Wish!” repeated his wife. 

He raised his hand. “I wish my son alive again.” 

The talisman fell to the floor, and he regarded it shudderingly. 
Then he sank trembling into a chair as the old woman, with 
burning eyes, walked to the window and raised the blind. 

He sat until he was chilled with the cold, glancing occasion* 
ally at the figure of the old woman peering through the window. 
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The candle end, which had burnt below the rim of the china 
candlestick, was throwing pulsating shadows on the ceiling and 
walls, until, with a flicker larger than the rest, it expired. The 
old man, with an unspeakable sense of relief at the failure of 
the talisman, crept back to his bed, and a minute or two after- 
ward the old woman came silently and apathetically beside him. 

Neither spoke, but both lay silently listening to the ticking of 
the clock. A stair creaked, and a squeaky mouse scurried noisily 
through the wall. The darkness was oppressive, and after lying 
for some time screwing up his courage, the husband took the box 
of matches, and striking one, went downstairs for a candle. 

At the foot of the stairs the match went out, and he paused to 
strike another, and at the same moment a knock, so quiet and 
stealthy as to be scarcely audible, sounded on the front door. 

The matches fell from his hand. He stood motionless, his 
breath suspended until the knock was repeated. Then he turned 
and fled swiftly back to his room, and closed the door behind him. 
A third knock sounded through the house. 

"What’s that f ” cried the old woman, starting up. 

“A rat,” said the old man, in shaking tones— “a rat. It passed 
me on the stairs.” 

His wife sat up in bed, listening. A loud knock resounded 
through the house. 

"It’s Herbert!” she screamed. “It’s Herbert!” 

She ran to the door, but her husband was before her, and 
catching her by the arm, held her tightly. 

“What are you going to do?” he whispered hoarsely. 

“It’s my boy; it’s Herbert!” she cried, struggling mechanically 
“I forgot it was two miles away. What are you holding me for? 
Let go. I must open the door.” 

"For God’s sake don’t let it in,” cried the old man, trembling 

“You’re afraid of your own son,” she cried, struggling. “Let 
me go. I’m coming, Herbert, I’m coming.” 

There was another knock, and another. The old woman with 
a sudden wrench broke free and ran from the room. Her hus- 
band followed to the landing, and called after her appealingly 
as she hurried downstairs. He heard the chain rattle back and the 
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bottom bolt drawn slowly and stiffly from the socket. Then the 
old woman’s voice, strained and panting. 

“The bolt,” she cried loudly. "Come down. I can’t reach it.” 

But her husband was on his hands and knees groping wildly 
on the floor in search of the paw. If he could only find it before 
the thing outside got in. A perfect fusillade of knocks reverber 
ated through the house, and he heard the scraping of a chair as 
his wife put it down in the passage against the door. He heard 
the creaking of the bolt as it came slowly back, and at the same 
moment, he found the monkey’s paw, and frantically breathed 
his third and last wish. 

The knocking ceased suddenly, although the echoes of it were 
still in the house. He heard the chair drawn back and the door 
opened. A cold wind rushed up the staircase, and a long loud 
wail of disappointment and misery from his wife gave him cour- 
age to run down to her side, and then to the gate beyond. The 
street lamp flickering opposite shone on a quiet and deserted 
road. 
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The Great God Pan 


Arthur Machen, who was bom in Caerleon-on-Usk Wales, in 1863, is now (1943] 
a very old man, but when he was in his sixties, with his ruddy complexion and 
flowing white hair, hts old-fashioned cape and his courtly manner, he might have 
stepped right out of the pages of Charles Dickens . 

As for his work, we can do no better than quote another of the authors repre- 
sented tn this collection— H P Lovecraft—who was himself strongly influenced 
by Machen “Of living creators of cosmic fear raised to its most artistic pitch/’ he 
wrote tn 1927, " few if any can hope to equal the versatile Arthur Machen— author 
of some dozen tales long and short, in which the elements of hidden horror and 
brooding fright attain an almost incomparable substance and realistic acuteness ** 
Machen’s finest novel ts The Hill of Dreams — a beautiful book luhich remains 
sadly underrated . Its hero, a Welsh youth, seeks refuge from the modern world, 
in which he ts hopelessly maladjusted, by a fltght into a dream existence iv the 
more congenial environment of ancient Roman Britain 
In all of Arthur Machen’s work, his distinctive powers are never displayed 
to greater advantage than in " The Great God Pan/* 


I 

THE EXPERIMENT 

”1 am glad you came, Clarke, very glad indeed. I was not sure 
you could spare the time.” 

“I was able to make arrangements for a few days; things are 
not very lively just now. But have you no misgivings, Raymond? 
Is it absolutely safe?” 

The two men were slowly pacing the terrace in front of 
Dr. Raymond's house. The sun still hung above the western 
mountain line, but it shone with a dull red glow that cast no 
shadows, and all the air was quiet; a sweet breath came from 
the great wood on the hillside above, and with it, at intervals, 
the soft murmuring call of the wild doves. Below, in the long 
lovely valley, the river wound in and out between the lonely 
hills, and, as the sun hovered and vanished into the west, a faint 
mist, pure white, began to rise from the banks. Dr. Raymond 
turned sharply to his fiiend. 
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“Safe? Of course it is. In itself the operation is a perfectly 
simple one; any surgeon could do it.” 

“And there is no danger at any other stage?” 

“None; absolutely no physical danger whatever, I give you 
my word. You are always timid, Clarke, always; but you know 
my history. I have devoted myself to transcendental medicine 
for the last twenty years. I have heard myself called quack and 
charlatan and impostor, but all the while I knew I was on the 
right path. Five years ago I reached the goal, and since then 
every day has been a preparation for what we shall do to-night.” 

“I should like to believe it is all true.” Clarke knit his brows, 
and looked doubtfully at Dr. Raymond. “Are you perfectly sure, 
Raymond, that your theory is not a phantasmagoria— a splendid 
vision, certainly, but a mere vision after all?” 

Dr. Raymond stopped in his walk and turned sharply. He was 
a middle-aged man, gaunt and thm, of a pale yellow complexion, 
but as he answered Clarke and faced him, there was a flush on 
his cheek. 

“Look about you, Clarke. You see the mountain, and hill fol- 
lowing after hill, as wave on wave, you see the woods and orchards, 
the fields of ripe corn, and the meadows reaching to the reed- 
beds by the river. You see me standing here beside you, and hear 
my voice; but I tell you that all these things— yes, from that star 
that has just shone out in the sky to the solid ground beneath 
our feet— I say that all these are but dreams and shadows: the 
shadows that hide the real world from our eyes. There is a real 
world, but it is beyond this glamour and this vision, beyond these 
‘chases in Arras, dreams in a career,’ beyond them all as be- 
yond a veil. I do not know whether any human being has ever 
lifted that veil; but I do know, Clarke, that you and I shall see 
it lifted this very night from before another’s eyes. You may think 
all this strange nonsense; it may be strange, hut it is true, and 
the ancients knew what lifting the veil means. They called it 
seeing the god Pan.” 

Clarke shivered; the white mist gathering over the river was 
chilly. 

"It is wonderful indeed,” he said. “We are standing on the 
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brink of a strange world, Raymond, if what you say is true. I 
suppose the knife is absolutely necessary?” 

“Yes; a slight lesion in the grey matter, that is all; a trifling 
rearrangement of certain cells, a microscopical alteration that 
would escape the attention of ninety-nine brain specialists out 
of a hundred. I don’t want to bother you with ‘shop,’ Clarke; I 
might give you a mass of technical detail which would sound very 
imposing, apd would leave you as enlightened as you are now. 
But I suppose you have read, casually, in out-of-the-way corners 
of your paper, that immense strides have been made recently in 
the physiology of the brain. I saw a paragraph the other day about 
Digby’s theory, and Browne Faber’s discoveries. Theories and 
discoveries! Where they are standing now, I stood fifteen years 
ago, and I need not tell you that I have not been standing still 
for the last fifteen years. It will be enough if I say that five years 
ago I made the discovery to which I alluded when I said that 
then I reached the goal. After years of labour, after years of 
tolling and groping in the dark, after days and nights of disap 
pointment and sometimes of despair, in which I used now and 
then to tremble and grow cold with the thought that perhaps 
there were others seeking for what I sought, at last, after so 
long, a pang of sudden joy thrilled my soul, and I knew the 
long journey was at an end. By what seemed then and still seems 
a chance, the suggestion of a moment’s idle thought followed 
up upon familiar lines and paths that I had tracked a 
hundred times already, the great truth burst upon me, and I 
saw, mapped out in lines of light, a whole world, a sphere un- 
known; continents and islands, and great oceans in which no 
ship has sailed (to my belief) since a Man first lifted up his eyes 
and beheld the sun, and the stars of heaven, and the quiet earth 
beneath. You will think all this high-flown language, Clarke, 
but it is hard to be literal. And yet, I do not know whether 
what I am hinting at cannot be set forth in plain and homely 
terms. For instance, this world of ours is pretty well girded now 
with the telegraph wires and cables; thought, with something 
less than the speed of thought, flashes from sunrise to sunset, 
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from north to south, across the floods and the desert places. Sup- 
pose that an electrician of to-day were suddenly to perceive that 
he and his friends have merely been playing with pebbles and 
mistaking them for the foundations of the world; suppose that 
such a man saw uttermost space lie open before the current, and 
words of men flash forth to the sun and beyond the sun into the 
systems beyond, and the voices of articulate-speaking men echo 
in the waste void that bounds our thought. As analogies go, that 
is a pretty good analogy of what I have done; you can under- 
stand now a little of what I felt as I stood here one evening; it 
was a summer evening, and the valley looked much as it does 
now; I stood here, and saw before me the unutterable, the un- 
thinkable gulf that yawns profound between two worlds, the 
world of matter and the world of spirit; I saw the great empty 
deep stretch dim before me, and in that instant a bridge of light 
leapt from the earth to the unknown shore, and the abyss was 
spanned. You may look in Browne Faber’s book, if you like, 
and you will find that to the present day men of science are 
unable to account for the presence, or to specify the functions of 
a certain group of nerve cells in the brain. That group is, as it 
were, land to let, a mere waste place for fanciful theories. I am 
not in the position of Browne Faber and the specialists, I 
am perfectly instructed as to the possible functions of those 
nerve centers in the scheme of things. With a touch I can bring 
them into play, with a touch, I say, I can set free the current, 
with a touch I can complete the communication between this 
world of sense and— we shall be able to finish the sentence later 
on. Yes, the knife is necessary; but think what that knife will 
effect. It will level utterly the solid wall of sense, and probably, 
for the first time since man was made, a spirit will gaze on a 
spirit world. Clarke, Mary will see the god Pan!” 

"But you remember what you wrote to me? I thought it would 
be requisite that she—” 

He whispered the rest into the doctor’s ear. 

"Not at -11, not at all. That is nonsense, I assure you. Indeed, 
(t is better as it is; I am quite certain of that.” 

“Consider the matter well, Raymond. It’s a great respond' 
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bility. Something might go wrong; you would be a miserable 
man for the rest of your days.” 

“No, I think not, even if the worst happened. As you know, 
1 rescued Mary from the gutter, and from almost certain starva- 
tion, when she was a child; I think her life is mine, to use as 
I see fit. Come, it is getting late; we had better go in.” 

Dr. Raymond led the way into the house, through the hall, 
and down a long dark passage. He took a key from his pocket 
and opened a heavy door, and motioned Clarke into his labora- 
tory. It had once been a billiard room, and was lighted by a glass 
dome in the centre of the ceiling, whence there still shone a sad 
grey light on the figure of the doctor as he lit a lamp with a heavy 
shade and placed it on a table in the middle of the room. 

Clarke looked about him. Scarcely a foot of wall remained 
bare; there were shelves all around laden with bottles and phials 
of all shapes and colours, and at one end stood a little Chippen- 
dale bookcase. Raymond pointed to this. 

“You see that parchment Oswald Crollius? He was one of the 
first to show me the way, though I don’t think he ever found it 
himself. That is a strange saying of his: ‘In every grain of wheat 
there lies hidden the soul of a star.’ ” 

There was not much of furniture in the laboratory. The table 
in the centre, a stone slab with a drain in one corner, the two 
armchairs on which Raymond and Clarke were sitting; that was 
all, except an odd-looking chair at the furthest end of the room. 
Clarke looked at it, and raised his eyebrows. 

“Yes, that is the chair,” said Raymond. “We may as well place 
it in position.” He got up and wheeled the chair to the light, 
and began raising and lowering it, letting down the seat, setting 
the back at various angles, and adjusting the footrest. It looked 
comfortable enough, and Clarke passed his hand over the soft 
green velvet, as the doctor manipulated the levers. 

"Now, Clarke, make yourself quite comfortable. I have a 
couple of hours’ work before me; I was obliged to leave certain 
matters to the last.” 

Raymond went to the stone slab, and Clarke watched him 
drearily as he bent over a row of phials and lit the flame under 
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the crucible. The doctor had a small hand-lamp, shaded as the 
larger one, on a ledge above his apparatus, and Clarke, who sat 
in the shadows, looked down the great dreary room, wondering 
at the bizarre effects of brilliant light and undefined darkness 
contrasting with one another. Soon he became conscious of an 
odd odour, at first the merest suggestion of odour, m the room; 
and as it grew more decided, he felt surprised that he was not 
reminded of the chemist’s shop or the surgery. Clarke found 
himself idly endeavouring to analyse the sensation, and, half 
conscious, he began to think of a day, fifteen years ago, that he 
had spent in roaming through the woods and meadows near his 
old home. It was a burning day at the beginning of August, the 
heat had dimmed the outlines of all things and all distances with 
a faint mist, and people who observed the thermometer spoke 
of an abnormal register, of a temperature that was almost trop- 
ical. Strangely that wondeiful hot day of the ’fifties rose up in 
Clarke’s imagination; the sense of dazzling all-pervading sun- 
light seemed to blot out the shadows and the lights of the 
laboratory, and he felt again the heated air beating in gusts about 
his face, saw the shimmer rising from the turf, and heard the 
myriad murmur of the summer. 

“I hope the smell doesn’t annoy you, Clarke; there’s nothing 
unwholesome about it. It may make you a bit sleepy, that’s all.” 

Clarke heard the words quite distinctly, and knew that Ray- 
mond was speaking to him, but for the life of him he could not 
rouse himself from this lethargy. He could only think of the 
lonely walk he had taken fifteen years ago; it was his last look 
at the fields and woods he had known since he was a child, and 
now it all stood out in brilliant light, as a picture, before him. 
Above all there came to his nostrils the scent of summer, the 
smell of flowers mingled, and the odour of the woods, of cool 
shaded places, deep in the green depths, drawn forth by the sun’s 
heat; and the scent of the good earth, lying as it were with arms 
stretched forth, and smiling lips, overpowered all. His fancies 
made him wander, as he had wandered long ago, from the fields 
into the wood, tracking a little path between the shining under 
growth of beech trees; and the trickle of watei dropping from 
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the limestone rock sounded as a clear melody in the dream. 
Thoughts began to go astray and to mingle with other recollec- 
tions; the beech alley was transformed to a path beneath ilex 
trees, and here and there a vine climbed from bough to bough, 
and sent up waving tendrils and drooped with purple grapes, 
and the sparse grey-green leaves of a wild olive tree stood out 
against the dark shadows of the ilex. Clarke, in the deep folds 
of dream, was conscious that the path from his father’s house 
had led him into an undiscovered country, and he was wonder- 
ing at the strangeness of it all, when suddenly, in place of the 
hum and murmur of the summer, an infinite silence seemed to 
fall on all things, and the wood was hushed, and for a moment 
of time he stood face to face there with a presence, that was 
neither man nor beast, neither the living nor the dead, but 
all things mingled, the form of all things but devoid of all form. 
And in that moment, the sacrament of body and soul was dis- 
solved, and a voice seemed to cry “Let us go hence,” and then 
the darkness of darkness beyond the stars, the darkness of ever- 
lasting. 

When Clarke woke up with a start he saw Raymond pouring 
a few drops of some oily fluid into a green phial, which he stop- 
pered tightly. 

“You have been dozing,” he said; “the journey must have 
tired you out. It is done now. I am going to fetch Mary; I shall 
be back in ten minutes.” 

Clarke lay back in his chair and wondered. It seemed as if he 
had but passed from one dream into another. He half expected 
to see the walls of the laboratory melt and disappear, and to 
awake in London, shuddering at his own sleeping fancies. But 
at last the door opened, and the doctor returned, and behind 
him came a girl of about seventeen, dressed all in white. She was 
so beautiful that Clarke did not wonder at what the doctor had 
written to him. She was blushing now over face and neck and 
arms, but Raymond seemed unmoved. 

"Mary,” he said, “the time has come. You are quite free. Are 
you willing to trust yourself to me entirely?” 

“Yes, dear.” 
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"You hear that, Clarke? You are my witness. Here is the chair, 
Mary. It is quite easy. Just sit in it and lean back. Are you ready?” 

"Yes, dear, quite ready. Give me a kiss before you begin.” 

The doctor stooped and kissed her mouth, kindly enough. 
"Now shut your eyes,” he said. The girl closed her eyelids, as if 
she were tired, and longed for sleep, and Raymond held the 
green phial to her nostrils. Her face grew white, whiter than 
her dress; she struggled faintly, and then with the feeling of sub- 
mission strong within her, crossed her arms upon her breast as 
a little child about to say her prayers. The bright light of the 
lamp beat full upon her, and Clarke watched changes fleeting 
over that face as the changes of the hills when the summer clouds 
float across the sun. And then she lay all white and still, and the 
doctor turned up one of her eyelids. She was quite unconscious. 
Raymond pressed hard on one of the levers and the chair in- 
stantly sank back. Clarke saw him cutting away a circle, like a 
tonsure, from her hair, and the lamp was moved nearer. Ray- 
mond took a small glittering instrument from a little case, and 
Clarke turned away shuddering. When he looked again, the 
doctor was binding up the wound he had made. 

“She will awake in five minutes.” Raymond was still perfectly 
cool. "There is nothing more to be done, we can only wait.” 

The minutes passed slowly; they could hear a slow, heavy 
ticking. There was an old clock in the passage. Clarke felt sick 
and faint; his knees shook beneath him, he could hardly stand. 

Suddenly, as they watched, they heard a long-drawn sigh, and 
suddenly did the colour that had vanished return to the girl’s 
cheeks, and suddenly her eyes opened. Clarke quailed before 
them. They shone with an awful light, looking far away, and a 
great wonder tell upon her face, and her hands stretched out as 
if to touch what was invisible; but in an instant the wonder 
faded, and gave place to the most awful terror. The muscles of 
her face were hideously convulsed, she shook from head to foot; 
the soul seemed struggling and shuddering within the house of 
flesh It was a horrible sight, and Clarke rushed forward, as she 
fell shrieking to the floor. 

Three days later Raymond took Clarke to Mary’s bedside. She 
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was lying wide-awake, colling her head from side to side, and 
grinning vacantly. 

"Yes,” said the doctor, still quite cool, “it is a great pity; she 
is a hopeless idiot. However, it could not be helped; and, after 
all, she has seen the Great God Pan.” 

n 

mr. clarke’s memoirs 

Mr. Clarke, the gentleman chosen by Dr. Raymond to witness 
the strange experiment of the god Pan, was a person in whose 
character caution and curiosity were oddly mingled; in his sober 
moments he thought of the unusual and the eccentric with un- 
disguised aversion, and yet, deep in his heart, there was a wide- 
eyed inquisitiveness with respect to all the more recondite and 
esoteric elements in the nature of men. The latter tendency had 
prevailed when he accepted Raymond’s invitation, for though 
his considered judgment had always repudiated the doctor’s 
theories as the wildest nonsense, yet he secretly hugged a belief 
in fantasy, and would have rejoiced to see that belief confirmed. 
The horrors that he witnessed in the dreary laboratory were to 
a certain extent salutary; he was conscious of being involved in 
an affair not altogether reputable, and for many years after- 
wards he clung bravely to the commonplace, and rejected all 
occasions of occult investigation. Indeed, on some homoeopathic 
principle, he for some time attended the stances of distinguished 
mediums, hoping that the clumsy tricks of these gentlemen 
would make him altogether disgusted with mysticism of every 
kind, but the remedy, though caustic, was not efficacious. Clarke 
knew that he still pined for the unseen, and little by little, the 
old passion began to reassert itself, as the face of Mary, shudder- 
ing and convulsed with an unknowable terror, faded slowly from 
his memory. Occupied all day in pursuits both serious and lucra- 
tive, the temptation to relax in the evening was too great, espe- 
cially in the winter months, when the fire cast a warm glow over 
his snug bachelor apartment, and a bottle of some choice claret 
stood ready by his elbow. His dinner digested, he would make 
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a brief pretence of Teading the evening paper, but the mere 
catalogue of news soon palled upon him, and Clarke would find 
himself casting glances of warm desire in the direction of an old 
Japanese bureau, which stood at a pleasant distance from the 
hearth. Like a boy before a jam closet, for a few minutes he 
would hover indecisive, but lust always prevailed, and Clarke 
ended by drawing up his chair, lighting a candle, and sitting 
down before the bureau. Its pigeonholes and drawers teemed 
with documents on the most morbid subjects, and in the well 
reposed a large manuscript volume, in which he had painfully 
entered the gems of his collection. Clarke had a fine contempt 
for published literature; the most ghostly story ceased to interest 
him if it happened to be printed; his sole pleasure was in the 
reading, compiling, and rearranging of what he called his “Mem- 
oirs to prove the Existence of the Devil,” and engaged m this pur- 
suit the evening seemed to fly and the night appeared too short. 

On one particular evening, an ugly December night, black 
with fog, and raw with frost, Clarke hurried over Ins dinner, and 
scarcely deigned to observe his customrry ritual of taking up the 
paper and laying it down again. He paced two or three times up 
and down the room, and opened the bureau, stood still a mo- 
ment, and sat down. He leant back, absorbed in one of those 
dreams to which he was subject, and at length drew out his book, 
and opened it at the last entry. There were three or four pages 
densely covered with Clarke’s round, set penmanship, and at 
the beginning he had written in a somewhat larger hand: 

Singular Narrative told me by my Friend, Dr. Phillips. He as- 
sures me that all the facts related therein are strictly and wholly 
True, but refuses to give either the Surnames of the Persons con- 
cerned, or the Place where these Extraordinary Events occurred. 

Mr. Clarke began to read over the account for the tenth time, 
glancing now and then at the pencil notes he had made when 
it was told him by his friend. It was one of his humours to pride 
himself on a certain literary ability; he thought well of his style, 
and took pains in arranging the circumstances in dramatic order. 
He read the following story:— 
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The persons concerned in this statement are Helen V., who, 
if she is still alive, must now be a woman of twenty-three, Rachel 
M., since deceased, who was a year younger than the above, and 
Trevor W., an imbecile, aged eighteen. These persons were at 
the period of the story inhabitants of a village on the borders of 
Wales, a place of some importance in the time of the Roman 
occupation, but now a scattered hamlet, of not more than five 
hundred souls. It is situated on rising ground, about six miles 
from the sea, and is sheltered by a large and picturesque forest. 

Some eleven years ago, Helen V. came to the village under 
rather peculiar circumstances. It is understood that she, being 
an orphan, was adopted in her infancy by a distant relative, who 
brought her up in his own house till she was twelve years old. 
Thinking, however, that it would be better for the child to have 
playmates of her own age, he advertised in several local papers 
for a good home in a comfortable farmhouse for a girl of twelve, 
and this advertisement was answered by Mr. R., a well-to-do 
farmer in the above-mentioned village. His references proving 
satisfactory, the gentleman sent his adopted daughter to Mr. R„ 
with a letter in which he stipulated that the girl should have a 
room to herself, and stated that her guardians need be at no 
(trouble in the matter of education, as she was already sufficiently 
educated for the position in life which she would occupy. In 
fact, Mr. R. was given to understand that the girl was to be 
allowed to find her own occupations, and to spend her time 
almost as she liked. Mr. R. duly met her at the nearest station, 
a town some seven miles away from his house, and seems to have 
remarked nothing extraordinary about the child, except that 
she was reticent as to her former life and her adopted father. She 
was, however, of a very different type from the inhabitants of the 
village; her skin was a pale, clear olive, and her features were 
strongly marked, and of a somewhat foreign character. She ap- 
pears to have settled down easily enough into farmhouse life, 
and became a favourite with the children, who sometimes went 
with her on her rambles in the forest, for this was her amuse- 
ment. Mr. R. states that he has known her to go out by herself 
directly after their early breakfast, and not return till after dusk, 
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and that, feeling uneasy at a young girl being out alone for so 
many hours, he communicated with her adopted father, who re- 
plied in a brief note that Helen must do as she chose. In the 
winter, when the forest paths were impassable, she spent most 
of her time in her bedroom, where she slept alone, according 
to the instructions of her relative. It was on one of these ex- 
peditions to the forest that the first of the singular incidents 
with which this girl is connected occurred, the date being about 
a year after her arrival at the village. The preceding winter had 
been remarkably severe, the snow drifting to a great depth, and 
the frost continuing for an unexampled period, and the summer 
following was as noteworthy for its extreme heat. On one of the 
very hottest days in this summer, Helen V. left the farmhouse for 
one of her long rambles in the forest, taking with her, as usual, 
some bread and meat for lunch. She was seen by some men in 
the fields making for the old Roman Road, a green causeway 
which traverses the highest part of the wood, and they were 
astonished to observe that the girl had taken off her hat, though 
the heat of the sun was already almost tropical. As it happened, 
a labourer, Joseph W. by name, was working in the forest near 
the Roman Road, and at twelve o’clock his little son, Trevor, 
brought the man his dinner of bread and cheese. After the meal, 
the boy, who was about seven years old at the time, left his father 
at work, and, as he said, went to look for flowers in the wood, 
and the man, who could hear him shouting with delight over his 
discoveries, felt no uneasiness. Suddenly, however, he was horri- 
fied at hearing the most dreadful screams, evidently the result 
of great terror, proceeding from the direction in which his son 
had gone, and he hastily threw down his tools and ran to see 
what had happened. Tracing his path by the sound, he met the 
little boy, who was running headlong and was evidently terribly 
frightened, and on questioning him the man at last elicited that 
after picking a posy of flowers he felt tired, and lay down on the 
grass and fell asleep. He was suddenly awakened, as he stated, by 
a peculiar noise, a sort of singing he called it, and on peeping 
through the branches he saw Helen V. playing on the grass with 
a ‘strange naked man,’ whom he seemed unable to describe 
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more fully. He said he felt dreadfully frightened, and ran away 
crying for his father. Joseph W. proceeded in the direction indi- 
cated by his son, and found Helen V. sitting on the grass in the 
middle of a glade or open space left by charcoal burners. He 
angrily charged her with frightening his little boy, but she en- 
tirely denied the accusation and laughed at the child’s story of 
a ‘strange man,’ to which he himself did not attach much cre- 
dence. Joseph W. came to the conclusion that the boy had woke up 
with a sudden fright, as children sometimes do, but Trevor per- 
sisted in his story, and continued in such evident distress that at 
last his father took him home, hoping that his mother would 
be able to soothe him. For many weeks, however, the boy gave 
his parents much anxiety; he became nervous and strange in his 
manner, refusing to leave the cottage by himself, and constantly 
alarming the household by waking in the night with cries of 
“The man in the woodl father! father!” 

In course of time, however, the impression seemed to have 
worn off, and about three months later he accompanied his 
f ather to the house of a gentleman in the neighbourhood, for 
whom Joseph W. occasionally did work. The man was shown 
into the study, and the little boy was left sitting in the hall, and 
A few minutes later, while the gentleman was giving W. his 
instructions, they were both horrified by a piercing shriek and 
the sound of a fall, and rushing out they found the child lying 
senseless on the floor, his face contorted with terror. The doctor 
was immediately summoned, and after some examination he 
pronounced the child to be suffering from a kind of fit, ap- 
parently produced by a sudden shock. The boy was taken to one 
of the bedrooms, and after some time recovered consciousness, 
but only to pass into a condition described by the medical man 
as one of violent hysteria. The doctor exhibited a strong seda- 
tive, and in the course of two hours pronounced him fit to walk 
home, but in passing through the hall the paroxysms of fright 
returned and with additional violence. The father perceived 
that the child was pointing at some object, and heard the old 
cry, “The man in the wood,” and looking in the direction indi- 
cated saw a stone head of grotesque appearance, which had been 
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built into the wall above one of the doors. It seems that the owner 
of the house had recently made alterations in his premises, and on 
digging the foundation for some offices, the men had found a 
curious head, evidently of the Roman period, which had been 
placed in the hall in the manner described. The head is pro- 
nounced by the most experienced archaeologists of the district to 
be that of a faun or satyr.” 1 

From whatever cause arising, this second shock seemed too 
severe for the boy Trevor, and at the present date he suffers from 
a weakness of intellect, which gives but little promise of amend- 
ing. The matter caused a good deal of sensation at the time, and 
the girl Helen was closely questioned by Mr. R., but to no pur- 
pose, she steadfastly denying that she had frightened or in any 
way molested Trevor. 

The second event with which this girl’s name is connected 
took place about six years ago, and is of a still more extraordinary 
character. 

At the beginning of the summer of 1882 Helen contracted a 
friendship of a peculiarly intimate character with Rachel M., 
the daughter of a prosperous farmer in the neighbourhood. This 
girl, who was a year younger than Helen, was considered by most 
people to be the prettier of the two, though Helen’s features 
had to a great extent softened as she became older. The two girls, 
who were together on every available opportunity, presented a 
singular contrast, the one with her clear, olive skin and almost 
Italian appearance, and the other of the proverbial red and 
white of our rural districts. It must be stated that the payments 
made to Mr. R. for the maintenance of Helen were known in 
the village for their excessive liberality, and the impression was 
general that she would one day inherit a large sum of money 
from her relative. The parents of Rachel were therefore not 
averse from their daughter’s friendship with the girl, and even 
encouraged the intimacy, though they now bitterly regret having 
done so. Helen still retained her extraordinary fondness for the 
forest, and on several occasions Rachel accompanied her, the two 

1 Dr. Phillips tells me that he has seen the head in question, and assures me that 
he has never received such a vivid presentment of intense evil. 
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friends setting out early in the morning, and remaining in the 
wood till dusk. One or twice after these excursions Mrs. M. 
thought her daughter’s manner rather peculiar; she seemed 
languid and dreamy, and as it has been expressed, “different from 
herself,” but these peculiarities seem to have been thought too 
trifling for remark. One evening, however, after Rachel had 
come home, her mother heard a noise which sounded like sup- 
pressed weeping in the girl’s room, and on going in found her 
lying, half undressed, upon the bed, evidently in the greatest 
distress. As soon as she saw her mother, she exclaimed, “Ah, 
mother, mother, why did you let me go to the forest with Helen?” 
Mrs. M. was astonished at so strange a question, and proceeded 
to make inquiries. Rachel told her a wild story. She said— 
Clarke closed the book with a snap, and turned his chair 
towards the fire. When his friend sat one evening in that very 
chair, and told his story, Clarke had interrupted him at a point 
a little subsequent to this, had cut short his words in a paroxysm 
of horror. “My God!” he had explained, “think, think what you 
are saying. It is too incredible, too monstrous; such things can 
never be in this quiet world, where men and women live and die, 
and struggle, and conquer, or maybe fail, and fall down under 
sorrow, and grieve and suffer strange fortunes for many a year; 
but not this, Phillips, not such things as this. There must be 
some explanation, some way out of the terror. Why, man, if such 
a case were possible, our earth would be a nightmare.” 

But Phillips had told his story to the end, concluding: 

“Her flight remains a mystery to this day; she vanished in 
broad sunlight; they saw her walking in a meadow, and a few 
moments later she was not there.” 

Clarke tried to conceive the thing again, as he sat by the fire, 
and again his mind shuddered and shrank back, appalled before 
the sight of such awful, unspeakable elements enthroned as it 
were, and triumphant in human flesh. Before him stretched the 
long dim vista of the green causeway in the forest, as his friend 
had described it; he saw the swaying leaves and the quivering 
shadows on the grass, he saw the sunlight and the flowers, and 
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far away, far in the long distance, the two figures moved toward 
him. One was Rachel, but the other? 

Clarke had tried his best to disbelieve it all, but at the end of 
the account, as he had written it in his book, he had placed the 
inscription: 

ET DIABOLUS INCARNATUS EST. ET HOMO FACTUS EST. 

Ill 

THE CITY OF RESURRECTIONS 

“Herbert! Good God! Is it possible?” 

"Yes, my name’s Herbert. I think I know your face too, but I 
don’t remember your name. My memory is very queer." 

“Don’t you recollect Villiers of Wadham?” 

“So it is, so it is. I beg your pardon, Villiers, I didn’t think I 
was begging of an old college friend. Good-night.” 

“My dear fellow, this haste is unnecessary. My rooms are close 
by, but we won’t go there just yet. Suppose we walk up Shaftes- 
bury Avenue a little way? But how in heaven’s name have you 
come to this pass, Herbert?” 

“It’s a long story, Villiers, and a strange one too, but you can 
hear it if you like.” 

“Come on, then. Take my arm, you don’t seem very strong.” 

The ill-assorted pair moved slowly up Rupert Street; the one 
in dirty, evil-looking rags, and the other attired in the regula- 
tion uniform of a man about town, trim, glossy, and eminently 
well-to-do. Villiers had emerged from his restaurant after an 
excellent dinner of many courses, assisted by an ingratiating little 
flask of Chianti, and, in that frame of mind which was with him 
almost chronic, had delayed a moment by the door, peering 
round in the dimly lighted street in search of those mysterious 
incidents and persons with which the streets of London teem in 
every quarter and at every hour. Villiers prided himself as a 
practised explorer of such obscure mazes and byways of London 
life, and m this unprofitable pursuit he displayed an assiduity 
which was worthy of more serious employment. Thus he stood 
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beside the lamppost surveying the passers-by with undisguised 
curiosity, and with that gravity known only to the systematic 
diner, had just enunciated in his mind the formula: “London 
has been called the city of encounters; it is more than that, it is 
the city of Resurrections,’’ when these reflections were suddenly 
interrupted by a piteous whine at his elbow, and a deplorable 
appeal for alms. He looked around in some irritation, and with 
a sudden shock found himself confronted with the embodied 
proof of his somewhat stilted fancies. There, close beside him, 
his face altered and disfigured by poverty and disgrace, his body 
barely covered by greasy ill-fitting rags, stood his old friend 
Charles Herbert, who had matriculated on the same day as him- 
self, with whom he had been merry and wise for twelve revolving 
terms. Different occupations and varying interests had inter- 
rupted the friendship, and it was six years since Villiers had seen 
Herbert; and now he looked upon this wreck of a man with grief 
and dismay, mingled with a certain inquisitiveness as to what 
dreary chain of circumstances had dragged him down to such 
a doleful pass. Villiers felt together with compassion all the 
relish of the amateur in mysteries, and congratulated himself 
on his leisurely speculations outside the restaurant. 

They walked on in silence for some time, and more than one 
passer-by stared in astonishment at the unaccustomed spectacle 
of a well-dressed man with an unmistakable beggar hanging on 
to his arm, and, observing this, Villiers led the way to an obscure 
street in Soho. Here he repeated his question. 

“How on earth has it happened, Herbert? I always understood 
you would succeed to an excellent position in Dorsetshire. Did 
your father disinherit you? Surely not?” 

“No, Villiers; I came into all the property at my poor father’s 
death; he died a year after I left Oxford. He was a very good 
father to me, and I mourned his death sincerely enough. But you 
know what young men are; a few months later I came up to town 
and went a good deal into society. Of course I had excellent 
introductions, and I managed to enjoy myself very much m a 
harmless sort of way. I played a little, certainly, but never for 
heavy stakes, and the few bets I made on races brought me in 
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money— only a few pounds, you know, but enough to pay for 
cigars and such petty pleasures. It was in my second season that 
the tide turned. Of course you have heard of my marriage?” 

“No, I never heard anything about it.” 

“Yes, I married, Vilhers. I met a girl, a girl of the most 
wonderful and most strange beauty, at the house of some people 
I knew. I cannot tell you her age; I never knew it, but, so far as 
I can guess, I should think she must have been about nineteen 
when I made her acquaintance. My friends had come to know 
her at Florence; she told them she was an orphan, the child of 
an English father and an Italian mother, and she charmed them 
as she charmed me. The first time I saw her was at an evening 
party. I was standing by the door talking to a friend, when sud- 
denly above the hum and babble of conversation I heard a voice 
which seemed to thrill to my heart She was singing an Italian 
song. I was introduced to her that evening, and in three months 
I married Helen Villiers, that woman, if I can call her woman, 
corrupted my soul. The night of the wedding I found myself 
sitting in her bedroom in the hotel, listening to her talk. She 
was sitting up in bed, and I listened to her as she spoke in her 
beautiful voice, spoke of things which even now I would not dare 
whisper in blackest night, though I stood in the midst of a 
wilderness. You, Vilhers, you may think you know life, and 
London, and what goes on day and night in this dreadful city; 
for all I can say you may have heard the talk of the vilest, but 
1 tell you you can have no conception of what I know, not in 
your most fantastic, hideous dreams can you have imaged forth 
the faintest shadow of what I have heard— and seen. Yes, seen. 
I have seen the incredible, such horrors that even I myself some- 
times stop m the middle of the street, and ask whether it is 
possible for a man to behold such dungs and live. In a year, 
Villiers, I was a ruined man, in body and soul— in body and 
soul.” 

“But your property, Herbert? You had land in Dorset." 

“I sold it all; the fields and woods, the dear old house— every- 
thing.” 

“And the money?” 
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"She took it all from me.” 

"And she left you?” 

“Yes; she disappeared one night. I don’t know where she went, 
but I am sure if I saw her again it would kill me. The rest of my 
story is of no interest; sordid misery, that is all. You may think, 
Villiers, that I have exaggerated and talked for effect; but I have 
not told you half. I could tell you certain things which would 
convince you, but you would never know a happy day again. 
You would pass the rest of your life, as I pass mine, a haunted 
man, a man who has seen hell.” 

Villiers took the unfortunate man to his rooms, and gave him 
a meal. Herbert could eat little, and scarcely touched the glass 
of wine set before him. He sat moody and silent by the fire, and 
seemed relieved when Villiers sent him away with a small present 
of money. 

“By the way, Herbert,” said Villiers, as they parted at the 
door, “what was your wife’s name? You said Helen, I think? 
Helen what?” 

“The name she passed under when I met her was Helen 
Vaughan, but what her real name was I can’t say. I don’t think 
she had a name. No, no, not in that sense. Only human beings 
have names, Villiers, I can’t say any more Good-bye; yes, I will 
not fail to call if I see any way in which you can help me. 
Good-night.” 

The man went out into the bitter night, and Villiers returned 
to his fireside. There was something about Herbert which 
shocked him inexpressibly, not his poor rags nor the marks which 
poverty had set upon his face, but rather an indefinite terror 
which hung about him like a mist. He had acknowledged that 
he himself was not devoid of blame; the woman, he had avowed, 
had corrupted him body and soul, and Villiers felt that this man, 
once his friend, had been an actor in scenes evil beyond the 
power of words. His story needed no confirmation: he himself 
was the embodied proof of it. Villiers mused curiously over the 
story he had heard, and wondered whether he had heard both 
the first and the last of it. “No,” he thought, “certainly not the 
last, probably only the beginning. A case like this is like a nest 
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of Chinese boxes; you open one after another and find a quaintei 
workmanship in every box. Most likely poor Herbert is merely 
one of the outside boxes, there are stranger ones to follow.” 

Villiers could not take his mind away from Herbert and his 
story, which seemed to grow wilder as the night wore on The 
fire began to burn low, and the chilly air of the morning crept 
into the room; Villiers got up with a glance over his shoulder, 
and shivering slightly, went to bed. 

A few days later he saw at his club a gentleman of his acquaint- 
ance, named Austin, who was famous for his intimate knowledge 
of London life, both in its tenebrous and luminous phases. Vil- 
liers, still full of his encounter in Soho and its consequences, 
thought Austin might possibly be able to shed some light on 
Herbert’s history, and so after some casual talk he suddenly put 
the question: 

‘‘Do you happen to know anything of a man named Herbert 
—Charles Herbert?” 

Austin turned round sharply and stared at Villiers with some 
astonishment. 

“Charles Herbert? Weren’t you in town three years ago? No; 
then you have not heard of the Paul Street case? It caused a good 
deal of sensation at the time.” 

“What was the case?” 

“Well a gentleman, a man of very good position, was found 
dead, stark dead, in the area of a certain house in Paul Street, 
off Tottenham Court Road. Of course the police did not make 
the discovery, if you happen to be sitting up all night and have 
a light in your window, the constable will ring the bell, but if 
you happen to be lying dead in somebody’s area, you will be 
left alone In this instance as in many others the alarm was raised 
by some kind of vagabond; I don’t mean a common tramp, or a 
public-house loafer, but a gentleman, whose business or pleasure, 
or both, made him a spectator of the London streets at five 
o’clock in the morning. This individual was, as he said, “going 
home,” it did not appear whence or whither, and had occasion 
to pass through Paul Street between four and five a.m. Some- 
thing or other caught his eye at Number 20; he said, absurdly 
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enough, that the house had the most unpleasant physiognomy 
he had ever observed, but, at any rate, he glanced down the area, 
and was a good deal astonished to see a man lying on the stones, 
his limbs all huddled together, and his face turned up. Our 
gentleman thought his face looked peculiarly ghastly, and so set 
off at a run in search of the nearest policeman. The constable 
was at first inclined to treat the matter lightly, suspecting com- 
mon drunkenness; however, he came, and after looking at the 
man’s face, changed his tone, quickly enough. The early bird, 
who had picked up this fine worm, was sent off for a doctor, and 
the policeman rang and knocked at the door till a slatternly 
servant girl came down looking more than half asleep. The 
constable pointed out the contents of the area to the maid, who 
screamed loudly enough to wake up the street, but she knew 
nothing of the man, had never seen him at the house, and so 
forth. Meanwhile the original discoverer had come back with 
a medical man, and the next thing was to get into the area. The 
gate was open, so the whole quartet stumped down the steps. 
The doctor hardly needed a moment’s examination; he said the 
poor fellow had been dead for several hours, and it was then 
the case began to get interesting. The dead man had not been 
robbed, and in one of his pockets were papers identifying him as 
—well, as a man of good family and means, a favourite in society, 
and nobody’s enemy, so far as could be known. I don’t give his 
name, Villiers, because it has nothing to do with the story, and 
because it’s no good raking up these affairs about the dead when 
there are no relations living. The next curious point was that 
the medical men couldn’t agree as to how he met his death. There 
were some slight bruises on his shoulders, but they were so 
slight that it looked as if he had been pushed roughly out of the 
kitchen door, and not thrown over the railings from the street 
or even dragged down the steps. But there were positively no 
other marks of violence about him, certainly none that would 
account for his death; and when they came to the autopsy there 
wasn’t a trace of poison of any kind. Of course the police wanted 
to know all about the people at Number 20, and here again, so 
I have heard from private sources, one or two other very curious 
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points came out. It appears that the occupants of the house were 
a Mr. and Mrs. Charles Herbert; he was said to be a landed 
proprietor, though it struck most people that Paul Street was 
not exactly the place to look for county gentry. As for Mrs. 
Herbert, nobody seemed to know who or what she was, and, 
between ourselves, I fancy the divers after her history found 
themselves in rather strange waters. Of course they both denied 
knowing anything about the deceased, and m default of any 
evidence against them they were discharged. But some very odd 
things came out about them. Though it was between five and 
six m the morning when the dead man was removed, a large 
crowd had collected, and several of the neighbours ran to see 
what was going on. They were pretty free with their comments, 
by all accounts, and from these it appeared that Number 20 was 
in very bad odour in Paul Street. The detectives tried to trace 
down these rumours to some solid foundation of fact, but could 
not get hold of anything. People shook their heads and raised 
their eyebrows and thought the Herberts rather “queer,” “would 
rather not be seen going into their house,” and so on, but there 
was nothing tangible. The authorities were morally certain 
that the man met his death in some way or another m the house 
and was thrown out by the kitchen door, but they couldn’t prove 
it, and the absence of any indications of violence or poisoning 
left them helpless. An odd case, wasn’t it? But curiously enough, 
there’s something more that I haven’t told you. I happened to 
know one of the doctors who was consulted as to the cause of 
death, and some time after the inquest I met him, and asked him 
about it “Do you really mean to tell me,” I said, “that you were 
baffled by the case, that you actually don’t know what the man 
died of?” “Pardon me," he replied, “I know perfectly well what 
caused death. Blank died of fright, of sheer, awful terror; I never 
saw features so hideously contorted in the entire course of my 
practice, and I have seen the faces of a whole host of dead.” 
The doctor was usually a cool customer enough, and a certain 
vehemence m his manner struck me, but I couldn’t get anything 
more out of him I suppose the Treasury didn’t see their way to 
prosecuting the Herberts for frightening a man to death; at any 

[625] 



Tales of the Supernatural 

rate, nothing was done, and the case dropped out of men’s minds. 
Do you happen to know anything of Herbert?” 

"Well,” replied Villiers, “he was an old college friend of mine.” 

"You don’t say so? Have you ever seen his wife?” 

“No, I haven’t. I have lost sight of Herbert for many years.” 

"It’s queer, isn’t it, parting with a man at the college gate or 
at Paddington, seeing nothing of him for years, and then finding 
him pop up his head in such an odd place. But I should like to 
have seen Mrs. Herbert; people said extraordinary things about 
her.” 

“What sort of things?” 

“Well, I hardly know how to tell you. Everyone who saw her 
at the police court said she was at once the most beautiful woman 
and the most repulsive they had ever set eyes on. I have spoken 
to a man who saw her, and I assure you he positively shuddered 
as he tried to describe the woman, but he couldn’t tell why. She 
seems to have been a sort of enigma, and I expect if that one dead 
man could have told tales, he would have told some uncommonly 
queer ones And there you are again in another puzzle; what 
could a respectable country gentleman like Mr. Blank (we’ll call 
him that if you don’t mind) want in such a very queer house as 
Number 20? It’s altogether a very odd case, isn’t it?” 

“It is indeed, Austin, an extraordinary case. I didn’t think, 
when I asked you about my old friend, I should strike on such 
strange metal. Well, I must be off, good-day.” 

Villiers went away, thinking of his own conceit of the Chinese 
boxes; here was quaint workmanship indeed. 

IV 

THE DISCOVERY IN PAUL STREET 

A few months after Villiers’ meeting with Herbert, Mr. Clarke 
was sitting, as usual, by his after-dinner hearth, resolutely guard- 
ing his fancies from wandering in the direction of the bureau 
For more than a week he had succeeded in keeping away from the 
“Memoirs,” and he cherished hopes of a complete self-reforma- 
tion; but, in spite of his endeavours, he could not hush the wonder 
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and the strange curiosity that that last case he had written down 
had excited within him. He had put the case, or rather the 
outline of it, conjecturally to a scientific friend, who shook 
his head, and thought Clarke getting queer, and on this par- 
ticular evening Clarke was making an effort to rationalize the 
story, when a sudden knock at his door roused him from his 
meditations. 

"Mr. Villiers to see you, sir.” 

"Dear me, Villiers, it is very kind of you to look me up; I have 
not seen you for many months; I should think nearly a year. Come 
in, come in. And how are you, Villiers? Want any advice about 
investments?” 

“No, thanks, I fancy everything I have in that way is pretty 
safe. No, Clarke, I have really come to consult you about a rather 
curious matter that has been brought under my notice of late. I 
am afraid you will think it all rather absurd when I tell my tale. 
I sometimes think so myself, and that’s just why I made up my 
mind to come to you, as I know you’re a practical man.” 

Mr. Villiers was ignorant of the "Memoirs to prove the Exis- 
tence of the Devil.” 

“Well, Villiers, I shall be happy to give you my advice, to the 
best of my ability. What is the nature of the case?” 

“It’s an extraordinary thing altogether. You know my ways; 
I always keep my eyes open in the streets, and in my time I have 
chanced upon some queer customers, and queer cases too, but 
this, I think, beats all. I was coming out of a restaurant one 
nasty winter night about three months ago; I had had a capital 
dinner and a good bottle of Chianti, and I stood for a moment 
on the pavement, thinking what a mystery there is about London 
streets and the companies that pass along them. A bottle of red 
wine encourages these fancies, Clarke, and I dare say I should 
have thought a page of small type, but I was cut short by a beggar 
who had come behind me, and was making the usual appeals. 
Of course I looked round, and this beggar turned out to be what 
was left of an old friend of mine, a man named Herbert. I asked 
him how he had come to such a wretched pass, and he told me. 
We walked up and down one of those long dark Soho streets, and 
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there I listened to his story. He said he had married a beautiful 
girl, some years younger than himself, and, as he put it, she had 
corrupted him body and soul. He wouldn’t go into details; he said 
he dare not, that what he had seen and heard haunted him by 
night and day, and when I looked in his face I knew he was 
speaking the truth. There was something about the man diat 
made me shiver. I don’t know why, but it was there. I gave him 
a little money and sent him away, and I assure you that when he 
was gone I gasped for breath. His presense seemed to chill one’s 
blood.” 

‘‘Isn’t all this just a little fanciful, Villiers? I suppose the poor 
fellow had made an imprudent marriage, and, in plain English, 
gone to the bad.” 

“Well, listen to this.” Villiers told Clarke the story he had 
heard from Austin. 

“You see,” he concluded, “there can be but little doubt that 
this Mr. Blank, whoever he was, died of sheer terror; he saw 
something so awful, so terrible, that it cut short his life. And what 
he saw, he most certainly saw in that house, which, somehow or 
other, had got a bad name in the neighbourhood. I had the 
curiosity to go and look at the place for myself. It’s a saddening 
kind of street; the houses are old enough to be mean and dreary, 
but not old enough to be quaint. As far as I could see, most of 
them are let in lodgings, furnished and unfurnished, and almost 
every door has three bells to it. Here and there the ground floors 
have been made into shops of the commonest kind; it’s a dismal 
street in every way. I found Number 20 was to let, and I went 
to the agent’s and got the key. Of course I should have heard 
nothing of the Herberts m that quarter, but I asked the man, fair 
and square, how long they had left the house, and whether there 
had been other tenants m the meanwhile. He looked at me 
queerly for a minute, and told me the Herberts had left imme- 
diately after the unpleasantness, as he called it, and since then 
the house had been empty.” 

Mr. Villiers paused for a moment. 

“I have always been rather fond of going over empty houses; 
there’s a sort of fascination about the desolate empty rooms, 
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with the nails sticking in the walls, and the dust thick upon the 
window sills. But I didn’t enjoy going over Number 20, Paul 
Street. I had hardly put my foot inside the passage before I noticed 
a queer, heavy feeling about the air of the house. Of course all 
empty houses are stuffy, and so forth, but this was something 
quite different; I can’t describe it to you, but it seemed to stop 
the breath. I went into the front room and the back room, and 
the kitchen downstairs; they were all dirty and dusty enough, 
as you would expect, but there was something strange about them 
all. I couldn’t define it to you, I only know I felt queer. It was one 
of the rooms on the first floor, though, that was the worst. It was 
a largish room, and once on a time the paper must have been 
cheerful enough, but when I saw it, paint, paper, and everything 
were most doleful. But the room was full of horror; I felt my 
teeth grinding as I put my hand on the door, and when I went 
in, I thought I should have fallen fainting to the floor. However, 
I pulled myself together, and stood against the end wall, wonder- 
ing what on earth there could be about the room to make my 
limbs tremble, and my heart beat as if I were at the hour of death. 
In one corner there was a pile of newspapers littered about on 
the floor, and I began looking at them; they were papers of three 
or four years ago, some of them half torn, and some crumpled as 
if they had been used for packing. I turned the whole pile over, 
and amongst them I found a curious drawing, I will show it you 
presently. But I couldn’t stay in the room, I felt it was over- 
powering me. I was thankful to come out, safe and sound, into 
the open air. People stared at me as I walked along the street, and 
one man said I was drunk. I was staggering about from one side 
of the pavement to the other, and it was as much as I could do to 
take the key back to the agent and get home. I was in bed for a 
week, suffering from what my doctor called nervous shock and 
exhaustion. One of those days I was reading the evening paper, 
and happened to notice a paragraph headed: “Starved to Death.” 
It was the usual style of thing; a model lodging-house in Maryle 
bone, a door locked for several days, and a dead man in his chaii 
when they broke in. “The deceased,” said the paragraph, “was 
known as Charles Herbert, and is believed to have been once a 
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prosperous country gentleman. His name was familiar to the 
public three years ago in connection with the mysterious death in 
Paul Street, Tottenham Court Road, the deceased being the 
tenant of the house N umber 20, in die area of which a gentleman 
of good position was found dead under circumstances not devoid 
of suspicion.” A tragic ending, wasn’t it? But after all, if what 
he told me were true, which I am sure it was, the man’s life was 
all a tragedy, and a tragedy of a stranger sort than they put on the 
boards.” 

“And that is the story, is it?” said Clarke musingly. 

“Yes, that is the story.” 

“Well, really, Villiers, I scarcely know what to say about it. 
There are, no doubt, circumstances in the case which seem pe- 
culiar, the finding of the dead man in the area of Herbert’s house, 
for instance, and die extraordinary opinion of die physician as 
to the cause of death; but, after all, it is conceivable that the facts 
may be explained in a straightforward manner. As to your own 
sensations, when you went to see the house, I would suggest that 
they were due to a vivid imagination; you must have been brood- 
ing, in a semi-conscious way, over what you had heard I don’t 
exactly see what more can be said or done in the matter; you evi- 
dently think there is a mystery of some kind, but Herbert is dead; 
where then do you propose to look?” 

“I propose to look for the woman; the woman whom he mar- 
ried. She is the mystery ” 

The two men sat silent by the fireside; Clarke secretly con- 
gratulating himself on having successfully kept up the character 
of advocate of the commonplace, and Villiers wrapt in his gloomy 
tancies. 

“I think I will have a cigarette,” he said at last, and put his hand 
in his pocket to feel for his cigarette case. 

“Ah!” he said, starting slightly, “I forgot I had something to 
show you. You remember my saying that I had found a rather 
curious sketch amongst the pile of old newspapers at the house 
in Paul Street? Here it is.” 

Villiers drew out a small thin parcel from his pocket. It was 
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covered with brown paper, and secured with string, and the 
knots were troublesome. In spite of himself Clarke felt inquisi- 
tive; he bent forward on his chair as Villiers painfully undid the 
string, and unfolded the outer covering. Inside was a second 
wrapping of tissue, and Villiers took it off and handed the small 
piece of paper to Clarke without a word. 

There was dead silence in the room for five minutes or more; 
the two men sat so still that they could hear the ticking of the 
tall old-fashioned clock that stood outside in the hall, and in the 
mind of one of them the slow monotony of sound woke up a far, 
far memory. He was looking intently at the small pen-and-ink 
sketch of a woman’s head, it had evidently been drawn with 
great care, and by a true artist, for the woman’s soul looked out 
of the eyes, and the lips were parted with a strange smile. Clarke 
ga/ed still at the face; it brought to his memory one summer 
evening long ago; he saw again the long lovely valley, the river 
winding between the hills, the meadows and the cornfields, the 
dull red sun, and the cold white mist rising from the water. He 
heard a voice speaking to him across the waves of many years, 
and saying, “Clarke, Mary will see the God Pant” and then he was 
standing in the grim room beside the doctor, listening to the 
heavy ticking of the clock, waiting and watching, watching the 
figure lying on the green chair beneath the lamplight. Mary 
rose up, and he looked into her eyes, and his heart grew cold 
within him. 

“Who is this woman?” he said at last. His voice was dry and 
hoarse. 

“That is the woman whom Herbert married.” 

Clarke looked again at the sketch, it was not Mary after all. 
There certainly was Mary’s face, but there was something else, 
something he had not seen on Mary’s features when the white, 
clad girl entered the laboratory with the doctor, nor at her ter- 
rible awakening, nor when she lay grinning on the bed. Whatever 
it was, the glance that came from those eyes, the smile on the full 
lips, or the expression of the whole face, Clarke shuddered before 
it in his inmost soul, and thought, unconsciously, of Dr. Phillips’s 
words, "the most vivid presentment of evil I have ever seen.” He 
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turned the paper over mechanically in his hand and glanced at 
the back. 

“Good God! Clarke, what is the matter? You are as white as 
death.” 

Villiers had started wildly from his chair, as Clarke fell back 
with a groan, and let the paper drop from his hands. 

“I don’t feel very well, Villiers, I am subject to these attacks. 
Pour me out a little wine; thanks, that will do. I shall feel better 
in a few minutes.” 

Villiers picked up the fallen sketch and turned it over as Clarke 
had done. 

“You saw that?” he said. “That’s how I identified it as being 
a portrait of Herbert’s wife, or I should say his widow. How do 
you feel now?” 

“Better, thanks, it was only a passing faintness. I don’t think I 
quite catch your meaning. What did you say enabled you to 
identify the picture?” 

“This word— ’Helen’— written on the back. Didn’t I tell you 
her name was Helen? Yes; Helen Vaughan." 

Clarke groaned; there could be no shadow of doubt. 

“Now, don’t you agree with me,” said Villiers, “that in the 
story I have told you to-night, and in the part this woman plays in 
it, there are some very strange points?” 

“Yes, Villiers,” Clarke muttered, “it is a strange story indeed; 
a strange story indeed You must give me time to think it over; 
I may be able to help you or I may not. Must you be going now? 
Well, good-night, Villiers, good-night. Come and see me in the 
course of a week.” 


V 

THE LETTER OF ADVICE 

“Do you know, Austin,” said Villiers, as the two friends were 
pacing sedately along Piccadilly one pleasant morning in May, 
“do you know I am convinced that what you told me about Paul 
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Street and the Herberts is a mere episode in an extraordinary 
history? I may as well confess to you that when I asked you about 
Herbert a few months ago I had just seen him.” 

“You had seen him? Where?” 

“He begged of me in the street one night. He was in the most 
pitiable plight, but I recognized the man, and I got him to tell me 
his history, or at least the outline of it. In brief, it amounted to 
this— he had been ruined by his wife.” 

“In what manner?” 

“He would not tell me; he would only say that she had de- 
stroyed him, body and soul. The man is dead now.” 

“And what has become of his wife?” 

“Ah, that’s what I should like to know, and I mean to find her 
sooner or later. I know a man named Clarke, a dry fellow, in fact 
a man of business, but shrewd enough. You understand my mean- 
ing; not shrewd in the mere business sense of the word, but a 
man who really knows something about men and life. Well, I 
laid the case before him, and he was evidently impressed. He said 
it needed consideration, and asked me to come again in the course 
of a week. A few days later I received this extraordinary letter.” 

Austin took the envelope, drew out the letter, and read it 
curiously. It ran as follows-— 

“My dear Villiers,— I have thought over the matter on which 
you consulted me the other night, and my advice to you is this. 
Throw the portrait into the fire, blot out the story from your 
mind. Never give it another thought, Villiers, or you will be 
sorry. You will think, no doubt, that I am in possession of some 
secret information, and to a certain extent that is the case. But 
I only know a little, I am like a traveller who has peered over an 
abyss, and has drawn back in terror. What I know is strange 
enough and horrible enough, but beyond my knowledge there are 
depths and horrors more frightful still, more incredible than 
any tale told of winter nights about the fire. I have resolved, and 
nothing shall shake that resolve, to explore no whit farther, and 
if you value your happiness you will make the same deter- 
mination. 
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“Come and see me by all means; but we will talk on more 
cheerful topics than this.” 

Austin folded the letter methodically, and returned it to 
Vilhers. 

‘ It is certainly an extraordinary letter,” he said; “what does 
he mean by the portrait?” 

"Ah! I forgot to tell you I have been to Paul Street and have 
made a discovery.” 

Villiers told his story as he had told it to Clarke, and Austin 
listened in silence. He seemed puzzled. 

“How very curious that you should experience such an un- 
pleasant sensation in that room!" he said at length. “I hardly 
gather that it was a mere matter of the imagination; a feeling of 
repulsion, in short.” 

“No, it was more physical than mental. It was as if I were in- 
haling at every breath some deadly fume, which seemed to pene- 
trate to every nerve and bone and sinew of my body. I felt racked 
from head to foot, my eyes began to grow dim; it was like the 
entrance of death.” 

“Yes, yes, very strange, certainly. You see, your friend con- 
fesses that there is some very black story connected with this 
woman. Did you notice any particular emotion in him when 
you were telling your tale?” 

“Yes, I did. He became very faint, but he assured me that it was 
a mere passing attack to which he was subject.” 

“Did you believe him?” 

“I did at the time, but I don't now. He heard what I had to say 
with a good deal of indifference, till I showed him the portrait. 
It was then he was seized with the attack of which I spoke. He 
looked ghastly, I assure you.” 

“Then he must have seen the woman before. But there might 
be another explanation; it might have been the name, and not 
the face, which was familiar to him. What do you think?” 

“I couldn’t say. To the best of my belief it was after tuminj 
the portrait in his hands that he nearly dropped from his chair. 
The name, you know, was written on the back.” 
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“Quite so. After all, it is impossible to come to any resolution 
in a case like this. I hate melodrama, and nothing strikes me as 
more commonplace and tedious than the ordinary ghost story of 
commerce; but really, Villiers, it looks as if there were something 
very queer at the bottom of all this.” 

The two men had, without noticing it, turned up Ashley Street, 
leading northward from Piccadilly. It was a long street, and rather 
a gloomy one, but here and there a brighter taste had illuminated 
the dark houses with flowers, and gay curtains, and a cheerful 
paint on the doors. Villiers glanced up as Austin stopped speak- 
ing, and looked at one of these houses; geraniums, red and white, 
drooped from every sill, and daffodil-coloured curtains were 
draped back from each window. 

“It looks cheerful, doesn’t it?” he said. 

“Yes, and the inside is still more cheery. One of the pleasantest 
houses of the season, so I have heard. I haven’t been there myself, 
but I’ve met several men who have, and they tell me it’s uncom- 
monly jovial.” 

"Whose house is it?” 

"A Mrs. Beaumont’s.” 

"And who is she?” 

“I couldn’t tell you. I have heard she comes from South 
America, but, after all, who she is is of little consequence. She is 
a very wealthy woman, there’s no doubt of that, and some of the 
best people have taken her up. I hear she has some wonderful 
claret, really marvellous wine, which must have cost a fabulous 
sum. Lord Argentine was telling me about it; he was there last 
Sunday evening. He assures me he has never tasted such a wine, 
and Argentine, as you know, is an expert. By the way, that re- 
minds me, she must be an oddish sort of woman, this Mrs. Beau- 
mont. Argentine asked her how old the wine was, and what do 
you think she said? ‘About a thousand years, I believe.’ Lord Ar- 
gentine thought she was chaffing him, you know, but when he 
laughed she said she was speaking quite seriously, and offered to 
show him the jar. Of course, he couldn’t say anything more after 
that; but it seems rather antiquated for a beverage, doesn't it? 
Why, here we are at my rooms. Come in, won’t you?” 
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"Thanks, I think I will. I haven’t seen the curiosity shop for 
some time.” 

It was a room furnished richly, yet oddly, where every chair 
and bookcase and table, and every rug and jar and ornament 
seemed to be a thing apart, preserving each its own individuality. 

“Anything fresh lately?” said Villiers after a while. 

"No; I think not; you saw those queer jugs, didn’t you? I 
thought so. I don’t think I have come across anything for the last 
few weeks.” 

Austin glanced round the room from cupboard to cupboard, 
from shelf to shelf, in search of some new oddity. His eyes fell at 
last on an old chest, pleasantly and quaintly carved, which stood 
in a dark corner of the room. 

"Ah,” he said, “I was forgetting, I have got something to show 
you.” Austin unlocked the chest, drew out a thick quarto volume, 
laid it on the table, and resumed the cigar he had put down. 

"Did you know Arthur Meyrick the painter, Villiers?” 

"A little; I met him two or three times at the house of a friend 
of mine. What has become of him? I haven’t heard his name men- 
tioned for some time.” 

“He’s dead.” 

“You don’t say sot Quite young, wasn’t he?” 

“Yes, only thirty when he died.” 

“What did he die of?” 

“I don’t know. He was an intimate friend of mine, and a 
thoroughly good fellow. He used to come here and talk to me 
for hours, and he was one of the best talkers I have met. He could 
even talk about painting, and that’s more than can be said of 
most painters. About eighteen months ago he was feeling rather 
overworked, and partly at my suggestion he went off on a sort 
of roving expedition, with no very definite end or aim about it. 
I believe New York was to be his first port, but I never heard 
from him Three months ago I got this book, with a very civil 
letter from an English doctor practising at Buenos Aires, stating 
that he had attended the late Mr. Meynck during his illness, and 
that the deceased had expressed an earnest wish that the enclosed 
packet should be sent to me after his death. That was all.” 

6 ] 



The Great God Pan 

“And haven’t you written for further particulars?” 

“I have been thinking of doing so. You would advise me to 
write to the doctor?” 

“Certainly. And what about the book?” 

“It was sealed up when I got it. I don’t think the doctor had 
seen it.” 

“It is something very rare? Meynck was a collector, perhaps?” 

“No, I think not, hardly a collector. Now, what do you think 
of those Ainu jugs?” 

“They are peculiar, but I like them. But aren’t you going to 
show me poor Meyrick’s legacy?” 

“Yes, yes, to be sure. The fact is, it’s rather a peculiar sort of 
thing, and I haven’t shown it to anyone. I wouldn’t say anything 
about it if I were you. There it is.” 

Villiers took the book, and opened it at haphazard. 

“It isn’t a printed volume then?” he said. 

“No. It is a collection of drawings in black and white by my 
poor fiiend Meyrick.” 

Villiers turned to the first page, it was blank; the second bore 
a brief inscription, which he read: 

Silet per diem universus, nec sine horrore secretus est; lucet 
nocturnis igmbus, chorus ALgipanum undique personatur audi- 
untur et cantus tibiarum, et tinnitus cymbalorum per oram mart- 
timam. 

On the third page was a design which made Villiers start and 
look up at Austin, he was gazing abstractedly out of the window. 
Villiers turned page after page, absorbed, in spite of himself, in 
the frightful Walpurgis Night of evil, strange monstrous evil, 
that the dead artist had set forth in hard black and white. The 
figures of Fauns and Satyrs and Algipans danced before his eyes, 
the darkness of the thicket, the dance on the mountain-top, the 
scenes by lonely shores, in green vineyards, by rocks and desert 
places, passed before him: a world before which the human soul 
seemed to shrink back and shudder Villiers whirled over the re 
maining pages; he had seen enough, but the picture on the las' 
leaf caught his eye, as he almost closed the book. 
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•'Austin!'* 

“Well, what is it?" 

“Do you know who that is?” 

It was a woman’s face, alone on the white page. 

"Know who it is? No, of course not.” 

“I do.” 

“Who is it?” 

“It is Mrs. Herbert.” 

“Are you sure?” 

“I am perfectly certain of it. Poor Meyrick! He is one more 
chapter in her history.” 

“But what do you think of the designs?” 

"They are frightful. Lock the book up again, Austin. If I were 
you I would burn it; it must be a terrible companion even though 
it be in a chest.” 

“Yes, they are singular drawings. But I wonder what connec- 
tion there could be between Meyrick and Mrs. Herbert, or what 
link between her and these designs?” 

“Ah, who can say? It is possible that the matter may end here, 
and we shall never know, but in my own opinion this Helen 
Vaughan, or Mrs. Herbert, is only the beginning. She will come 
back to London, Austin; depend upon it, she will come back, and 
we shall hear more about her then. I don’t think it will be very 
pleasant news.” 


VI 

THE SUICIDES 

Lord Argentine was a great favourite in London Society. At 
twenty he had been a poor man, decked with the surname of an 
illustrious family, but forced to earn a livelihood as best he could, 
and the most speculative of moneylenders would not have en- 
trusted him with fifty pounds on the chance of his ever changing 
his name for a title, and his poverty for a great fortune. His 
father had been near enough to the fountain of good things to 
secure one of the family livings, but the son, even if he had taken 
orders, would scarcely have obtained so much as this, and more- 

[638] 



The Great God Pan 


over felt no vocation for the ecclesiastical estate. Thus he fronted 
the world with no better armour than the bachelor’s gown and 
the wits of a younger son’s grandson, with which equipment he 
contrived in some way to make a very tolerable fight of it. At 
twenty-five Mr. Charles Aubernoun saw himself still a man of 
struggles and of warfare with the world, but out of the seven who 
stood between him and the high places of his family three only 
remained. These three, however, were “good lives,” but yet not 
proof against the Zulu assegais and typhoid fever, and so one 
morning Aubernoun woke up and found himself Lord Argen- 
tine, a man of thirty who had faced the difficulties of existence, 
and had conquered. The situation amused him immensely, and 
he resolved that riches should be as pleasant to him as poverty 
had always been. Argentine, after some little consideration, came 
to the conclusion that dining, regarded as a fine art, was perhaps 
the most amusing pursuit open to fallen humanity, and thus his 
dinners became famous in London, and an invitation to his table 
a thing covetously desired. After ten years of lordship and dinners 
Argentine still declined to be jaded, still persisted in enjoying 
life, and by a kind of infection had become recognized as the 
cause of joy in others, in short, as the best of company. His sudden 
and tragical death therefore caused a wide and deep sensation. 
People could scarce believe it, even though the newspaper was 
before their eyes, and the cry of “Mysterious Death of a Noble' 
man” came ringing up from the street. But there stood the brief 
paragraph: “Lord Argentine was found dead this morning by his 
valet under distressing circumstances. It is stated that there can 
be no doubt that his lordship committed suicide, though no 
motive can be assigned for the act. The deceased nobleman was 
widely known in society, and much liked for his genial manner 
and sumptuous hospitality. He is succeeded by,” etc., etc. 

By slow degrees the details came to light, but the case still re- 
mained a mystery. The chief witness at the inquest was the dead 
nobleman’s valet, who said that the night before his death Lord 
Argentine had dined with a lady of good position, whose name 
was suppressed in the newspaper reports. At about eleven o’clock 
Lord Argentine had returned, and informed his man that he 
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should not require his services till the next morning. A little later 
the valet had occasion to cross the hall and was somewhat as- 
tonished to see his master quietly letting himself out at the front 
door. He had taken off his evening clothes, and was dressed in a 
Norfolk coat and knickerbockers, and wore a low brown hat. The 
valet had no reason to suppose that Lord Argentine had seen him, 
and though his master rarely kept late hours, thought little of 
the occurrence till the next morning, when he knocked at the 
bedroom door at a quarter to nine as usual. He received no 
answer, and, after knocking two or three times, entered the room, 
and saw Lord Argentine’s body leaning forward at an angle from 
the bottom of the bed. He found that his master had tied a cord 
securely to one of the short bedposts, and, after making a running 
noose and slipping it round his neck, the unfortunate man must 
have resolutely fallen forward, to die by slow strangulation. He 
was dressed m the light suit in which the valet had seen him go 
out, and the doctor who was summoned pronounced that life 
had been extinct for more than four hours. All papers, letters, 
and so forth seemed in perfect order, and nothing was discovered 
which pointed in the most remote way to any scandal either great 
or small. Here the evidence ended, nothing more could be dis- 
covered. Several persons had been present at the dinner party at 
which Lord Argentine had assisted, and to all these he seemed in 
his usual genial spirits. The valet, indeed, said he thought his 
master appeared a little excited when he came home, but he con- 
fessed that the alteration in his manner was very slight, hardly 
noticeable, indeed It seemed hopeless to seek for any clue, and 
the suggestion that Lord Argentine had been suddenly attacked 
by acute suicidal mania was generally accepted. 

It was otherwise, however, when within three weeks, three 
more gentlemen, one of them a nobleman, and the two others men 
of good position and ample means, perished miserably in almost 
precisely the same manner. Lord Swanleigh was found one morn- 
ing in his dressing room, hanging from a peg affixed to the wall, 
and Mr. Collier-Stuart and Mr. Herries had chosen to die as Lord 
Argentine. There was no explanation in either case; a few bald 
facts; a living man in the evening, and a dead body with a black 
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swollen face in the morning. The police had been forced to con- 
fess themselves powerless to arrest or to explain the sordid mur- 
ders of Whitechapel; but before the horrible suicides of Piccadilly 
and Mayfair they were dumbfounded, for not even the mere 
ferocity which did duty as an explanation of the crimes of the 
East End could be of service in the West. Each of these men who 
had resolved to die a tortured shameful death was rich, pros- 
perous, and to all appearances in love with the world, and not 
the acutest research could ferret out any shadow of a lurking 
motive in either case. There was a horror in the air, and men 
looked at one another’s faces when they met, each wondering 
whether the other was to be the victim of the fifth nameless 
tragedy. Journalists sought in vain in their scrapbooks for ma- 
terials whereof to concoct reminiscent articles, and the morning 
paper was unfolded in many a house with a feeling of awe; nc 
man knew when or where the blow would next light. 

A short while after the last of these terrible events, Austin 
came to see Mr. Villiers. He was curious to know whether Villiers 
had succeeded in discovering any iresh traces of Mrs. Herbert, 
either through Clarke or by other sources, and he asked the ques- 
tion soon after he had sat down. 

“No,” said Villiers, “I wrote to Clarke, but he remains ob- 
durate, and I have tried other channels, but without any result. 
I can’t find out what became of Helen Vaughan after she left 
Paul Street, but I think she must have gone abroad. But to tell 
the truth, Austin, I haven’t paid very much attention to the mat- 
ter for the last few weeks, I knew poor Hemes intimately, and 
his terrible death has been a great shock to me, a great shock.” 

“I can well believe it,” answered Austin gravely, “you know 
Argentine was a friend of mine If I remember rightly, we were 
speaking of him that day you came to my rooms.” 

“Yes, it was m connection with that house in Ashley Street, 
Mrs Beaumont’s house. You said something about Argentine’s 
dining there.” 

“Quite so. Of course you know it was there Argentine dined 
the night before— before his death." 

“No, I haven’t heard that.” 
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“Oh, yes; the name was kept out of the papers to spare Mrs. 
Beaumont. Argentine was a great favourite of hers, and it is said 
she was in a terrible state for some time after.” 

A curious look came over Villiers’s face; he seemed undecided 
whether to speak or not. Austin began again. 

“I never experienced such a feeling of horror as when I read 
the account of Argentine’s death. I didn’t understand it at the 
time, and I don’t now. I knew him well, and it completely passes 
my understanding for what possible cause he— or any of the 
others for the matter of that— could have resolved in cold blood 
to die in such an awful manner You know how men babble away 
each other’s characters in London, you may be sure any buried 
scandal or hidden skeleton would have been brought to light in 
such a case as this; but nothing of the sort has taken place. As for 
the theory of mania, that is very well, of course, for the coroner’s 
jury, but everybody knows that it’s all nonsense. Suicidal mania 
is not smallpox ” 

Austin relapsed into gloomy silence. Villiers sat silent also, 
watching his friend. The expression of indecision still fleeted 
across his face; he seemed as if weighing his thoughts in the bal- 
ance, and the considerations he was revolving left him still silent. 
Austin tried to shake off the remembrance of tragedies as hopeless 
and perplexed as the labyrinth of Daedalus, and began to talk in 
an indifferent voice of the more pleasant incidents and adventures 
of the season. 

“That Mrs. Beaumont,” he said, “of whom we were speaking, is 
a great success; she has taken London almost by storm I met her 
the other night at Fulham’s, she is really a remarkable woman.” 

“You have met Mrs. Beaumont?” 

“Yes, she had quite a court around her. She would be called 
very handsome, I suppose, and yet there is something about her 
face which I didn’t like. The features are exquisite, but the ex- 
pression is strange. And all the time i was looking at her, and 
afterwards, when I was going home, I had a curious feeling that 
that very expression was in some way or other familiar to me.” 

"You must have seen her in the Row.” 

“No, I am sure I never set eyes on the woman before; it is that 
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which makes it puzzling. And to the best of my belief I have never 
seen anybody like her; what I felt was a kind of dim far-ofl 
memory, vague but persistent. The only sensation I can compare 
it to is that odd feeling one sometimes has in a dream, when 
fantastic cities and wondrous lands and phantom personages 
appear familiar and accustomed.” 

Villiers nodded and glanced aimlessly round the room, possibly 
in search of something on which to turn the conversation. His 
eyes fell on an old chest somewhat like that in which the artist*! 
strange legacy lay hid beneath a Gothic scutcheon. 

“Have you written to the doctor about poor Meyrick?” he 
asked. 

"Yes; I wrote asking for full particulars as to his illness and 
death. I don’t expect to have an answer for another three weeks 
or a month. I thought I might as well inquire whether Meyrick 
knew an Englishwoman named Herbert, and if so, whether the 
doctor could give me any information about her. But it’s very 
possible that Meyrick fell in with her at New York, or Mexico, 
or San Francisco; I have no idea as to the extent or direction ol 
his travels.” 

"Yes, and it’s very possible that the woman may have more than 
one name.” 

“Exactly. I wish I had thought of asking you to lend me the por. 
trait of her which you possess. I might have enclosed it in my 
letter to Dr. Matthews.” 

"So you might, that never occurred to me. We might send it 
now. Hark! what are those boys calling?” 

While the two men had been talking together a confused noise 
of shouting had been gradually growing louder. The noise rose 
from the eastward and swelled down Piccadilly, drawing nearer 
and nearer, a very torrent of sound; surging up streets usually 
quiet, and making every window a frame for a face, curious or 
excited. The cries and voices came echoing up the silent street 
where Villiers lived, growing more distinct as they advanced, and, 
as Villiers spoke, an answer rang up from the pavement: 

"The West End Horrors; Another Awful Suicide; Full De- 
tails!” 
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Austin rushed down the stairs and bought a paper and read 
out the paragraph to Villiers as the uproar in the street rose and 
fell. The window was open and the air seemed full of noise and 
terror. 

“Another gentleman has fallen a victim to the terrible epidemic 
of suicide which for the last month has prevailed in the West 
End. Mr. Sidney Crashaw, of Stoke House, Fulham, and King’s 
Pomeroy, Devon, was found, after a prolonged search, hanging 
from the branch of a tree in his garden at one o’clock to-day. The 
deceased gentleman dined last night at the Carlton Club and 
seemed in his usual health and spirits. He left the Club at about 
ten o’clock, and was seen walking leisurely up St. James’s Street 
a little later. Subsequent to this his movements cannot be traced. 
On the discovery of the body medical aid was at once summoned, 
but life had evidently been long extinct. So far as is known, Mr. 
Crashaw had no trouble or anxiety of any kind. This painful 
suicide, it will be remembered, is the fifth of the kind in the last 
month. The authorities at Scotland Yard are unable to suggest 
any explanation of these terrible occurrences.’’ 

Austin put down the paper in mute horror. 

“I shall leave London to-morrow,” he said; “it is a city of night- 
mares. How awful this is, Villiersl” 

Mr. Villiers was sitting by the window quietly looking out 
into the street. He had listened to the newspaper report atten- 
tively, and the hint of indecision was no longer on his face. 

“Wait a moment, Austin,” he replied, “I have made up my 
mind to mention a little matter that occurred last night. It is 
stated, I think, that Crashaw was last seen alive in St. James’s 
Street shortly after ten?” 

“Yes, I think so. I will look again. Yes, you are quite right.” 

"Quite so. Well, I am in a position to contradict that statement 
at all events. Crashaw was seen after that; considerably later in- 
deed.” 

“How do you know?” 

“Because I happened to see Crashaw myself at about two 
o’clock this morning.” 

"You saw Crashaw? You, Villiers?” 
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“Yes, 1 saw him quite distinctly; indeed, there were but a few 
feet between us.” 

“Where, in Heaven’s name, did you see him?” 

“Not far from here. I saw him in Ashley Street. He was just 
leaving a house.” 

"Did you notice what house it was?” 

“Yes. It was Mrs. Beaumont’s.” 

“Villiersl Think what you are saying; there must be some mis- 
take. How could Crashaw be in Mrs. Beaumont’s house at two 
o’clock in the morning? Surely, surely, you must have been dream- 
ing, Villiers, you were always rather fanciful ” 

"No; I was wide awake enough. Even if I had been dreaming 
as you say, what I saw would have roused me effectually.” 

"What you saw? What did you see? Was there anything strange 
about Crashaw? But I can’t believe it; it is impossible.” 

"Well, if you like I will tell you what I saw, or if you please, 
what I think I saw, and you can judge for yourself.” 

“Very good, Villiers.” 

The noise and clamour of the street had died away, though now 
and then the sound of shouting still came from the distance, and 
the dull, leaden silence seemed like the quiet after an earthquake 
or a storm. Villiers turned from the window and began speaking. 

“I was at a house near Regent’s Park last night, and when I 
came away the fancy took me to walk home instead of taking a 
hansom. It was a clear pleasant night enough, and after a few 
minutes I had the streets pretty much to myself. It’s a curious 
thing, Austin, to be alone in London at night, the gas lamps 
stretching away in perspective, and the dead silence, and then 
perhaps the rush and clatter of a hansom on the stones, and the 
fire starting up under the horse’s hoofs. I walked along pretty 
briskly, for I was feeling a little tired of being out in the night, 
and as the clocks were striking two I turned down Ashley Street, 
which, you know, is on my way. It was quieter than ever there, and 
the lamps were fewer; altogether, it looked as dark and gloomy as 
a forest in winter. I had done about half the length of the street 
when I heard a door closed very softly, and naturally I looked up 
to see who was abroad like myself at such an hour. As it happens. 
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there is a street lamp close to the house in question, and I saw a 
man standing on the step. He had just shut the door and his face 
was towards me, and I recognized Crashaw directly. I never knew 
him to speak to, but I had often seen him, and I am positive that 
I was not mistaken in my man. I looked into his face for a moment, 
and then— I will confess the truth— I set off at a good run, and 
kept it up till I was within my own door.” 

"Why?” • 

"Why? Because it made my blood run cold to see that man’s 
face. I could never have supposed that such an infernal medley 
of passions could have glared out of any human eyes; I almost 
fainted as I looked. I knew I had looked into the eyes of a lost 
soul, Austin; the man’s outward form remained, but all hell was 
within it. Furious lust, and hate that was like fire, and the loss 
of all hope, and horror that seemed to shriek aloud to the night, 
though his teeth were shut; and the utter blackness of despair, i 
am sure he did not see me; he saw nothing that you or I can see, 
but he saw what I hope we never shall. I do not know when he 
died; I suppose m an hour, or perhaps two, but when I passed 
down Ashley Street and heard the closing door, that man no 
longer belonged to this world; it was a devil’s face I looked upon.” 

There was an interval of silence in the room when Villiers 
ceased speaking. The light was failing, and all the tumult of an 
hour ago was quite hushed. Austin had bent his head at the close 
of the story, and his hand covered his eyes. 

“What can it mean?” he said at length. 

“Who knows, Austin, who knows? It’s a black business, but I 
think we had better keep it to ourselves, for the present at any 
rate. I will see if I cannot learn something about that house 
through private channels of information, and if I do light upon 
anything I will let you know.” 


VII 


THE ENCOUNTER IN SOHO 

Three weeks later Austin received a note from Villiers, asking 
nim to call either that afternoon or the next. He chose the nearer 
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date, and found Villiers sitting as usual by the window, appar- 
ently lost in meditation on the drowsy traffic of the street. There 
was a bamboo table by his side, a fantastic thing, enriched with 
gilding and queer painted scenes, and on it lay a little pile of 
papers arranged and docketed as neatly as anything in Mr. 
Clarke’s office. 

“Well, Villiers, have you made any discoveries in the last 
three weeks?” 

“I think so; I have here one or two memoranda which struck 
me as singular, and there is a statement to which I shall call your 
attention.” 

“And these documents relate to Mrs. Beaumont? It was really 
Crashaw whom you saw that night standing on the doorstep of 
the house in Ashley Street?” 

"As to that matter my belief remains unchanged, but neither 
my inquiries nor their results have any special relation to 
Crashaw. But my investigations have had a strange issue. I have 
found out who Mrs. Beaumont is!” 

“Who she is? In what way do you mean?” 

“I mean that you and I know her better under another name.'’ 

"What name is that?” 

“Herbert.” 

"Herbert!” Austin repeated the word, dazed with astonish- 
ment. 

“Yes, Mrs. Herbert of Paul Street, Helen Vaughan of earlier 
adventures unknown to me. You had reason to recognize the 
expression of her face; when you go home, look at the face in 
Meyrick’s book of horrors, and you will know the sources of 
your recollection.” 

"And you have proof of this?” 

“Yes, the best of proof; I have seen Mrs. Beaumont, or shall we 
sav Mrs. Herbert?” 

“Where did you see her?” 

“Hardly in a place where you would expect to see a lady who 
Jives in Ashley Street, Piccadilly. I saw her entering a house in 
one of the meanest and most disreputable streets in Soho. In fact, 
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I had made an appointment, though not with her, and she was 
precise both to time and place.” 

“All this seems very wonderful, but I cannot call it incredible. 
You must remember, Villiers, that I have seen this woman, in 
the ordinary adventure of London society, talking and laughing, 
and sipping her coffee in a commonplace drawing-room with com- 
monplace people. But you know what you are saying.” 

“I do; I have not allowed myself to be led by surmises or 
fancies. It was with no thought of finding Helen Vaughan that 
I searched for Mrs. Beaumont in the dark waters of the life of 
London, but such has been the issue.” 

"You must have been in strange places, Villiers.” 

“Yes, I have been in very strange places. It would have been 
useless, you know, to go to Ashley Street, and ask Mrs. Beaumont 
to give me a short sketch of her previous history. No; assuming, 
as I had to assume, that her record was not of the cleanest, it 
would be pretty certain that at some previous time she must have 
moved in circles not quite so refined as her present ones. If you 
see mud on the top of a stream, you may be sure that it was once 
at the bottom. I went to the bottom. I have always been fond of 
diving into Queer Street for my amusement, and I found my 
knowledge of that locality and its inhabitants very useful. It is, 
perhaps, needless to say that my friends had never heard the 
name of Beaumont, and as I had never seen the lady, and was 
quite unable to describe her, I had to set to work in an indirect 
way. The people there know me; I have been able to do some of 
them a service now and again, so they made no difficulty about 
giving their information; they were aware I had no communica- 
tion direct or indirect with Scotland Yard. I had to cast out a 
good many lines, though, before I got what I wanted, and when 
I landed the fish I did not for a moment suppose it was my fish. 
But I listened to what I was told out of a constitutional liking for 
useless information, and I found myself in possession of a very 
curious story, though, as I imagined, not the story I was looking 
for. It was to this effect. Some five or six years ago, a woman named 
Raymond suddenly made her appearance in the neighbourhood 
<o which I am referring. She was described to me as being quite 
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young, probably not more than seventeen or eighteen, very hand' 
some, and looking as if she came from the country. I should be 
wrong in saying that she found her level in going to this par 
ticular quarter, or associating with these people, for from what 
I was told, I should think the worst den in London far too good 
ror her. The person from whom I got my information— as you 
may suppose, no great Puritan— shuddered and grew sick in tell- 
ing me of the nameless infamies which were laid to her charge. 
After living there for a year, or perhaps a little more, she disap 
peared as suddenly as she came, and they saw nothing of her till 
about the time of the Paul Street case. At first she came to her 
old haunts only occasionally, then more frequently, and finally 
took up her abode there as before, and remained for six or eight 
months. It’s of no use my going into details as to the life that 
woman led; if you want particulars you can look at Meyrick’s 
legacy. Those designs were not drawn from his imagination. She 
again disappeared, and the people of the place saw nothing of 
her till a few months ago My informant told me that she had 
taken some rooms in a house which he pointed out, and these 
rooms she was in the habit of visiting two or three times a week 
and always at ten in the morning. I was led to expect that one of 
these visits would be paid on a certain day about a week ago, and 
I accordingly managed to be on the lookout in company with 
my cicerone at a quarter to ten, and the hour and the lady came 
with equal punctuality. My friend and I were standing under 
an archway, a little way back from the street, but she saw us, 
and gave me a glance that I shall be long in forgetting. That 
look was quite enough for me; I knew Miss Raymond to be Mrs. 
Herbert; as for Mrs. Beaumont she had quite gone out of my 
head. She went into the house, and I watched it till four o’clock, 
when she came out, and then I followed her. It was a long chase, 
and I had to be very careful to keep a long way in the back- 
ground, and yet not lose sight of the woman. She took me down 
to the Strand, and then to Westminster, and then up St. James’s 
Street, and along Piccadilly. I felt queerish when I saw her turn 
up Ashley Street; the thought that Mrs. Herbert was Mrs. Beau- 
mont came into my mind, but it seemed too improbable to be 
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true. I waited at the corner, keeping my eye on her all the time, 
and I took particular care to note the house at which she stopped. 
It was the house with the gay curtains, the house of flowers, the 
house out of which Crashaw came the night he hanged himself 
in his garden. I was just going away with my discovery, when I 
saw an empty carriage come round and draw up in front of the 
house, and I came to the conclusion that Mrs. Herbert was going 
out for a drive, and I was right. I took a hansom and followed the 
carriage into the Park. There, as it happened, I met a man I 
know, and we stood talking together a little distance from the 
carriageway, to which I had my back. We had not been there for 
ten minutes when my friend took off his hat, and I glanced 
round and saw the lady I had been following all day. ‘Who is 
that?’ I said, and his answer was, ‘Mrs. Beaumont; lives in 
Ashley Street.’ Of course there could be no doubt after that. 1 
don’t know whether she saw me, but I don’t think she did. I 
went home at once, and, on consideration, I thought that I had 
a sufficiently good case with which to go to Clarke.” 

“Why to Clarke?” 

“Because I am sure that Clarke is in possession of facts about 
this woman, facts of which I know nothing.” 

“Well, what then?” 

Mr. Villiers leaned back in his chair and looked reflectively 
at Austin for a moment before he answered: 

“My idea was that Clarke and I should call on Mrs. Beaumont.” 

“You would never go into such a house as that? No, no, Vil- 
iiers, you cannot do it. Besides, consider; what result . . .” 

"I will tell you soon. But I was going to say that my informa- 
tion does not end here; it has been completed in an extraordinary 
manner. 

“Look at this neat little packet of manuscript; it is paginated, 
you see, and I have indulged in the civil coquetry of a ribbon 
of red tape. It has almost a legal air, hasn’t it? Run your eye over 
it, Austin. It is an account of the entertainment Mrs. Beaumont 
provided for her choicer guests. The man who wrote this escaped 
with his life, but I do not think he will live many years. The 
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doctors tell him he must have sustained some severe shock to 
the nerves.” 

Austin took the manuscript, but never read it. Opening the 
neat pages at haphazard his eye was caught by a word and a phrase 
that followed it; and, sick at heart, with white lips and a cold 
sweat pouring like water from his temples, he flung the papei 
down. 

“Take it away, Villiers, never speak of this again. Are you made 
of stone, man? Why, the dread and horror of death itself, the 
thoughts of the man who stands in the keen morning air on the 
black platform, bound, the bell tolling in his ears, and waits for 
the harsh rattle of the bolt, are as nothing compared to this. I 
will not read it; I should never sleep again.” 

“Very good. I can fancy what you saw. Yes; it is horrible 
enough; but after all, it is an old story, an old mystery played in 
our day, and in dim London streets instead of amidst the vine- 
yards and the olive gardens. We know what happened to those 
who chanced to meet the Great God Pan, and those who are wise 
know that all symbols are symbols of something, not of nothing. 
It was, indeed, an exquisite symbol beneath which men long 
ago veiled their knowledge of the most awful, most secret forces 
which lie at the heart of all things; forces before which the souls 
of men must wither and die and blacken, as their bodies blacken 
under the electric current. Such forces cannot be named, cannot 
be spoken, cannot be imagined, except under a veil and a symbol, 
a symbol to the most of us appearing a quaint, poetic fancy— to 
some, a foolish tale. But you and I, at all events, have known 
something of the terror that may dwell m the secret place of life, 
manifested under human flesh; that which is without form taking 
to itself a form. Oh, Austin, how can it be? How is it that the 
very sunlight does not turn to blackness before this thing, the 
hard earth melt and boil beneath such a burden?” 

Villiers was pacing up and down the room, and the beads of 
sweat stood out on his forehead. Austin sat silent for a while, 
but Villiers saw him make a sign upon his breast. 

“I say again, Villiers, you will surely never enter such a hou st 
as that? You would never pass out alive.” 
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“Yes, Austin, I shall go out alive— I, and Clarke with me.” 

"What do you mean? You cannot, you would not dare . . 

“Wait a moment. The air was very pleasant and fresh this 
norning; there was a breeze blowing, even through this dull 
street, and I thought I would take a walk. Piccadilly stretched 
before me a clear, bright vista, and the sun flashed on the car- 
riages and on the quivering leaves in the park. It was a joyous 
morning, find men and women looked at the sky and smiled as 
they went about their work or their pleasure, and the wind blew 
as blithely as upon the meadows and the scented gorse. But some- 
how or other I got out of the bustle and the gaiety, and found 
myself walking slowly along a quiet, dull street, where there 
seemed to be no sunshine and no air, and where the few foot- 
passengers loitered as they walked, and hung indecisively about 
comers and archways. I walked along, hardly knowing where I 
Was going or what I did there, but feeling impelled, as one some- 
times is, to explore still further, with a vague idea of reaching 
some unknown goal. Thus I forged up the street, noting the small 
traffic of the milk-shop, and wondering at the incongruous medley 
of penny pipes, black tobacco, sweets, newspapers, and comic 
songs which here and there jostled one another m the short com- 
pass of a single window. I think it was a cold shudder that sud- 
denly passed through me that first told me that I had found what 
I wanted. I looked up from the pavement and stopped before a 
dusty shop, above which the lettering had faded, where the red 
bricks of two hundred years ago had grimed to black; where the 
windows had gathered to themselves the fog and the dirt of 
winters innumerable. I saw what I required, but I think it was 
five minutes before I had steadied myself and could walk in and 
ask for it in a cool voice and with a calm face I think there must 
even then have been a tremor in my words, for the old man who 
came out from his back parlour, and fumbled slowly amongst his 
goods, looked oddly at me as he tied the parcel. I paid what he 
asked, and stood leaning by the counter, with a strange reluctance 
to take up my goods and go. I asked about the business, and 
learnt that trade was bad and the profits cut down sadly; but then 
die street was not what it was before traffic had been diverted, 
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but that was done forty years ago, ‘just before my father died,* - 
he said. I got away at last, and walked along sharply; it was a 
dismal street indeed, and I was glad to return to the bustle and 
the noise. Would you like to see my purchase?” 

Austin said nothing, but nodded his head slightly; he still 
looked white and sick. Villiers pulled out a drawer in the bamboo 
table, and showed Austin a long coil of cord, hard and new; and at 
one end was a running noose. 

“It is the best hempen cord,” said Villiers, “just as it used to 
be made for the old trade, the man told me. Not an inch of jute 
from end to end.” 

Austin set his teeth hard, and stared at Villiers, growing whiter 
as he looked. 

“You would not do it,” he murmured at last. “You would not 
have blood on your hands. My God!” he exclaimed, with sudden 
vehemence, “you cannot mean this, Villiers, that you will make 
yourself a hangman?” 

“No. I shall offer a choice, and leave Helen Vaughan alone with 
this cord in a locked room for fifteen minutes. If when we go 
in it is not done, I shall call the nearest policeman. That is all.” 

“I must go now. I cannot stay here any longer; I cannot bear 
this. Good-night." 

“Good-night, Austin.” 

The door shut, but in a moment it was opened again, and 
Austin stood, white and ghastly, in the entrance. 

“I was forgetting,” he said, “that I too have something to tell. 
I have received a letter from Dr. Harding of Buenos Aires. He 
says that he attended Meyrick for three weeks before his death.” 

“And does he say what carried him off in the prime of life? 
It was not fever?” 

“No, it was not fever. According to the doctor, it was an utter 
collapse of the whole system, probably caused by some severe 
shock. But he states that the patient would tell him nothing, and 
that he was consequently at some disadvantage in treating the 
case.” 

“Is there anything more?” 

“Yes. Dr. Harding ends his letter by saying: ‘I think this is all 
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the information I can give you about your poor friend . He had 
not been long in Buenos Aires, and knew scarcely anyone, with 
the exception of a person who did not bear the best of characters, 
and has since left— a Mrs. Vaughan/ “ 

VIII 

THE FRAGMENTS 

[Amongst the papers of the well-known physician, Dr. Robert 
Matheson, of Ashley Street, Piccadilly, who died suddenly, of apo- 
plectic seizure, at the beginning of 1892, a leaf of manuscript paper 
was found, covered with pencil jottings. These notes were in Latin, 
much abbreviated, and had evidently been made in great haste. 
The MS. was only deciphered with great difficulty, and some words 
have up to the present time evaded all the efforts of the expert em- 
ployed. The date, “XXV Jul. 1888," is written on the right-hand 
corner of the MS. The following is a translation of Dr. Matheson's 
manuscript.] 

“Whether science would benefit by these brief notes if they 
could be published, I do not know, but rather doubt. But cer- 
tainly I shall never take the responsibility of publishing or divulg- 
ing one word of what is here written, not only on account of 
my oath freely given to those two persons who were present, 
but also because the details are too abominable. It is probable 
that, upon mature consideration, and after weighing the good 
and evil, I shall one day destroy this paper, or at least leave it 
under seal to my friend D., trusting in his discretion, to use it 
or to burn it, as he may think fit. 

“As was befitting, I did all that my knowledge suggested to 
make sure that I was suffering under no delusion. At first as- 
tounded, I could hardly think, but in a minute's time I was sure 
that my pulse was steady and regular, and that I was in my real 
and true senses. I then fixed my eyes quietly on what was 
before me. 

“Though horror and revolting nausea rose up within me, and 
an odour of corruption choked my breath, I remained firm. I was 
then privileged or accursed, I dare not say which, to see that 
which was on the bed, lying there black like ink, transformed 
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betore my eyes. The skin, and the flesh, and the muscles, and 
the bones, and the firm structure of the human body that I had 
thought to be unchangeable, and permanent as adamant, began 
to melt and dissolve. 

“I knew that the body may be separated into its elements by 
external agencies, but I should have refused to believe what I 
saw. For here there was some internal force, of which I knew 
nothing, that caused dissolution and change. 

“Here too was all the work by which man had been made, re- 
peated before my eyes. I saw the form waver from sex to sex, 
dividing itself from itself, and then again reunited. Then I saw 
the body descend to the beasts whence it ascended, and that 
which was on the heights go down to the depths, even to the 
abyss of all being. The principle of life, which makes organism, 
always remained, while the outward form changed. 

“The light within the room had turned to blackness, not the 
darkness of night, in which objects are seen dimly, for I could 
see clearly and without difficulty. But it was the negation of light; 
objects were presented to my eyes, if I may say so, without any 
medium, in such a manner that if there had been a prism in 
the room I should have seen no colours represented in it. 

“I watched, and at last I saw nothing but a substance as jelly. 
Then the ladder was ascended again . . . [here the MS. is il- 
legible] ... for one instant I saw a Form, shaped in dimness 
before me, which I will not farther describe. But the symbol of 
this form may be seen in ancient sculptures, and in paintings 
which survived beneath the lava, too foul to be spoken of . . . 
as a horrible and unspeakable shape, neither man nor beast, was 
changed into human form, there came finally death. 

“I who saw all this, not without great horror and loathing of 
soul, here write my name, declaring all that I have set on this 
paper to be true. 

"Robert Matheson, Med. Dr.” 

. . . Such, Raymond, is the story of what I know and what I 
have seen. The burden of it was too heavy for me to bear alone, 
and yet I could tell it to none but you. Villiers, who was with 
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me at the last, knows nothing of that awful secret of the wood— 
of how what we both saw die, lay upon the smooth, sweet turf 
amidst the summer flowers, half in sun and half in shadow— and 
holding the girl Rachel’s hand, called and summoned those 
companions, and shaped in solid form, upon the earth we tread 
on, the horror which we can but hint at, which we can only name 
under a figure. I would not tell Villiers of this, nor of that resem- 
blance, which struck me as with a blow upon my heart, when I 
saw the portrait, which filled the cup of terror at the end. What 
this can mean I dare not guess. I know that what I saw perish 
was not Mary, and yet in the last agony Mary’s eyes looked into 
mine. Whether there be anyone who can show the last link in 
this chain of awful mystery, I do not know, but if there be any- 
one who can do this, you, Raymond, are the man. And if you 
know the secret, it rests with you to tell it or not, as you please. 

I am writing this letter to you immediately on my getting back 
to town. I have been in the country for the last few days, perhaps 
you may be able to guess in what part. While the horror and 
wonder of London was at its height— for “Mrs. Beaumont,’’ as 
I have told you, was well known in society— I wrote to my friend 
Dr. Phillips, giving some brief outline, or rather hint, of what 
had happened, and asking him to tell me the name of the village 
where the events he had related to me occurred. He gave me the 
name, as he said with the less hesitation, because Rachel’s father 
and mother were dead, and the rest of the family had gone to a 
relative in the State of Washington six months before. The 
parents, he said, had undoubtedly died of grief and horror caused 
by the terrible death of their daughter, and by what had gone 
before that death. On the evening of the day on which I received 
Phillips’s letter I was at Caermaen, and standing beneath the 
mouldering Roman walls, white with the winters of seventeen 
hundred years, I looked over the meadow where once had stood 
the older temple of the “God of the Deeps,” and saw a house 
gleaming in the sunlight. It was the house where Helen had 
lived. I stayed at Caermaen for several days. The people of the 
place, I found, knew little and had guessed less. Those whom i 
spoke to on the matter seemed surprised that an antiquarian (as 
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I professed myself to be) should trouble about a village tragedy, 
of which they gave a very commonplace version, and, as you may 
imagine, I told nothing of what I knew. Most of my time was 
spent in the great wood that rises just above the village and 
climbs the hillside, and goes down to the river in the valley; such 
another long lovely valley, Raymond, as that on which we looked 
one summer night, walking to and fro before your house. For 
many an hour I strayed through the maze of the forest, turning 
now to right and now to left, pacing slowly down long alleys of 
undergrowth, shadowy and chill, even under the midday sun, 
and halting beneath great oaks; lying on the short turf of a 
clearing where the faint sweet scent of wild roses came to me on 
the wind and mixed with the heavy perfume of the elder, whose 
mingled odour is like the odour of the room of the dead, a vapour 
of incense and corruption. I stood at the edges of the wood, gazing 
at all the pomp and procession of the foxgloves towering amidst 
the bracken and shining red in the broad sunshine, and beyond 
them into deep thickets of close undergrowth where springs 
boil up from the rock and nourish the water weeds, dank and 
evil. But in all my wanderings I avoided one part of the wood; 
it was not till yesteiday that I climbed to the summit of the 
hill, and stood upon the ancient Roman road that threads the 
highest ridge of the wood Here they had walked, Helen and 
Rachel, along this quiet causeway, upon the pavement of green 
turf, shut in on either side by high banks of red earth and tall 
hedges of shining beech, and here I followed in their steps, 
looking out, now and again, through partings in the boughs, and 
seeing on one side the sweep of the wood stretching far to right 
and left, and sinking into the broad level, and beyond, the yellow 
sea, and the land over the sea. On the other side was the valley 
and the river, and hill following hill as wave on wave, and wood 
and meadow, and cornfield, and white houses gleaming, and a 
great wall of mountain, and far blue peaks in the norti. . And so 
at last I came to the place. The track w<”-t up a gentle f'ope, and 
widened out into an open space with a wall of thick under- 
growth around it, and then, narrowing again, passed on into the 
distance and the faint blue mist r ' c summer heat. And into this 
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pleasant summer glade Rachel passed a girl, and left it, who 
shall say what? I did not stay long there. 

In a small town near Caermaen there is a museum, containing 
for the most part Roman remains which have been found in the 
neighbourhood at various times. On the day after my arrival at 
Caermaen I walked over to the town in question, and took the 
opportunity of inspecting this museum. After I had seen most 
of the sculptured stones, the coffins, rings, coins, and fragments 
of tessellated pavement which the place contains, I was shown 
a small square pillar of white stone, which had been recently 
discovered in the wood of which I have been speaking, and, as 
I found on inquiry, m that open space where the Roman road 
broadens out. On one side of the pillar was an inscription, of 
which I took a note. Some of the letters have been defaced, but 
I do not think there can be any doubt as to those which I supply. 
The inscription is as follows. 

DEVOMNODENTl" 

FLAT/IVSSENILISPOSSVif 
PROPTERNVPtlOS 
<j U flSVIDITS VB VMBffl 

‘‘To the great god Nodens (the god of the Great Deep or Abyss) 
Flavius Senilis has erected this pillar on account of the marriage 
which he saw beneath the shade.” 

The custodian of the museum informed me that local anti- 
quaries were much puzzled, not by the inscription, or by any 
difficulty in translating it, but as to the circumstance or rite to 
which allusion is made. 


. . . And now, my dear Clarke, as to what you tell me about 
Helen Vaughan, whom you say you saw die under circumstances 
of the utmost and almost incredible horror. I was interested in 
your account, but a good deal, nay all, of what you told me I 
knew already. I can understand the strange likeness you remarked 
both in the portrait and in the actual face; you have seen Helen’s 
mother. You remember that still summer night so many years 
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ago, when I talked to you of the world beyond the shadows, and 
of the god Pan. You remember Mary. She was the mother of 
Helen Vaughan, who was born nine months after that night. 

Mary never recovered her reason. She lay, as you saw her, all 
the while upon her bed; and a few days after the child was born 
she died. I fancy that just at the last she knew me; I was stand- 
ing by the bed, and the old look came into her eyes for a second, 
and then she shuddered and groaned and died. It was an ill work 
I did that night when you were present, I broke open the door of 
the house of life, without knowing or caring what might pass 
forth or enter in. I recollect your telling me at the time, sharply 
enough, and rightly enough too, in one sense, that I had ruined 
the reason of a human being by a foolish experiment, based on 
an absurd theory. You did well to blame me, but my theory was 
not all absurdity. What I said Mary would see, she saw, but I 
forgot that no human eyes could look on such a vision with im- 
punity. And I forgot, as I have just said, that when the house of 
life is thus thrown open, there may enter in that for which we 
have no name, and human flesh may become the veil of a horror 
one dare not express. I played with energies which I did not 
understand, and you have seen the ending of it Helen Vaughan 
did well to bind the cord about her neck and die, though the 
death was horrible. The blackened face, the hideous form upon 
the bed, changing and melting before your eyes from woman to 
man, from man to beast, and from beast to worse than beast, all 
the strange horror that you witnessed, surprises me but little. 
What you say the doctor whom you sent for saw and shuddered at, 
I noticed long ago; I knew what I had done the moment the child 
was bom, and when it was scarcely five years old I surprised it, 
not once or twice but several times, with a playmate, you may 
guess of what kind. It was for me a constant, an incarnate horror, 
and after a few years I felt I could bear it no longer, and I sent 
Helen Vaughan away. You know now what frightened the boy 
in the wood. The rest of the strange story, and all else that you 
tell me, as discovered by your friend, I have contrived to learn 
from time to time, almost to the last chapter. And now Helen 
is with her companions. . . . 
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How Love Came to Professor Guildea 


Robert Hichens has consistently been a popular writer with American readers 
as well as tn his native England His best-selling novels The Garden of Allah and 
Bella Donna were equally successful when transferred to both stage and screen 
He wrote many supernatural stones, too, of which “ How Love Came to Pro- 
fessor Guildea " is unsurpassed for its subtle unfolding of a particularly loath- 
some horror . 


I 

dull people often wondered how it came about that Father 
Murchison and Professor Frederic Guildea were intimate friends. 
The one was all faith, the other all scepticism The nature of the 
Father was based on love. He viewed the world with an almost 
childlike tenderness above his long, black cassock, and his mild, 
yet perfectly fearless, blue eyes seemed always to be watching 
the goodness that exists in humanity, and rejoicing at what they 
saw. The Professor, on the other hand, had a hard face like a 
hatchet, tipped with an aggressive black goatee beard. His eyes 
were quick, piercing and irreverent. The lines about his small, 
thin-lipped mouth were almost cruel. His voice was harsh and 
dry, sometimes, when he grew energetic, almost soprano. It fired 
off words with a sharp and clipping utterance. His habitual 
manner was one of distrust and investigation. It was impossible 
to suppose that, in his busy life, he found any time for love, either 
of humanity m general or of an individual. 

Yet his days were spent m scientific investigations which con- 
ferred immense benefits upon the world. 

Both men were celibates. Father Murchison was a member of 
an Anglican order which forbade him to marry. Professor Guildea 
had a poor opinion of most things, but especially of women. He 
had formerly held a post as lecturer at Birmingham. But when 
his fame as a discoverer grew, he removed to London. There, at 
a lecture he gave in the East End, he first met Father Murchison. 
They spoke a few words. Perhaps the bright intelligence of the 
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priest appealed to the man of science, who was inclined, as a 
rule, to regard the clergy with some contempt. Perhaps the trans- 
parent sincerity of this devotee, full of common sense, attracted 
him. As he was leaving the hall he abruptly asked the Father to 
call on him at his house in Hyde Park Place. And the Father, 
who seldom went into the West End, except to preach, accepted 
the invitation. 

“When will you come?’’ said Guildea. 

He was folding up the blue paper on which his notes were 
written m a tiny, clear hand. The leaves rustled drily in accom- 
paniment to his sharp, dry voice. 

“On Sunday week I am preaching in the evening at St. 
Saviour’s, not far off,” said the Father 

“I don’t go to church.” 

“No,” said the Father, without any accent of surprise or con- 
demnation. 

“Come to supper afterwards?” 

“Thank you, I will.” 

“What time will you come?” 

The Father smiled. 

"As soon as I have finished my sermon The service is at six- 
thirty.” 

“About eight then, I suppose. Don’t make the sermon too 
long. My number in Hyde Park Place is 100. Good-night to you.” 

He snapped an elastic band round his papers and strode off 
without shaking hands. 

On the appointed Sunday, Father Murchison preached to a 
densely crowded congregation at St. Saviour’s. The subject of 
his sermon was sympathy, and the comparative uselessness of 
man in the world unless he can learn to love his neighbour as 
himself. The sermon was rather long, and when the preacher, in 
his flowing, black cloak, and his hard, round hat, with a straight 
brim over which hung the ends of a black cord, made his way 
towards the Professor’s house, the hands of the illuminated clock 
disc at the Marble Arch pointed to twenty minutes past eight. 

The Father hurried on, pushing his way through the crowd 
of standing soldiers, chattering women and giggling street boys 
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in their Sunday best. It was a warm April night, and, when he 
reached number 100, Hyde Park Place, he found the Professor 
bareheaded on his doorstep, gazing out towards the Park rail- 
ings, and enjoying the soft, moist air, in front of his lighted 
passage. 

“Ha, a long sermon'” he exclaimed. “Come in.” 

“I fear it was,” said the Father, obeying the invitation. “I am 
that dangerous thing— an extempore preacher.” 

“More attractive to speak without notes, if you can do it. 
Hang your hat and coat— oh, cloak— here. We’ll have supper at 
once. This is the dining room ” 

He opened a door on the right and they entered a long, 
narrow room, with a gold paper and a black ceiling, from which 
hung an electric lamp with a gold-coloured shade. In the room 
stood a small oval table with covers laid for two. The Professor 
rang the bell. Then he said: 

“People seem to talk better at an oval table than at a square 
one.” 

“Really? Is that so?” 

"Well, I’ve had precisely the same party twice, once at a square 
table, once at an oval table. The first dinner was a dull failure, 
the second a brilliant success. Sit down, won’t you?” 

“How d’you account for the difference?” said the Father, sit- 
ting down, and pulling the tail of his cassock well under him. 

“H’m. I know how you’d account for it.” 

“Indeed. How then?” 

“At an oval table, since there are no corners, the chain of 
human sympathy— the electric current, is much more complete. 
Eh! Let me give you some soup.” 

“Thank you.” 

The Father took it, and, as he did so, turned his beaming blue 
eyes on his host. Then he smiled. 

“What!” he said, in his pleasant, light tenor voice. “You do 
go to church sometimes, then?” 

"To-night is the first time for ages. And, mind you, I was 
tremendously bored.” 

The Father still smiled, and his blue eyes gently twinkled. 
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“Dear, dearl” he said, “what a pity!" 

“But not by the sermon,” Guildea added. “I don’t pay a com- 
pliment. I state a fact. The sermon didn’t bore me. If it had, I 
should have said so, or said nothing.” 

“And which would you have done?” 

The Professor smiled almost genially. 

“Don’t know," he said. "What wine d’you drink?” 

“None, thank you. I’m a teetotaller. In my profession and 
milieu it is necessary to be one. Yes, I will have some soda water. 
I think you would have done the first.” 

“Very likely, and very wrongly. You wouldn’t have minded 
much." 

“I don’t think I should.” 

They were intimate already. The Father felt most pleasantly 
at home under the black ceiling. He drank some soda water and 
seemed to enjoy it more than the Professor enjoyed his claret. 

“You smile at the theory of the chain of human sympathy, I 
see,” said the Father. “Then what is your explanation of the 
failure of your square party with comers, the success of your 
oval party without them?” 

“Probably on the first occasion the wit of the assembly had a 
chill on his liver, while on the second he was in perfect health. 
Yet, you see, I stick to the oval table.” 

“And that means—” 

“Very little. By the way, your omission of any allusion to the 
notorious part liver plays in love was a serious one to-night.” 

“Your omission of any desire for close human sympathy in 
your life is a more serious one.” 

“How can you be sure I have no such desire?” 

“I divine it. Your look, your manner, tell me it is so. You 
were disagreeing with my sermon all the time I was preaching. 
Weren’t you?” 

“Part of the time.” 

The servant changed the plates. He was a middle-aged, blond, 
thin man, with a stony white face, pale, prominent eyes, and 
an accomplished manner of service. When he had left the room 
the Professor continued. 
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"Your remarks interested me, but I thought them exag- 
gerated.” 

“For instance?” 

"Let me play the egoist for a moment. I spend most of my 
time in .iard work, very hard work. The results of this work, 
you will allow, benefit humanity.” 

"Enormously,” assented the Father, thinking of more than 
one of Guildea’s discoveries. 

“And the benefit conferred by this work, undertaken merely 
for its own sake, is just as great as if it were undertaken because 
I loved my fellow man, and sentimentally desired to see him 
more comfortable than he is at present. I’m as useful precisely 
in my present condition of— in my present non-affectional condi- 
tion— as I should be if I were as full of gush as the sentimentalists 
who want to get murderers out of prison, or to put a premium on 
tyranny— like Tolstoi— by preventing the punishment of tyrants.” 

“One may do great harm with affection, great good without it. 
Yes, that is true. Even le bon motif is not everything, I know. 
Still I contend that, given your powers, you would be far more 
useful in the world with sympathy, affection for your kind, added 
to them than as you are. I believe even that you would do still 
more splendid work.” 

The Professor poured himself another glass of claret. 

“You noticed my butler?” he said. 

“I did.” 

“He’s a perfect servant. He makes me perfectly comfortable. 
Yet he has no feeling of liking for me. I treat him civilly. I 
pay him well. But I never think about him, or concern myself 
wi' • him as a human being I know nothing of his character 
except what I read of it in his last master’s letter. There are, you 
may say, no truly human relations between us. You would affirm 
that his work would be better done if I had made him personally 
like me as a man— of any class— can like a man— of any other 
class?” 

“I should, decidedly.” 

“I contend that he couldn’t do his work better than he does it 
at present.” 
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“But if any crisis occurred?” 

“What?” 

“Any crisis, change in your condition. If you needed his help, 
not only as a man and a butler, but as a man and a brother? 
He’d fail you then, probably. You would never get from your 
servant that finest service which can only be prompted by an 
honest affection.” 

“You have finished?” 

“Quite.” 

“Let us go upstairs then. Yes, those are good prints. I picked 
them up in Birmingham when I was living there. This is my 
workroom.” 

They came to a double room lined entirely with books, and 
brilliantly, rather hardly, lit by electricity. The windows at 
one end looked on to the Park, at the other on to the garden of 
a neighbouring house. The door by which they entered was con- 
cealed from the inner and smaller room by the jutting wall of 
the outer room, in which stood a huge writing table loaded with 
letters, pamphlets and manuscripts. Between the two windows 
of the inner room was a cage in which a large, grey parrot was 
clambering, using both beak and claws to assist him in his slow 
and meditative peregrinations. 

“You have a pet,” said the Father, surprised. 

“I possess a parrot,” the Professor answered drily. “I got him 
for a purpose when I was making a study of the imitative powers 
of birds, and I have never got rid of him. A cigar?” 

"Thank you.” 

They sat down. Father Murchison glanced at the parrot. It had 
paused in its journey, and, clinging to the bars of its cage, was 
regarding them with attentive round eyes that looked deliberately 
intelligent, but by no means sympathetic. He looked away from 
it to Guildea, who was smoking, with his head thrown back, his 
sharp, pointed chin, on which the small black beard bristled, 
upturned. He was moving his under lip up and down rapidly. 
This action caused the beard to stir and look peculiarly aggre» 
sive. The Father suddenly chuckled softly. 
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“Why’s that?’’ cried Guildea, letting his chin drop down on 
his breast and looking at his guest sharply. 

“I was thinking it would have to be a crisis indeed that could 
make you cling to your butler’s affection for assistance.” 

Guildea smiled too. 

“You’re right. It would. Here he comes.” 

The man entered with coffee. He offered it gently, and retired 
like a shadow retreating on a wall. 

"Splendid, inhuman fellow,” remarked Guildea. 

“I prefer the East End lad who does my errands in Bird 
Street,” said the Father. “I know all his worries. He knows some 
of mine. We are friends. He’s more noisy than your man. He 
even breathes hard when he is especially solicitous, but he would 
do more for me than put the coals on my fire, or black my square- 
toed boots.” 

“Men are differently made. To me the watchful eye of affec- 
tion would be abominable.” 

“What about that bird?” 

The Father pointed to the parrot. It had got up on its perch 
and, with one foot uplifted in an impressive, almost benedictory, 
manner, was gazing steadily at the Professor. 

“That’s the watchful eye of imitation, with a mind at the back 
of it, desirous of reproducing the peculiarities of others. No, I 
thought your sermon to-night very fresh, very clever. But I have 
no wish for affection. Reasonable liking, of course, one desires” 
—he tugged sharply at his beard, as if to warn himself against 
sentimentality— “but anything more would be most irksome, and 
would push me, I feel sure, towards cruelty. It would also hamper 
one’s work.” 

“I don’t think so.” 

“The sort of work I do. I shall continue to benefit the world 
without loving it, and it will continue to accept the benefits 
without loving me That’s all as it should be.” 

He drank his coffee. Then he added rather aggressively: 

"I have neither time nor inclination for sentimentality.” 

When Guildea let Father Murchison out, he followed the 
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Father on to the doorstep and stood there for a moment. The 
Father glanced across the damp road into the Park. 

“I see you’ve got a gate just opposite you,” he said idly. 

"Yes. I often slip across for a stroll to clear my brain. Good- 
night to you. Come again some day.” 

“With pleasure. Good-night.” 

The Priest strode away, leaving Guildea standing on the step. 

Father Murchison came many times again to number 100, 
Hyde Park Place. He had a feeling of liking for most men and 
women whom he knew, and of tenderness for all, whether he 
knew them or not, but he grew to have a special sentiment to 
wards Guildea. Strangely enough, it was a sentiment of pity. 
He pitied this hard-working, eminently successful man of big 
brain and bold heart, who never seemed depressed, who never 
wanted assistance, who never complained of the twisted skein of 
life or faltered in his progress along its way. The Father pitied 
Guildea, in fact, because Guildea wanted so little. He had told 
him so, for the intercourse of the two men, from the beginning, 
had been singularly frank. 

One evening, when they were talking together, the Father 
happened to speak of one of the oddities of life, the fact that 
those who do not want things often get them, while those who 
seek them vehemently are disappointed in their search. 

"Then I ought to have affection poured upon me,” said 
Guildea, smiling rather grimly. “For I hate it.” 

"Perhaps some day you will.” 

"I hope not, most sincerely.” 

Father Murchison said nothing for a moment. He was draw- 
ing together the ends of the broad band round his cassock. When 
he spoke he seemed to be answering someone. 

“Yes,” he said slowly, “yes, that is my feeling— pity.” 

"For whom?” said the Professor. 

Then, suddenly, he understood. He did not say that he under- 
stood, but Father Murchison felt, and saw, that it was quite un- 
necessary to answer his friend’s question. So Guildea, strangely 
enough, found himself closely acquainted widi a man— his op 
posite in all ways— who pitied him. 
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The fact that he did not mind this, and scarcely ever thought 
about it, shows perhaps as clearly as anything could, the peculiar 
indifference of his nature. 


n 

One Autumn evening, a year and a half after Father Murchison 
and the Professor had first met, the Father called in Hyde Park 
Place and enquired of the blond and stony butler— his name was 
Pitting— whether his master was at home. 

“Yes, sir,” replied Pitting. “Will you please come this way?” 

He moved noiselessly up the rather narrow stairs, followed by 
the Father, tenderly opened the library door, and in his soft, cold 
voice, announced: 

“Father Murchison.” 

Guildea was sitting in an armchaii, before a small fire. His 
thin, long-fingered hands lay outstretched upon his knees, his 
head was sunk down on his chest. He appeared to be pondering 
deeply. Pitting very slightly raised his voice. 

“Father Murchison to see you, sir,” he repeated. 

The Professor jumped up rather suddenly and turned sharply 
round as the Father came in. 

“Oh,” he said. “It’s you, is it? Glad to see you. Come to the 
fire.” 

The Father glanced at him and thought him looking un- 
usually fatigued. 

"You don’t look well to night,” the Father said. 

“No?” 

“You must be working too hard. That lecture you are going to 
give in Paris is bothering you?” 

“Not a bit. It’s all arranged. I could deliver it to you at this 
moment verbatim Well, sit down.” 

The Father did so, and Guildea sank once more into his 
chair and stared hard into the fire without another word. He 
seemed to be thinking profoundly. His friend did not interrupt 
him, but quietly lit a pipe and began to smoke reflectively. The 
eyes of Guildea were fixed upon the fire. The Father glanced 
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about the room, at the walls of soberly bound books, at the 
crowded writing-table, at the windows, before which hung heavy, 
dark-blue curtains of old brocade, at the cage, which stood be- 
tween them. A green baize covering was thrown over it. The 
Father wondered why. He had never seen Napoleon— so the 
parrot was named— covered up at night before. While he was 
looking at the baize, Guildea suddenly jerked up his head, and, 
taking his hands from his knees and clasping them, said abruptly: 

“D’you think I’m an attractive man?” 

Father Murchison jumped. Such a question coming from 
such a man astounded him. 

‘‘Bless me!” he ejaculated. “What makes you ask? Do you mean 
attractive to the opposite sex?” 

‘‘That’s what I don’t know,” said the Professor gloomily, and 
staring again into the fire. “That’s what I don’t know.” 

The Father grew more astonished. 

"Don’t know!” he exclaimed. 

And he laid down his pipe. 

“Let’s say— d’you think I’m attractive, that there’s anything 
about me which might draw a— a human being, or an animal 
irresistibly to me?” 

“Whether you desired it or not?” 

“Exactly— or— no, let us say definitely— if I did not desire it.” 

Father Murchison pursed up his rather full, cherubic lips, 
and little wrinkles appeared about the comers of his blue eyes. 

“There might be, of course,” he said, after a pause. “Human 
nature is weak, engagingly weak, Guildea. And you’re inclined 
to flout it I could understand a certain class of lady— the lion- 
hunting, the intellectual lady, seeking you. Your reputation, 
your great name—” 

“Yes, yes,” Guildea interrupted, rather irritably— “I know all 
that, I know.” 

He twisted his long hands together, bending the palms out- 
wards till his thin, pointed Angers cracked. His forehead was 
wrinkled in a frown. 

“I imagine,” he said— he stopped and coughed dnly, almost 
shrilly— “I imagine it would be very disagreeable to be liked, to 
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be run after— chat is the usual expression, isn’t it— by anything 
one objected to." 

And now he half turned in his chair, crossed his legs one 
over the other, and looked at his guest with an unusual, almost 
piercing interrogation. 

"Anything?” said the Father. 

“Well— well, anyone. I imagine nothing could be more un- 
pleasant.” 

“To you— no,” answered the Father. “But— forgive me, 
Guildea, I cannot conceive your permitting such intrusion. You 
don’t encourage adoration.” 

Guildea nodded his head gloomily. 

“I don’t,” he said, “I don’t. That’s just it. That’s the curious 
part of it, that I—” 

He broke off deliberately, got up and stretched. 

“I’ll have a pipe, too,” he said. 

He went over to the mantelpiece, got his pipe, filled it and 
lighted it. As he held the match to the tobacco, bending forward 
with an enquiring expression, his eyes fell upon the green baize 
that covered Napoleon’s cage. He threw the match into the grate, 
and puffed at the pipe as he walked forward to the cage. When 
he reached it he put out his hand, took hold of the baize and 
began to pull it away. Then suddenly he pushed it back over 
the cage. 

“No,” he said, as if to himself, “no.” 

He returned rather hastily to the fire and threw himself once 
more into his armchair. 

“You’re wondering,” he said to Father Murchison. “So am I. 
I don’t know at all what to make of it. I’ll just tell you the facts 
and you must tell me what you think of them. The night before 
last, after a day of hard work— but no harder than usual— I went 
to the front door to get a breath of air. You know I often do 
that.” 

“Yes, I found you on the doorstep when I first came here.” 

“Just so. I didn’t put on hat or coat. I just stood on the step as 
I was. My mind, I remember, was still full of my work. It was 
rather a dark night, not very dark. The hour was about eleven, 

[670] 



How Love Came to Professor Guildea 

or a quarter past. I was staring at the Park, and presently I found 
that my eyes were directed towards somebody who was sitting, 
back to me, on one of the benches. I saw the person— if it was a 
person— through the railings.” 

“If it was a person!” said the Father. "What do you mean by 
that?” 

“Wait a minute. I say that because it was too dark for me to 
know. I merely saw some blackish object on the bench, rising 
into view above the level of the back of the seat. I couldn’t 
say it was man, woman or child. But something there was, and 
I found that I was looking at it ” 

“I understand.” 

“Gradually, I also found that my thoughts were becoming 
fixed upon this thing or person. I began to wonder, first, what it 
was doing there; next, what it was thinking; lastly, what it was 
like.” 

“Some poor creature without a home, I suppose,” said the 
Father 

“I said that to myself. Still, I was taken with an extraordinary 
interest about this object, so great an interest that I got my hat 
and crossed the road to go into the Park. As you know, there's 
an entrance almost opposite to my house. Well, Murchison, I 
crossed the road, passed through the gate in the railings, went 
up to the seat, and found that there was— nothing on it.” 

“Were you looking at it as you walked?” 

“Part of the time. But I removed my eyes from it just as I 
passed through the gate, because there was a row going on a 
little way off, and I turned for an instant in that direction. When 
I saw that the seat was vacant I was seized by a most absurd 
sensation of disappointment, almost of anger. I stopped and 
looked about me to see if anything was moving away, but I could 
see nothing. It was a cold night and misty, and there were few 
people about. Feeling, as I say, foolishly and unnaturally disap 
pointed, I retraced my steps to this house. When I got here 1 
discovered that during my short absence I had left the hall door 
open— half open.” 

"Rather imprudent in London.” 
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“Yes. I had no idea, of course, that I had done so, till 1 got 
back. However, I was only away three minutes or so.” 

"Yes.” 

“It was not likely that anybody had gone in.” 

"I suppose not.” 

“Was it?” 

“Why do you ask me that, Guildea?” 

“Well, well!” 

“Besides, if anybody had gone in, on your return you’d have 
caught him, surely.” 

Guildea coughed again. The Father, surprised, could not fail 
to recognise that he was nervous and that his nervousness was 
affecting him physically. 

“I must have caught cold that night,” he said, as if he had 
read his friend’s thought and hastened to contradict it. Then 
he went on: 

“I entered the hall, or passage, rather.” 

He paused again. His uneasiness was becoming very apparent. 

“And you did catch somebody?” said the Father. 

Guildea cleared his throat. 

“That’s just it,” he said, “now we come to it. I’m not imagina- 
tive, as you know.” 

"You certainly are not.” 

"No, but hardly had I stepped into the passage before I felt 
certain that somebody had got into the house during my ab- 
sence. I felt convinced of it, and not only that, I also felt con- 
vinced that the intruder was the very person I had dimly seen 
sitting upon the seat in the Park. What d’you say to that?” 

“I begin to think you are imaginative.” 

“H’ml It seemed to me that the person— the occupant of the 
seat— and I had simultaneously formed the project of inter- 
viewing each other, had simultaneously set out to put that project 
into execution. I became so certain of this that I walked hastily 
upstairs into this room, expecting to find the visitor awaiting 
me. But there was no one. I then came down again and went 
into the dining-room. No one. I was actually astonished. Isn’t 
that odd?” 
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“Very,” said the Father, quite gravely. 

The Professor’s chill and gloomy manner, and uncomfortable, 
constrained appearance kept away the humour that might well 
have lurked round the steps of such a discourse. 

“I went upstairs again,” he continued, “sat down and thought 
the matter over. I resolved to forget it, and took up a book. I 
might perhaps have been able to read, but suddenly I thought I 
noticed—” 

He stopped abruptly. Father Murchison observed that he 
was staring towards the green baize that covered the parrot’s 
cage. 

“But that’s nothing,” he said. “Enough that I couldn’t read. 
I resolved to explore the house. You know how small it is, how 
easily .ne can go all over it. I went all over it. I went into every 
room without exception. To the servants, who were having sup 
per, I made some excuse. They were surprised at my advent, 
no doubt.” 

“And Pitting?” 

“Oh, he got up politely when I came in, stood while I was 
there, but never said a word. I muttered ‘don’t disturb your- 
selves,’ or something of the sort, and came out Murchison, I 
found nobody new m the house— yet I returned to this room 
entirely convinced that somebody had entered while I was in the 
Park.” 

“And gone out again before you came back?” 

“No, had stayed, and was still in the house.” 

“But, my dear Guildea,” began the Father, now in great as- 
tonishment. “Surely—” 

“I know what you want to say— what I should want to say in 
your place. Now, do wait. I am also convinced that this visitor 
has not left the house and is at this moment m it.” 

He spoke with evident sincerity, with extreme gravity. Father 
Murchison looked him full in the face, and met his quick, keen 
eyes 

“No,” he said, as if in reply to an uttered question: “I’m 
perfectly sane, I assure you. The whole matter seems almost as- 
incredible to me as it must to you. But, as you know, I never 
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quarrel with facts, however strange. I merely try to examine 
into them thoroughly. I have already consulted a doctor and 
been pronounced in perfect bodily health.” 

He paused, as if expecting the Father to say something. 

"Go on, Guildea,” he said, “you haven’t finished.” 

“No. I felt that night positive that somebody had entered 
the house, and remained in it, and my conviction grew. I went 
to bed as usual, and, contrary to my expectation, slept as well 
as I generally do. Yet directly I woke up yesterday morning, I 
knew that my household had been increased by one.” 

“May I interrupt you for one moment? How did you know 
it?” 

“By my mental sensation. I can only say that I was perfectly 
conscious of a new presence within my house, close to me.” 

“How very strange,” said the Father “And you feel absolutely 
certain that you are not overworked? Your brain does not feel 
tired? Your head is quite clear?” 

"Quite. I was never better. When I came down to breakfast 
that morning I looked sharply into Pitting’s face He was as 
coldly placid and inexpressive as usual. It was evident to me that 
his mind was in no way distressed After breakfast I sat down to 
work, all the time ceaselessly conscious of the fact of this intruder 
upon my privacy. Nevertheless, I laboured for several hours, 
waiting for any development that might occur to clear away the 
mysterious obscurity of this event. I lunched. About half-past 
two I was obliged to go out to attend a lecture. I therefore took 
my coat and hat, opened my door, and stepped on to the pave- 
ment I was instantly aware that I was no longer intruded upon, 
and this although 1 was now in the street, surrounded by people. 
Consequently, I felt certain that the thing in my house must be 
thinking of me, perhaps even spying upon me.” 

“Wait a moment,” interrupted the Father. “What was your 
sensation? Was it one of fear?” 

“Oh, dear no. I was entirely puzzled— as I am now-and keenly 
interested, but not in any way alarmed. I delivered my lecture 
with my usual ease and returned home m the evening. On en- 
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tering the house again I was perfectly conscious that the in- 
truder was still there. Last night I dined alone and spent the 
hours after dinner in reading a scientific work in which I was 
deeply interested. While I read, however, I never for one mo- 
ment lost the knowledge that some mind— very attentive to me— 
was within hail of mine. I will say more than this— the sensation 
constantly increased, and, by the time I got up to go to bed, I had 
come to a very strange conclusion.” 

“What? What was it?” 

“That whoever— or whatever— had entered my house during 
my short absence m the Park was more than interested in me.” 

“More than interested in you?” 

“Was fond, or was becoming fond, of me.” 

"OhI” exclaimed the Father. “Now I understand why you 
asked me just now whether I thought there was anything about 
you that might draw a human being or an animal irresistibly to 
you.” 

“Precisely. Since I came to this conclusion, Murchison, I will 
confess that my feeling of strong curiosity has become tinged with 
another feeling.” 

“Of fear?” 

“No, of dislike, or irritation. No— not fear, not fear.” 

As Guildea repeated unnecessarily this asseveration he looked 
again towards the parrot’s cage. 

“What is there to be afraid of in such a matter?” he added. 
“I am not a child to tremble before bogies.” 

In saying the last words he raised his voice sharply; then he 
walked quickly to the cage, and, with an abrupt movement, 
pulled the baize covering from it. Napoleon was disclosed, ap- 
parently dozing upon his perch with his head held slightly on one 
side. As the light reached him, he moved, ruffled the feathers 
about his neck, blinked his eyes, and began slowly to sidle to 
and fro, thrusting his head forward and drawing it back with an 
air of complacent, though rather unmeaning, energy. Guildea 
stood by the cage, looking at him closely, and indeed with an 
attention that was so intense as to be remarkable, almost un- 
natural. 
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"How absurd these birds are!" he said at length, coming back 
to the fire. 

"You have no more to tell me?” asked the Father. 

“No. I am still aware of the presence of something in my 
house. I am still conscious of its close attention to me. I am still 
irritated, seriously annoyed— I confess it— by that attention.” 

"You say you are aware of the presence of something at this 
moment?” 

“At this moment— yes.” 

“Do you mean in this room, with us, now?” 

“I should say so— at any rate, quite near us.” 

Again he glanced quickly, almost suspiciously, towards the 
•cage of the parrot. The bird was sitting still on its perch now. 
Its head was bent down and cocked sideways, and it appeared to 
be listening attentively to something. 

"That bird will have the intonations of my voice more cor- 
rectly than ever by to-morrow morning,” said the Father, watch- 
ing Guildea closely with his mild blue eyes. "And it has always 
imitated me very cleverly.” 

The Professor started slightly. 

“Yes,” he said. “Yes, no doubt. Well, what do you make of 
this affair?” 

"Nothing at all. It is absolutely inexplicable. I can speak quite 
•frankly to you, I feel sure.” 

“Of course. That’s why I have told you the whole thing.” 

“1 think you must be over-worked, over-strained, without 
knowing it.” 

“And that the doctor was mistaken when he said I was all 
right?” 

“Yes.” 

Guildea knocked his pipe out against the chimney piece. 

“It may be so," he said. “I will not be so unreasonable as to 
deny the possibility, although I feel as well as I ever did in my 
life. What do you advise then?” 

“A week ot complete rest away from London, in good air.” 

“The usual prescription. I’ll take it. I’ll go to-morrow to 
Westgate and leave Napoleon to keep house in my absence.” 
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For some reason, which he could not explain to himself, the 
pleasure which Father Murchison felt m hearing the first part of 
his friend’s final remark was lessened, was almost destroyed, by 
the last sentence. 

He walked towards the City that night, deep in thought, re- 
membering and carefully considering the first interview he had 
with Guildea in the latter’s house a year and a half before. 

On the following morning Guildea left London. 

hi 

Father Murchison was so busy a man that he had little time for 
brooding over the affairs of others. During Guildea’s week at 
the sea, however, the Father thought about him a great deal, 
with much wonder and some dismay. This dismay was soon 
banished, for the mild-eyed priest was quick to discern weakness, 
in himself, quicker still to drive it forth as a most undesirable 
inmate of the soul. But the wonder remained. It was destined 
to a crescendo. Guildea had left London on a Thursday. On 
a Thursday he returned, having previously sent a note to Father 
Murchison to mention that he was leaving Westgate at a certain 
time. When his train ran into Victoria Station, at five o’clock in 
the evening, he was surprised to see the cloaked figure of his 
friend standing upon the grey platform behind a line of porters. 

“What, MurchisonI” he said. “You here! Have you seceded 
from your order that you are taking this holiday?” 

They shook hands. 

“No,” said the Father. “It happened that I had to be in this 
neighbourhood to-day, visiting a sick person. So I thought I 
would meet you.” 

"And see if I were still a sick person, eh?” 

The Professor glanced at him kindly, but with a dry little 
laugh. 

“Are you?” replied the Father gently, looking at him with in 
terest. “No, I think not. You appear very well.” 

The sea air had, in fact, put some brownish red into Guil- 
dea’s always thin cheeks. His keen eyes were shining with Ufa 
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and eneTgy, and he walked forward in his loose grey suit and 
fluttering overcoat with a vigour that was noticeable, carrying 
easily in his left hand his well-filled Gladstone bag. 

The Father felt completely reassured. 

“I never saw you look better,” he said. 

“I never was better. Have you an hour to spare?” 

“Two.” 

"Good. I’ll send my bag up by cab, and we’ll walk across the 
Park to my house and have a cup of tea there. What d’you say?” 

"I shall enjoy it.” 

They walked out of the station yard, past the flower girls 
and newspaper sellers towards Grosvenor Place. 

“And you have had a pleasant time?” the Father said. 

“Pleasant enough, and lonely. I left my companion behind 
me in the passage at number 100, you know.” 

"And you’ll not find him there now, I feel sure.” 

“H’ml” ejaculated Guildea. “What a precious weakling you 
think me, Murchison.” 

As he spoke he strode forward more quickly, as if moved to 
emphasise his sensation of bodily vigour. 

“A weakling— no. But anyone who uses his brain as persist- 
ently as you do yours mjust require an occasional holiday.” 

“And I required one very badly, eh?” 

“You required one, I believe.” 

"Well, I’ve had it. And now we’ll see.” 

The evening was closing in rapidly. They crossed the road 
at Hyde Park Corner, and entered the Park, in which were a 
number of people going home from work; men in corduroy 
trousers, caked with dried mud, and carrying tin cans slung 
over their shoulders, and flat panniers, in which lay their tools. 
Some of the younger ones talked loudly or whistled shrilly as 
they walked. 

“Until the evening,” murmured Father Murchison to himself. 

“What?” asked Guildea. 

“I was only quoting the last words of the text which seems 
written upon life, especially upon the life of pleasure: ‘Man 
goeth forth to his work, and to his labour.’ ” 
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"Ah, those fellows are not half bad fellows to have in an 
audience. There were a lot of them at the lecture I gave when 
I first met you, I remember. One of them tried to heckle me. 
Ht had a red beard. Chaps with red beards are always hecklers. 
I laid him low on that occasion. Well, Murchison, and now we’re 
going to see.” 

"What?” 

“Whether my companion has departed.” 

“Tell me— do you feel any expectation of— well— of again 
thinking something is there?” 

“How carefully you choose language. No, I merely wonder.” 

“You have no apprehension?” 

“Not a scrap. But I confess to feeling curious.” 

“Then the sea air hasn’t taught you to recognise that the 
whole thing came from* overstrain?” 

"No,” said Guildea, very drily. 

He walked on in silence for a minute. Then he added: 

“You thought it would?” 

“I certainly thought it might.” 

“Make me realise that I had a sickly, morbid, rotten imagina- 
tion— eh? Come now, Murchison, why not say frankly that you 
packed me off to Westgate to get rid of what you considered an 
acute form of hysteria?” 

The Father was quite unmoved by this attack. 

“Come now, Guildea,” he retorted, “what did you expect me 
to think? I saw no indication of hysteria in you. I never have. 
One would suppose you the last man likely to have such a malady. 
But which is more natural— for me to believe in your hysteria 
or in the truth of such a story as you told me?” 

“You have me there. No, I mustn’t complain. Well, there’s 
no hysteria about me now, at any rate.” 

"And no stranger in your house, I hope.” 

Father Murchison spoke the last words with earnest gravity, 
dropping the half-bantering tone— which they had both assumed, 

“You take the matter very seriously, I believe,” said Guildea, 
also speaking mere gravely. 
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“How else can I take it? You wouldn’t have me laugh at it 
when you tell it to me seriously?” 

“No. If we find my visitor still in the house, I may even call 
upon you to exorcise it. But first I must do one thing.” 

"And that is?” 

“Prove to you, as well as to myself, that it is still there.” 

“That might be difficult,” said the Father, considerably sur- 
prised by Guildea’s matter-of-fact tone. 

“I don’t know. If it has remained in my house I think I can 
find a means. And I shall not be at all surprised if it is still there 
—despite the Westgate air.” 

In saying the last words the Professor relapsed into his former 
tone of dry chaff. The Father could not quite make up his mind 
whether Guildea was feeling unusually grave or unusually gay. 
As the two men drew near to Hyde Park Place their conversa- 
tion died away and they walked forward silently in the gathering 
darkness. 

“Here we are!” said Guildea at last. 

He thrust his key into the door, opened it and let Father 
Murchison into the passage, following him closely, and banging 
the door. 

“Here we are!” he repeated in a louder voice. 

The electric light was turned on in anticipation of his arrival. 
He stood still and looked round. 

“We’ll have some tea at once,” he said. “Ah, Pitting!” 

The pale butler, who had heard the door bang, moved gently 
forward from the top of the stairs that led to the kitchen, greeted 
his master respectfully, took his coat and Father Murchison’s 
cloak, and hung them on two pegs against the wall. 

“All’s right, Pitting? All’s as usual?" said Guildea. 

“Quite so, sir.” 

“Bring us up some tea to the library.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

Pitting retreated Guildea waited till he had disappeared, then 
-opened the dining-room door, put his head into the room and 
kept it there for a moment, standing perfectly still. Presently 
he drew back into the passage, shut the dooi, and said: 
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“Let’s go upstairs.” 

Father Murchison looked at him enquiringly, but made no 
remark. They ascended the stairs and came into the library. 
Guildea glanced rather sharply round. A fire was burning on 
the hearth. The blue curtains were drawn. The bright gleam of 
the strong electric light fell on the long rows of books, on the writ- 
ing table— very ordei ly in consequence of Guildea’s holiday— and 
on the uncovered cage of the parrot. Guildea went up to the cage. 
Napoleon was sitting humped up on his perch with his feathers 
ruffled. His long toes, which looked as if they were covered with 
crocodile skin, clung to the bar. His round and blinking eyes 
were filmy, like old eyes. Guildea stared at the bird very hard, 
and then clucked with his tongue against his teeth. Napoleon 
shook himself, lifted one foot, extended his toes, sidled along 
the perch to the bars nearest to the Professor and thrust his head 
against them. Guildea scratched it with his forefinger two or 
three times, still gazing attentively at the parrot; then he returned 
to the fire just as Pitting entered with the tea-tray. 

Father Murchison was already sitting in an armchair on one 
side of the fire. Guildea took another chair and began to pour out 
tea, as Pitting left the room, closing the door gently behind him. 
The Father sipped his tea, found it hot, and set the cup down on 
a little table at his side. 

“You’re fond of that parrot, aren’t you?” he asked his friend. 

“Not particularly It’s interesting to study sometimes. The 
parrot mind and nature are peculiar.” 

“How long have you had him?” 

"About four years. I nearly got rid of him just before I made 
your acquaintance. I’m very glad now I kept him.” 

“Are you? Why is that?” 

“I shall probably tell you in a day or two.” 

The Father took his cup again. He did not press Guildea for 
an immediate explanation, but when they had both finished theii 
tea he said: 

“Well, has the sea-air had the desired effect?” 

“No,” said Guildea. 
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The Father brushed some crumbs from the front of his cassock 
and sat up higher in his chair. 

“Your visitor is still here?” he asked, and his blue eyes became 
almost ungentle and piercing as he gazed at his friend. 

“Yes,” answered Guildea, calmly. 

"How do you know it, when did you know it— when you looked 
into the dining room just now?” 

“No. Not until I came into this room. It welcomed me here.” 

“Welcomed you! In what way?” 

“Simply by being here, by making me feel that it is here, as 
I might feel that a man was if I came into the room when it was 
dark.” 

He spoke quietly, with perfect composure in his usual .dry 
manner. 

“Very well,” the Father said, “I shall not try to contend against 
your sensation, or to explain it away. Naturally, I am in amaze- 
ment.” 

“So am I. Never has anything in my life surprised me so much. 
Murchison, of course I cannot expect you to believe more than 
that I honestly— imagine, if you like— that there is some intruder 
here, of what kind I am totally unaware. I cannot expect you to 
believe that there really is anything. If you were in my place, 
I m yours, I should certainly consider you the victim of some 
ner\ous delusion. I could not do otherwise. But— wait. Don’t 
condemn me as a hysteria patient, or as a madman, for two or 
three days I feel convinced that— unless I am indeed unwell, a 
mental invalid, which I don’t think is possible— I shall be able 
i ery shortly to give you some proof that there is a newcomer in 
my house.” 

“You don’t tell me what kind of proof?” 

“Not yet. Things must go a little farther first. But, perhaps 
even to-morrow I may be able to explain myself more fully. In 
the meanwhile, I’ll say this, that if, eventually, I can’t bring any 
kind of proof that I’m not dreaming, I’ll let you take me to any 
doctor you like, and I’ll resolutely try to adopt your present 
view— that I’m suffering from an absurd delusion. That is your 
view, of course?” 
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Father Murchison was silent for a moment. Then he said, 
rather doubtfully: 

"It ought to be.” 

“But isn’t it?” asked Guildea, surprised. 

"Well, you know, your manner is enormously convincing. 
Still, of course, I doubt. How can I do otherwise? The whole 
thing must be fancy.” 

The Father spoke as if he were trying to recoil from a mental 
position he was being forced to take up. 

“It must be fancy,” he repeated. 

"I’ll convince you by more than my manner, or I’ll not try 
to convince you at all,” said Guildea. 

When they parted that evening, he said: 

“I’ll write to you in a day or two probably. I think the proof 
I am going to give you has been accumulating during my absence. 
But I shall soon know.” 

Father Murchison was extremely puzzled as he sat on the top 
of the omnibus going homeward. 


IV 

In two days’ time he received a note from Guildea asking him 
to call, if possible, the same evening. This he was unable to do 
as he had an engagement to fulfil at some East End gathering 
The following day was Sunday. He wrote saying he would come 
on the Monday, and got a wire shortly afterwards: “Yes Mon- 
day come to dinner seven-thirty Guildea.” At half-past seven he 
stood on the doorstep of number 100. 

Pitting let him in. 

“Is the Professor quite well. Pitting?” the Father enquired 
as he took off his cloak. 

“I believe so, sir. He has not made any complaint,” the butlet 
formally replied. “Will you come upstairs, sir?” 

Guildea met them at the door of the library. He was very 
pale and sombre, and shook hands carelessly with his friend. 

“Give us dinner,” he said to Pitting. 

As the butler retired, Guildea shut the door rather cautiously. 
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Father Murchison had never before seen him look so disturbed. 

“You’re worried, Guildea,” the Father said. “Seriously wor- 
ried.” 

“Yes, I am. This business is beginning to tell on me a good 
deal.” 

“Your belief in the presence of something here continues 
then?” 

“Oh, dear, yes. There’s no sort of doubt about the matter. The 
night I went across the road into the Park something got into 
the house, though what the devil it is I can’t yet find out. But 
now, before we go down to dinner. I’ll just tell you something 
about that proof I promised you. You remember?” 

"Naturally.” 

“Can’t you imagine what it might be?” 

Father Murchison moved his head to express a negative reply. 

“Look about the room,” said Guildea. “What do you see?” 

The Father glanced around the room, slowly and carefully. 

“Nothing unusual. You do not mean to tell me there is any 
appearance of—” 

“Oh, no, no, there’s no conventional, white-robed, cloud-like 
figure. Bless my soul, no' I haven’t fallen so low as that.” 

He spoke with considerable irritation. 

“Look again.” 

Father Murchison looked at him, turned in the direction of 
his fixed eyes and saw the grey parrot clambering m its cage, 
slowly and persistently. 

“What?” he said, quickly. “Will the proof come from there?” 

The ProfessoT nodded. 

“I believe so,” he said. “Now let’s go down to dinner. I want 
some food badly.” 

They descended to the dining room. While they ate and Pit- 
ting waited upon them, the Professor talked about birds, their 
habits, their curiosities, their fears and their powers of imita- 
tion. He had evidently studied this subject with the thorough- 
ness that was characteristic of him in all that he did. 

“Parrots,” he said presently, “are extraordinarily observant. 

2tJSS pity that their means of reproducing what they see are so 
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limited. If it were not so, I have little doubt that their echo of 
gesture would be as remarkable as their echo of voice often is.” 

“But hands are missing.” 

"Yes. They do many things with their heads, however. I once 
knew an old woman near Goring on the Thames. She was afflicted 
with the palsy. She held her head perpetually sideways and it 
trembled, moving from right to left. Her sailor son brought her 
home a parrot from one of his voyages. It used to reproduce the 
old woman’s palsied movement of the head exactly. Those grey 
parrots are always on the watch.” 

Guildea said the last sentence slowly and deliberately, glancing 
sharply over his wine at Father Murchison, and, when he had 
spoken it, a sudden light of comprehension dawned in the priest’s 
mind. He opened his lips to make a swift remark. Guildea turned 
his bright eyes towards Pitting, who at the moment was tenderly 
bearing a cheese meringue from the lift that connected the 
dining room with the lower regions. The Father closed his lips 
again. But presently, when the butler had placed some apples 
on the table, had meticulously arranged the decanters, brushed 
away the crumbs and evaporated, he said, quickly: 

“I begin to understand. You think Napoleon is aware of the 
intruder?” 

“I know it. He has been watching my visitant ever since the 
night of that visitant’s arrival.” 

Another flash of light came to the priest. 

“That was why you covered him with green baize one eve- 
ning?” 

“Exactly. An act of cowardice. His behaviour was beginning 
to grate upon my nerves.” 

Guildea puTsed up his thin lips and drew his brows down, 
giving to his face a look of sudden pain. 

“But now I intend to follow his investigations,” he added, 
straightening his features. “The week I wasted at Westgate was 
not wasted by him in London, I can assure you. Have an apple.” 

“No, thank you; no, thank you.” 

The Father repeated the words without knowing that he did 
so. Guildea pushed away his gla$6. 
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“Let us come upstairs, then.” 

"No, thank you,” reiterated the Father. 

"Eh?” 

“What am I saying?” exclaimed the Father, getting up. “I 
was thinking over this extraordinary affair.” 

“Ah, you’re beginning to forget the hysteria theory?” 

They walked out into the passage. 

“Well, you are so very practical about the whole matter." 

“Why not? Here’s something very strange and abnormal come 
into my life. What should I do but investigate it closely and 
calmly?” 

“What, indeed?” 

The Father began to feel rather bewildered, under a sort of 
compulsion which seemed laid upon him to give earnest atten- 
tion to a matter that ought to strike him— so he felt— as entirely 
absurd. When they came into the library his eyes immediately 
turned, with profound curiosity, towards the parrot’s cage. A 
slight smile curled the Professor’s lips. He recognised the effect 
he was producing upon his friend. The Father saw the smile. 

“Oh, I’m not won over yet,” he said in answer to it. 

“I know. Perhaps you may be before the evening is over. Here 
comes the coffee. After we have drunk it we'll proceed to our 
experiment. Leave the coffee. Pitting, and don’t disturb us again.” 

“No, sir.” 

“I won’t have it black to-night,” said the Father; “plenty of 
milk, please. I don’t want my nerves played upon.” 

“Suppose we don’t take coffee at all?” said Guildea. “If we do, 
you may trot out the theory that we are not in a perfectly normal 
condition. I know you, Murchison, devout priest and devout 
sceptic." 

The Father laughed and pushed away his cup. 

“Very well, then. No coffee.” 

“One cigarette, and then to business.” 

The grey-blue smoke curled up. 

“What are we going to do?” said the Father. 

He was sitting bolt upright as if ready for action. Indeed 
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there was no suggestion of repose in the attitudes of either of 
the men. 

“Hide ourselves, and watch Napoleon. By the way— that re- 
minds me/' 

He got up, went to a corner of the room, picked up a piece of 
green baize and threw it over the cage. 

"I'll pull that off when we are hidden.” 

“And tell me first if you have had any manifestation of this 
supposed presence during the last few days?" 

“Merely an increasingly intense sensation of something here, 
perpetually watching me, perpetually attending to all my 
doings.” 

“Do you feel that it follows you about?" 

“Not always. It was in this room when you arrived. It is here 
now— I feel. But, in going down to dinner, we seemed to get 
away from it. The conclusion is that it remained here. Don't 
let us talk about it just now." 

They spoke of other things till their cigarettes were finished. 
Then, as they threw away the smouldering ends, Guildea said: 

“Now, Murchison, for the sake of this experiment, I suggest 
that we should conceal ourselves behind the curtains on either 
side of the cage, so that the bird's attention may not be drawn 
towards us and so distracted from that which we want to know 
more about. I will pull away the green baize when we are hid- 
den. Keep perfectly still, watch the bird’s proceedings, and tell 
me afterwards how you feel about them, how you explain them. 
Tread softly.” 

The Father obeyed, and they stole towards the curtains that 
fell before the two windows. The Father concealed himself be- 
hind those on the left of the cage, the Professor behind those on 
the right. The latter, as soon as they were hidden, stretched out 
his arm, drew the baize down from the cage, and let it fall on 
the floor. 

The panot, which had evidently fallen asleep in the warm 
darkness, moved on its perch as the light shone upon it, ruffled 
the feathers round its throat, and lifted first one foot and then 
the other. It turned its head round on its supple, and apparently 
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elastic, neck, and, diving its beak into the down upon its back, 
made some searching investigations with, as it seemed, a satis- 
factory result, for it soon lifted its head again, glanced around 
its cage, and began to address itself to a nut which had been fixed 
between the bars for its refreshment. With its curved beak it 
felt and tapped the nut, at first gently, then with severity. Finally 
it plucked the nut from the bars, seized it with its rough, grey 
toes, and, holding it down firmly on the perch, cracked it and 
pecked out its contents, scattering some on the floor of the cage 
and letting the fractured shell fall into the china bath that was 
fixed against the bars. This accomplished, the bird paused medi- 
tatively, extended one leg backwards, and went through an 
elaborate process of wing-stretching that made it look as if it 
were lopsided and deformed. With its head reversed, it again ap- 
plied itself to a subtle and exhaustive search among the feathers 
of its wing. This time its investigation seemed interminable, and 
Father Murchison had time to realise the absurdity of the whole 
position, and to wonder why he had lent himself to it. Yet he 
did not find his sense of humour laughing at it. On the contrary, 
he was smitten by a sudden gust of horror. When he was talking 
to his friend and watching him, the Professor’s manner, generally 
so calm, even so prosaic, vouched for the truth of his story and 
the well-adjusted balance of his mmd. But when he was hidden 
this was not so. And Father Murchison, standing behind his 
curtain, with his eyes upon the unconcerned Napoleon, began 
to whisper to himself the word— madness, with a quickening 
sensation of pity and of dread. 

The parrot sharply contracted one wing, ruffled the feathers 
around its throat again, then extended its other leg backwards, 
and proceeded to the cleaning of its other wing. In the still 
room the dry sound of the feathers being spread was distinctly 
audible. Father Murchison saw the blue curtains behind which 
Guildea stood tremble slightly, as if a breath of wind had come 
through the window they shrouded. The clock in the far room 
chimed, and a coal dropped into the grate, making a noise like 
dead leaves stirring abruptly on hard ground. And again a gust 
of pity and of dread swept over the Father. It seemed to him that 
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he had behaved very foolishly, if not wrongly, in encouraging 
what must surely be the strange dementia of his friend. He ought 
to have declined to lend himself to a proceeding that, ludicrous, 
even childish in itself, might well be dangerous in the encourage- 
ment it gave to a diseased expectation. Napoleon’s protruding 
leg, extended wing and twisted neck, his busy and unconscious 
devotion to the arrangement of his person, his evident sensation 
of complete loneliness and most comfortable solitude, brought 
home with vehemence to the Father the undignified buffoonery 
of his conduct, the more piteous buffoonery of his friend. He 
seized the curtains with his hand and was about to thrust them 
aside and issue forth, when an abrupt movement of the parrot 
stopped him. The bird, as if sharply attracted by something, 
paused m its pecking, and, with its head still bent backward and 
twisted sideways on its neck, seemed to listen intently. Its round 
eye looked glistening and strained, like the eye of a disturbed 
pigeon. Contracting its wing, it lifted its head and sat for a mo- 
ment erect on its perch, shifting its feet mechanically up and 
down, as if a dawning excitement produced in it an uncontrol- 
lable desire of movement. Then it thrust its head forward in the 
direction of the further room and remained perfectly still. Its atti- 
tude so strongly suggested the concentration of its attention on 
something immediately before it, that Father Murchison instinct- 
ively stared about the room, half expecting to see Pitting advance 
softly, having entered through the hidden door. He did not come, 
and there was no sound in the chamber. Nevertheless, the parrot 
was obviously getting excited and increasingly attentive. It bent 
its head lower and lower, stretching out its neck until, almost 
falling from the perch, it half extended its wings, raising them 
slightly from its back, as if about to take flight, and fluttering 
them rapidly up and down. It continued this fluttering move- 
ment for what seemed to the Father an immense time. At 
length, raising its wings as far as possible, it dropped them 
slowly and deliberately down to its back, caught hold of the edge 
of its bath with its beak, hoisted itself on to the floor of the cage, 
waddled to the bars, thrust its head against them, and stood quite 
still in the exact attitude it always assumed when its head was 
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being scratched by the Professor. So complete was the suggestion 
of this delight conveyed by the bird, that Father Murchison felt 
as if he saw a white finger gently pushed among the soft feathers 
of its head, and he was seized by a most strong conviction that 
something, unseen by him but seen and welcomed by Napoleon, 
stood immediately before the cage. 

The parrot presently withdrew its head, as if the coaxing finger 
had been lifted from it, and its pronounced air of acute physical 
enjoyment faded into one of marked attention and alert curi- 
osity. Pulling itself up by the bars it climbed again upon it 
perch, sidled to the left side of the cage, and began apparently 
to watch something with profound interest. It bowed its head 
oddly, paused for a moment, then bowed its head again. Father 
Murchison found himself conceiving— fiom tins elaborate move- 
ment of the head— a distinct idea of a personality. The bird’s 
proceedings suggested extreme sentimentality combined with 
that sort of weak determination which is often the most per- 
sistent. Such weak determination is a very common attribute of 
persons who are partially idiotic. Father Murchison was moved 
to think of these poor creatures who will often, so strangely and 
unreasonably, attach themselves with persistence to those who 
love them least. Like many priests, he had had some experience 
of them, for the amorous idiot is peculiarly sensitive to the at- 
traction of preachers. This bowing movement of the parrot re- 
called to his memory a terrible, pale woman who for a time 
haunted all churches in which he ministered, who was perpetu- 
ally endeavouring to catch his eye, and who always bent her head 
with an obsequious and cunningly conscious smile when she did 
so. The parrot went on bowing, making a short pause between 
each genuflection, as if it waited for a signal to be given that 
called into play its imitative faculty. 

“Yes, yes, it’s imitating an idiot,” Father Murchison caught 
himself saying as he watched. 

And he looked again about the room, but saw nothing; except 
the furniture, the dancing fire, and the serried ranks of the books 
Presently the parrot ceased from bowing, and assumed the cor. 
centrated and stretched attitude of one listening very keenly 
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He opened his beak, showing his black tongue, shut it, then 
opened it again. The Father thought he was going to speak, but 
he remained silent, although it was obvious that he was trying 
to bring out something. He bowed again two or three times, 
paused, and then, again opening his beak, made some remark. 
The Father could not distinguish any words, but the voice was 
sickly and disagreeable, a cooing and, at the same time, querulous 
voice, like a woman’s, he thought. And he put his ear nearer to 
the curtain, listening with almost feverish attention. The bow- 
ing was resumed, but this time Napoleon added to it a sidling 
movement, affectionate and affected, like the movement of a 
silly and eager thing, nestling up to someone, or giving some- 
one a gentle and furtive nudge. Again the Father thought of 
that terrible, pale woman who had haunted churches. Several 
times he had come upon her waiting for lum after evening 
services. Once she had hung her head smiling, and lolled out her 
tongue and pushed against him sideways in the dark. He re- 
membered how his flesh had shrunk from the poor thing, the 
sick loathing of her that he could not banish by remembering 
that her mind was all astray. The parrot paused, listened, opened 
his beak, and again said something in the same dove-like, amor- 
ous voice, full of sickly suggestion and yet hard, even dangerous, 
in its intonation. A loathsome voice, the Father thought it. But 
this time, although he heard the voice more distinctly than 
before, he could not make up his mind whether it was like a 
woman’s voice or a man’s— or perhaps a child’s. It seemed to be 
a human voice, and yet oddly sexless. In order to resolve his 
doubt he withdrew into the darkness of the curtains, ceased 
to watch Napoleon and simply listened with keen attention, 
striving to forget that he was listening to a bird, and to imagine 
that he was overhearing a human being in conversation. After 
two or three minutes’ silence the voice spoke again, and at some 
length, apparently repeating several times an affectionate series 
of ejaculations with a cooing emphasis that was unutterably 
mawkish and offensive. The sickliness of the voice, its falling 
intonations and its strange indelicacy, combined with a die-away 
softness and meretricious refinement, made the Father’s flesh 
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creep. Yet he could not distinguish any words, nor could he 
decide on the voice’s sex or age. One thing alone he was certain 
of as he stood still in the darkness— that such a sound could only 
proceed from something peculiarly loathsome, could only express 
a personality unendurably abominable to him, if not to every- 
body. The voice presently failed, m a sort of husky gasp, and 
there was a prolonged silence. It was broken by the Professor, 
who suddenly pulled away the curtains that hid the Father and 
said to him: 

“Come out now, and look.” 

The Father came into the light, blinking, glanced towards 
the cage, and saw Napoleon poised motionless on one foot with 
his head under his wing. He appeared to be asleep. The Pro- 
fessor was pale, and his mobile lips were drawn into an expres- 
sion of supreme disgust. 

“Faugh!” he said. 

He walked to the windows of the further room, pulled aside 
the curtains and pushed the glass up, letting m the air. The bare 
trees were visible in the grey gloom outside. Guildea leaned out 
for a minute drawing the night air into his lungs Presently he 
turned round to the Father, and exclaimed abruptly: 

“Pestilent! Isn’t it?" 

“Yes— most pestilent.” 

“Ever hear anything like it?” 

“Not exactly.” 

“Nor I. It gives me nausea, Murchison, absolute physical 
nausea.” 

He closed the window and walked uneasily about the room. 

“What d’you make of it?” he asked, over his shoulder. 

“How d’you mean exactly?” 

“Is it man’s, woman’s, or child’s voice?” 

"I can’t tell, I can’t make up my mind.” 

"Nor I.” 

“Have you heard it often?” 

“Yes, since I returned from Westgate. There are never any 
words that I can distinguish. What a voice!” 

He spat into the fire. 
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‘‘Forgive me,” he said, throwing himself down in a chair. 
“It turns my stomach— literally.” 

“And mine,” said the Father truly. 

“The worst of it is,” continued Guildea, with a high, nervous 
accent, “that there’s no brain with it, none at all— only the 
cunning of idiocy.” 

The Father started at this exact expression of his own convic- 
tion by another. 

“Why d’you start like that?” said Guildea, with a quick suspi- 
cion which showed the unnatural condition of his nerves. 

“Well, the very same idea had occurred to me.” 

“What?” 

“That I was listening to the voice of something idiotic.” 

“Ah! That’s the devil of it, you know, to a man like me. 
1 could fight against brain— but this!” 

He sprang up again, poked the fire violently, then stood on the 
hearth-rug with his back to it, and his hands thrust into the 
high pockets of his trousers. 

“That’s the voice of the thing that’s got into my house,” he 
said. “Pleasant, isn’t it?” 

And now there was really horror m his eyes and his voice. 

“I must get it out,” he exclaimed “I must get it out But 
how?” 

He tugged at his short black beard with a quivering hand. 

“How?” he continued. “For what is it? Where is it?” 

“You feel it’s here— now?” 

"Undoubtedly. But I couldn’t tell you in what part of the 
room.” 

He stared about, glancing rapidly at everything. 

“Then you consider yourself haunted?” said Father Murchi- 
son. He, too, was much moved and disturbed, although he was 
not conscious of the presence of anything near them in the 
room. 

“I have never believed in any nonsense of that kind, as you 
know,” Guildea answered. “I simply state a fact, which I cannot 
understand, and which is beginning to be very painful to me. 
There is something here. But whereas most so-called hauntings 
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have been described to me as inimical, what I am conscious of is 
that I am admired, loved, desired. This is distinctly horrible to 
me, Murchison, distinctly horrible.” 

Father Murchison suddenly remembered the first evening 
he had spent with Guildea, and the latter’s expression almost of 
disgust at the idea of receiving warm affection from anyone. In 
the light of that long-ago conversation, the present event seemed 
supremely strange, and almost like a punishment for an offence 
committed by the Professor against humanity. But, looking up at 
his friend’s twitching face, the Father Tesolved not to be caught 
in the net of his hideous belief. 

“There can be nothing here,” he said. “It’s impossible.” 

“What does that bird imitate, then?” 

“The voice of someone who has been here.” 

“Within the last week then. For it never spoke like that before, 
and mind, I noticed that it was watching and striving to imitate 
something before I went away, since the night that I went into 
the Park, only since then.” 

“Somebody with a voice like that must have been here while 
you were away,” Father Murchison repeated, with a gentle 
obstinacy. 

“I’ll soon find out ” 

Guildea pressed the bell. Pitting stole in almost immediately. 

“Pitting,” said the Professor, speaking m a high, sharp voice, 
“did anyone come into this room during my absence at the sea?” 

“Certainly not, sir, except the maids— and me, sir.” 

“Not a soul? You are certain?” 

“Perfectly certain, sir.” 

The cold voice of the butler sounded surprised, almost resent- 
ful. The Professor flung out his hand towards the cage. 

"Has the bird been here the whole time?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

"He was not moved, taken elsewhere, even for a moment?" 

Pitting’s pale face began to look almost expressive, and lips 
were pursed. 

“Certainly not, sir.” 

“Thank you. That will do.” 
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The butler retired, moving with a sort of ostentatious recti- 
tude. When he had reached the door, and was just going out, 
his master called: 

"Wait a minute. Pitting.” 

The butler paused. Guildea bit his lips, tugged at his beard 
uneasily two or three times, and then said: 

"Have you noticed— er— the parrot talking lately in a— a very 
peculiar, very disagreeable voice?” 

“Yes, sir— a soft voice like, sir.” 

“Ha! Since when?” 

“Since you went away, sir. He’s always at it.” 

“Exactly. Well, and what did you think of it?” 

“Beg pardon, sir?” 

“What do you think about his talking in this voice?” 

“Oh, that it’s only his play, sir.” 

“I see. That’s all. Pitting.” 

The butler disappeared and closed the door noiselessly be 
hind him. 

Guildea turned his eyes on his friend. 

“There, you seel” he ejaculated. 

“It’s certainly very odd,” said the Father. “Very odd indeed. 
You are certain you have no maid who talks at all like that?” 

“My dear MurchisonI Would you keep a servant with such 
a voice about you for two days?” 

“No.” 

“My housemaid has been with me for five years, my cook for 
seven. You’ve heard Pitting speak. The three of them make up 
my entire household A parrot never speaks in a voice it has not 
heard. Where has it heard that voice?” 

“But we hear nothing?” 

“No. Nor do we see anything. But it does. It feels something 
too. Didn’t you observe it presenting its head to be scratched?” 

"Certainly it seemed to be doing so.” 

“It was doing so.” 

Father Murchison said nothing. He was full of increasing 
discomfort that almost amounted to apprehension. 

“Are you convinced?” said Guildea, rather irritably. 
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“No. The whole matter is very strange. But till I hear, see or 
feel— as you do— the presence of something, I cannot believe.” 

“You mean that you will not?” 

“Perhaps. Well, it is time I went.” 

Guildea did not try to detain him, but said, as he let him out: 

“Do me a favour, come again to-morrow night.” 

The Father had an engagement. He hesitated, looked into the 
Professor ’-s face and said: 

"I will. At nine I’ll be with you. Good night ” 

When he was on the pavement he felt relieved. He turned 
round, saw Guildea stepping into his passage, and shivered. 

v 

Father Murchison walked all the way home to Bird Street 
that night. He required exercise after the strange and disagree- 
able evening he had spent, an evening upon which he looked 
back already as a man looks back upon a nightmare. In his ears, 
as he walked, sounded the gentle and intolerable voice. Even 
the memory of it caused him physical discomfort. He tried to put 
it from him, and to consider the whole matter calmly. The Pro- 
fessor had offered his proof that there was some strange presence 
in his house. Could any reasonable man accept such proof? 
Father Murchison told himself that no reasonable man could 
accept it. The parrot’s proceedings were, no doubt, extraordinary. 
The bird had succeeded in producing an extraordinary illusion 
of an invisible presence in the room. But that there really was 
such a presence the Father insisted on denying to himself. The 
devoutly religious, those who believe implicitly in the miracles 
recorded in the Bible, and who regulate their lives by the mes- 
sages they suppose themselves to receive directly from the Great 
Ruler of a hidden World, are seldom inclined to accept any no- 
tion of supernatural intrusion into the affairs of daily life. They 
put it from them with anxious determination. They regard it 
hxediy as liocus-pocus, childish if not wicked. 

Father Murchison inclined to the normal view of the devoted 
churchman. He was determined to incline to it. He could not— 
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so he now told himself— accept the idea that his friend was being 
supernaturally punished for his lack of humanity, his deficiency 
in affection, by being obliged to endure the love of some horrible 
thing, which could not be seen, heard, or handled. Neverthe- 
less, retribution did certainly seem to wait upon Guxldea’s con- 
dition. That which he had unnaturally dreaded and shrunk from 
in his thought he seemed to be now forced unnaturally to suffer. 
The Father prayed for his friend that night before the little, 
humble altar in the barely furnished, cell-like chamber where 
he slept. 

On the following evening, when he called in Hyde Park 
Place, the door was opened by the housemaid, and Father 
Murchison mounted the stairs, wondering what had become of 
Pitting. He was met at the library door by Guildea and was 
painfully struck by the alteration m his appearance. His face 
was ashen in hue, and there were lines beneath his eyes. The eyes 
themselves looked excited and horribly forlorn. His hair and 
dress were disordered and his lips twitched continually, as if he 
were shaken by some acute nervous apprehension. 

“What has become of Pitting?” asked the Father, grasping 
Guildea’s hot and feverish hand. 

“He has left my service.” 

“Left your service!” exclaimed the Father in utter amazement. 

“Yes, this afternoon.” 

“May one ask why?” 

“I’m going to tell you. It’s all part and parcel of this— this most 
odious business. You remember once discussing the relations 
men ought to have with their servants?” 

“Ah!” cried the Father, with a flash of inspiration. “The crisis 
has occurred?” 

“Exactly,” said the Professor, with a bitter smile. “The crisis 
has occurred. I called upon Pitting to be a man and a brother. 
He responded by declining the invitation. I upbraided him. He 
gave me warning I paid him his wages and told him he could 
go at once. And he has gone. What are you looking at me like 
that for?” 

“I didn’t know,” said Father Murchison, hastily dropping hij 
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eyes, and looking away. “Why,” he added, "Napoleon is gone 
too.” 

“Z sold him to-day to one of those shops in Shaftesbury 
Avenue.” 

“Why?” 

"He sickened me with his abominable imitation of— his inter- 
course with— well, you know what he was at last night. Besides, I 
have no further need of his proof to tell me I am not dreaming. 
And, being convinced as I now am, that all I have thought to 
have happened has actually happened, I care very little about 
convincing others. Forgive me for saying so, Murchison, but I 
am now certain that my anxiety to make you believe in the pres- 
ence of something here really arose from some faint doubt on 
that subject— within myself. All doubt has now vanished.” 

“Tell me why.” 

“I will.” 

Both men were standing by the fire. They continued to stand 
while Guildea went on: 

“Last night I felt it.” 

“What?” cried the Father. 

“I say that last night, as I was going upstairs to bed, I felt 
something accompanying me and nestling up against me.” 

“How horrible!” exclaimed the Father, involuntarily. 

Guildea smiled drearily. 

“I will not deny the horror of it. I cannot, since I was com- 
pelled to call on Pitting for assistance.” 

“But— tell me— what was it, at least what did it seem to be?” 

“It seemed to be a human being It seemed, I say, and what I 
mean exactly is that the effect upon me was rather that of human 
contact than of anything else. But I could see nothing, hear 
nothing. Only, three times, I felt this gentle, but determined, 
^ush against me, as if to coax me and to attract my attention. The 
first time it happened I was on the landing outside this room, 
with my foot on the first stair. I will confess to you, Murchison, 
that I bounded upstairs like one pursued. That is the shameful 
truth. Just as I was about to enter my bedroom, however, I felt 
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the thing entering with me, and, as I have said, squeezing, with 
loathsome, sickening tenderness, against my side. Then—” 

He paused, turned towards the fire and leaned his head on his 
arm. The Father was greatly moved by the strange helplessness 
and despair of the attitude. He laid his hand affectionately on 
Gui Idea’s shoulder. 

“Then?” 

Guildea lifted his head. He looked painfully abashed. 

“Then, Murchison, I am ashamed to say, I broke down, sud- 
denly, unaccountably, in a way I should have thought wholly 
impossible to me. I struck out with my hands to thrust the thing 
away. It pressed more closely to me. The pressure, the contact 
became unbearable to me. I shouted out for Pitting. I— I believe 
I must have cried— ‘Help/ ” 

“He came, of course?” 

“Yes, with his usual soft, unemotional quiet. His calm— its 
opposition to my excitement of disgust and horror— must, I sup- 
pose, have irritated me. I was not myself, no, no!” 

He stopped abruptly. Then— 

“But I need hardly tell you that,” he added, with most piteous 
irony. 

“And what did you say to Pitting?” 

“I said that he should have been quicker. He begged my 
pardon. His cold voice really maddened me, and I burst out 
into some foolish, contemptible diatribe, called him a machine, 
taunted him, then— as I felt that loathsome thing nestling once 
more to me— begged him to assist me, to stay with me, not to 
leave me alone— I meant in the company of my tormentor. 
Whether he was frightened, or whether he was angry at my un- 
just and violent maimer and speech a moment before, I don't 
know. In any case he answered that he was engaged as a butler, 
and not to sit up all night with people. I suspect he thought I 
had taken too much to drink. No doubt that was it. I believe I 
swore at him as a coward— I! This morning he said he wished to 
leave my service. I gave him a month's wages, a good character 
as a butler, and sent him off at once.” 

“But the night? How did you pass it?" 
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"I sat up all night.” 

"Where? In your bedroom?” 

"Yes— with the door open— to let it go.” 

"You felt that it stayed?” 

"It never left me for a moment, but it did not touch me again. 
When it was light I took a bath, lay down for a little while, but 
did not close my eyes. After breakfast I had the explanation with 
Pitting and paid him. Then I came up here. My nerves were in a 
very shattered condition. Well, I sat down, tried to write, to 
think. But the silence was broken in the most abominable 
manner.” 

"How?” 

“By the murmur of that appalling voice, that voice of a love- 
sick idiot, sickly but determined. Ugh!” 

He shuddered in every limb. Then he pulled himself together, 
assumed, with a self-conscious effort, his most determined, most 
aggressive, manner, and added: 

"I couldn’t stand that. I had come to the end of my tether; 
so I sprang up, ordered a cab to be called, seized the cage and 
drove with it to a bird shop in Shaftesbury Avenue. There I sold 
the parrot for a trifle. I think, Murchison, that I must have been 
nearly mad then, for, as I came out of the wretched shop, and 
stood for an instant on the pavement among the cages of rabbits, 
guinea-pigs, and puppy dogs, I laughed aloud I felt as if a load 
was lifted from my shoulders, as if in selling that voice I had 
sold the cursed thing that torments me. But when I got back to 
the house it was here. It’s here now. I suppose it will always be 
here.” 

He shuffled his feet on the rug in front of the fire. 

“What on earth am I to do?” he said. “I’m ashamed of my- 
self, Murchison, but— but I suppose there are things in the world 
that certain men simply can’t endure. Well, I can’t endure this, 
and there’s an end of the matter.” 

He ceased. The Father was silent. In presence of this extraor- 
dinary distress he did not know what to say. He recognised 
the uselessness of attempting to comfort Guildea, and he sat with 
his eyes turned, almost moodily, to the ground. And while he 
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sat there he tried to give himself to the influences within the 
room, to feel all that was within it. He even, half-unconsciously, 
tried to force his imagination to play tricks with him. But he re- 
mained totally unaware of any third person with them. At length 
he said: 

“Guildea, I cannot pretend to doubt the reality of your misery 
here. You must go away, and at once. When is your Paris lecture?” 

“Next week. In nine days from now ” 

“Go to Paris to-morrow then; you say you have never had any 
consciousness that this— this thing pursued you beyond your 
own front door?” 

‘ 4 N e ver— h i therto. ’ ’ 

“Go to-morrow morning Stay away till after your lecture. 
And then let us see if the affair is at an end. Hope, my dear friend, 
hope.” 

He had stood up. Now he clasped the Professor’s hand. 

“See all your friends in Pans. Seek distractions I would ask 
you also to seek— other help ” 

He said the last words with a gentle, earnest gravity and sim- 
plicity that touched Guildea, who returned his handclasp almost 
warmly. 

“I’ll go,” he said. “I’ll catch the ten o’clock train, and to-night 
I’ll sleep at an hotel, at the Grosvenor— that’s close to the station. 
It will be more convenient for the train.” 

As Father Murchison went home that night he kept thinking 
of that sentence “It will be more convenient for the train.” The 
weakness in Guildea that had prompted its utterance appalled 
him. 


VI 

No letter came to Father Murchison from the Professor during 
the next few days, and this silence reassured him, for it seemed 
to betoken that all was well. The day of the lecture dawned, and 
passed. On the following morning, the Father eagerly opened the 
Times, and scanned its pages to see if there were any report of 
the great meeting of scientific men which Guildea had addressed. 
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He glanced up and down the columns with anxious eyes, then 
suddenly his hands stiffened as they held the sheets. He had 
come upon the following paragraph: 

"We regret to announce that Professor Frederic Guildea was sud- 
denly seized with severe illness yesterday evening while addressing a 
scientific meeting in Paris. It was observed that he looked very pale 
and nervous when he rose to his feet. Nevertheless, he spoke in French 
fluently for about a quarter of an hour. Then he appeared to become 
uneasy He faltered and glanced about like a man apprehensive, or 
in severe distress He even stopped once or twice, and seemed unable 
to go on, to remember what he wished to say. But, pulling himself 
together with an obvious effort, he continued to address the audience. 
Suddenly, however, he paused again, edged furtively along the plat- 
form, as if pursued by something which he feared, struck out with his 
hands, uttered a loud, harsh cry and fainted. The sensation in the 
hall was indescribable. People rose from their seats. Women screamed, 
and, for a moment, there was a veritable panic. It is feared that the 
Professor's mind must have temporarily given way owing to over- 
work. We understand that he will return to England as soon as pos- 
sible, and we sincerely hope that necessary rest and quiet will soon 
have the desired effect, and that he will be completely restored to 
health and enabled to prosecute further the investigations which 
have already so benefited the world." 

The Father dropped the paper, hurried out into Bird Street, 
sent a wire of enquiry to Paris, and received the same day the 
following reply: "Returning to-morrow. Please call evening. 
Guildea/' On that evening the Father called in Hyde Park Place, 
was at once admitted, and found Guildea sitting by the fire in 
the library, ghastly pale, with a heavy rug over his knees. He 
looked like a man emaciated by a long and severe illness, and m 
his wide open eyes there was an expression of fixed horror. The 
Father started at the sight of him, and could scarcely refrain 
from crying out. He was beginning to express his sympathy when 
Guildea stopped him with a trembling gesture. 

"I know all that/' Guildea said, "I know. This Paris affair—” 
He faltered and stopped. 

"You ought never to have gone,” said the Father. “I was wrong. 
I ought not to have advised your going. You were not fit.” 

"I was perfectly fit,” he answered, with the irritability of sick- 
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ness. "But I was— I was accompanied by that abominable thing.” 

He glanced hastily round him, shifted his chair and pulled 
the rug higher over his knees. The Father wondered why he was 
thus wrapped up. For the fire was bright and red and the night 
was not very cold. 

‘‘I was accompanied to Paris,” he continued, pressing his 
upper teeth upon his lower lip. 

He paused again, obviously striving to control himself. But 
the effort was vain. There was no resistance in the man. He 
writhed in his chair and suddenly burst forth in a tone of hope- 
less lamentation. 

“Murchison, this being, thing— whatever it is— no longer leaves 
me even for a moment. It will not stay here unless I am here, for 
it loves me, persistently, idiotically. It accompanied me to Paris, 
stayed with me there, pursued me to the lecture hall, pressed 
against me, caressed me while I was speaking. It has returned 
with me here. It is here now”— he uttered a sharp cry— “now, 
as I sit here with you. It is nestling up to me, fawning upon me, 
touching my hands. Man, man, can’t you feel that it is here?” 

“No,” the Father answered truly. 

"I try to protect myself from its loathsome contact,” Guildea 
continued, with fierce excitement, clutching the thick rug with 
both hands. “But nothing is of any avail against it. Nothing. 
What is it? What can it be? Why should it have come to me that 
night?” 

“Perhaps as a punishment,” said the Father, with a quick 
softness. 

“For what?” 

“You hated affection. You put human feeling aside with con 
tempt You had, you desired to have, no love for anyone. Nor 
did you desire to receive any love from anything. Perhaps this is 
a punishment.” 

Guildea stared into his face. 

“D’you believe that?” he cried. 

“I don’t know,” said the Father. “But it mav be so. Try to 
endure it, even to welcome it. Possibly then the persecution will 
cease.” 
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“I know it means me no harm,” Guildea exclaimed, “it seeks 
me out of affection. It was led to me by some amazing attraction 
which I exercise over it ignorantly. I know that. But to a man of 
my nature that is the ghastly part of the matter. If it would hate 
me, I could bear it. If it would attack me, if it would try to do 
me some dreadful harm, I should become a man again. I should 
be braced to fight against it. But this gentleness, this abominable 
solicitude, this brainless worship of an idiot, persistent, sickly, 
horribly physical, I cannot endure. What does it want of me? 
What would it demand of me? It nestles to me. It leans against 
me. I feel its touch, like the touch of a feather, trembling about 
my heart, as if it sought to number my pulsations, to find out the 
inmost secrets of my impulses and desires. No privacy is left to 
me.” He sprang up excitedly. “I cannot withdraw,” he cried, 
“I cannot be alone, untouched, unworshipped, unwatched for 
even one-half second. Murchison, I am dying of this, I am 
dying " 

He sank down again in his chair, staring apprehensively on 
all sides, with the passion of some blind man, deluded in the 
belief that by his furious and continued effort he will attain sight. 
The Father knew well that he sought to pierce the veil of the 
invisible, and have knowledge of the thing that loved him. 

“Guildea,” the Father said, with insistent earnestness, “try 
to endure this— do more— try to give this thing what it seeks.” 

“But it seeks my love.” 

“Learn to give it your love and it may go, having received 
what it came for ” 

“T’sh! You talk like a priest. Suffer your persecutors. Do good 
to them that despitefully use you. You talk as a priest.” 

“As a friend I spoke naturally, indeed, right out of my heart. 
The idea suddenly came to me that all this— truth or seeming, 
it doesn’t matter which— may be some strange form of lesson. I 
have had lessons— painful ones. I shall have many more. If you 
could welcome—” 

“I can’t! I can’t!” Guildea cried fiercely. “Hatred! I can give 
it that— always that, nothing but that— hatred, hatred." 
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He raised his voice, glared into the emptiness of the room, 
and repeated, “Hatred!” 

As he spoke the waxen pallor of his cheeks increased, until he 
looked like a corpse with living eyes. The Father feared that he 
was going to collapse and faint, but suddenly he raised himself 
upon his chair and said, in a high and keen voice, full of sup- 
pressed excitement: 

“Murchison, Murchison!” 

“Yes. What is it?” 

An amazing ecstasy shone in Guildea’s eyes. 

“It wants to leave me,” he cried. “It wants to go! Don’t lose a 
moment! Let it out! The window— the window!” 

The Father, wondering, went to the near window, drew aside 
the curtains and pushed it open. The branches of the trees in 
the garden creaked drily in the light wind. Guildea leaned for- 
ward on the arms of his chair. There was silence for a moment. 
Then Guildea, speaking in a rapid whisper, said: 

“No, no. Open this door— open the hall door. I feel— I feel 
that it will return the way it came. Make haste— ah, go!” 

The Father obeyed— to soothe him, hurried to the door and 
opened it wide. Then he glanced back to Guildea. He was stand- 
ing up, bent forward. His eyes were glaring with eager expec- 
tation, and, as the Father turned, he made a furious gesture 
towards the passage with his thm hands. 

The Father hastened out and down the stairs. As he descended 
in the twilight he fancied he heard a slight cry from the room 
behind him, but he did not pause. He flung the hall door open, 
standing back against the wall. After waiting a moment— to 
satisfy Guildea, he was about to close the door again, and had 
his hand on it, when he was attracted irresistibly to look forth 
towards the park. The night was lit by a young moon, and, gazing 
through the railings, his eyes fell upon a bench beyond them. 

Upon the bench something was sitting, huddled together very 
strangely. 

The Father remembered instantly Guildea’s description of 
that former night, that night of Advent, and a sensation of 
horror-stricken curiosity stole through him. 
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Was there then really something that had indeed come to the 
Professor? And had it finished its work, fulfilled its desire and 
gone back to its former existence? 

The Father hesitated a moment in the doorway. Then he 
stepped out resolutely and crossed the road, keeping his eyes 
fixed upon this black or dark object that leaned so strangely upon 
the bench. He could not tell yet what it was like, but he fancied 
it was unlike anything with which his eyes were acquainted. He 
reached the opposite path, and was about to pass through the 
gate in the railings, when his arm was brusquely grasped. He 
started, turned round, and saw a policeman eyeing him suspi- 
ciously. 

“What are you up to?” said the policeman. 

The Father was suddenly aware that he had no hat upon his 
head, and that his appearance, as he stole forward in his cassock, 
with his eyes intently fixed upon the bench in the park, was 
probably unusual enough to excite suspicion. 

“It’s all nght, policeman,” he answered quickly, thrusting 
some money into the constable’s hand. 

Then, breaking from him, the Father hurried towards the 
bench, bitterly vexed at the interruption. When he reached it, 
nothing was there. Guildea’s experience had been almost ex- 
actly repeated and, filled with unreasonable disappointment, the 
Father returned to the house, entered it, shut the door and 
hastened up the narrow stairway into the library. 

On the hearthrug, close to the fire, he found Guildea lying 
with his head lolled against the armchair from which he had 
recently risen. There was a shocking expression of terror on his 
convulsed face. On examining him the Father found that he 
was dead. 

The doctor, who was called in, said that the cause of death 
was failure of the heart. 

When Father Murchison was told this, he murmured: 

“Failure of the heartl It was that thenl” 

He turned to the doctor and said: 

“Could it have been prevented?” 

The doctor drew on his gloves and answered: 
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“Possibly, if it had been taken in time. Weakness of the heart 
requires a great deal of care. The Professor was too much ab- 
sorbed in his work. He should have lived very differently.” 

The Father nodded. 

“Yes, yes,” he said, sadly. 
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! The Return of Imray 


Everybody knows that Kipling was born in India and returned there after the 
completion of hts schooling in England He then began his career as a journalist, 
in Lahore and Allahabad, and achieved World-Wide fame with the publication of 
Plain Tales from the Hills and Soldiers Three in 1888 , when he was only 
twenty -three He won acclaim as a novelist and poet as well as a writer of short 
stones . 

Since his death, his populanty has waned considerably, which is only natural A 
writer seldom appeals to the next generation as powerfully as to his own, and 
certainly Ktpltng*s naive brand of imperialism ts far less palatable today than it 
used to be He could undoubtedly be vulgar, and sometimes shamefully mean, in 
his prejudices and admirattons, and in hts expression of them , but hts virtues far 
outweigh hts faults. 

Many critics may have deplored his erstwhile reputation as a poet, denouncing 
him as merely an adroit and rather cheap versifier, yet T S Eliot— of all people f — 
has recently come to hts defense. As for his novels — Captains Courageous, The 
Light That Failed, and, above all, Kim will be bought and read when many a 
best-seller of today has long been forgotten And tf we were to name his fine short 
stories, it would practically mean calling the long roll of all he ever wrote 

No doubt it ts presumptuous— and risky, for a mere editor— to say that any one 
artist is the “greatest” in hts field, but summoning up all our courage, we venture 
to declare that, on the whole, and taking all his faults into account, Kipling is 
the most consummate teller of tales the world has ever known 

We have selected, of hts supernatural stories, “The Return of Imray,” which 
ts just a fine tale, and “They” which has a special tenderness and excellence all 
its own The lovely poem “The Return of the Children " which so perfectly 
introduces the latter story, was written for that purpose by the author, according 
to hts usual custom 


The doors were wide, the story saith. 

Out of the night came the patient wraith , 

He might not speak, and he could not stir 
A hair of the Baron* s minmver — 

Speechless and strength less, a shadow thin, 

He roved the castle to seek his kin . 

A nd oh, ’twas a piteous thing to see 
The dumb ghost follow his enemy! 

The Baron . 

imray achieved the impossible. Without warning, for no con- 
ceivable motive, in his youth, at the threshold of his career he 
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chose to disappear from the world— which is to say, the little 
Indian station where he lived. 

Upon a day he was alive, well, happy, and in great evidence 
among the billiard tables at his Club. Upon a morning he was 
not, and no manner of search could make sure where he might 
be. He had stepped out of his place; he had not appeared at his 
office at the proper time, and his dogcart was not upon the public 
roads. For these reasons, and because he was hampering, in a 
microscopical degree, the administration of the Indian Empire, 
that Empire paused for one microscopical moment to make in- 
quiry into the fate of lmray. Ponds were dragged, wells were 
plumbed, telegrams were despatched down the lines of rail- 
ways and to the nearest seaport town— twelve hundred miles 
away; but lmray was not at the end of the drag-ropes nor the 
telegraph wires. He was gone, and his place knew him no more. 
Then the work of the great Indian Empire swept forward, because 
it could not be delayed, and lmray from being a man became a 
mystery— such a thing as men talk over at their tables in the Club 
for a month, and then forget utterly. His guns, horses, and carts 
were sold to the highest bidder. His superior officer wrote an 
altogether absurd letter to his mother, saying that lmray had 
unaccountably disappeared, and his bungalow stood empty. 

After three or four months of the scorching hot weather had 
gone by, my friend Strickland, of the Police, saw fit to rent the 
bungalow from the native landlord. This was before he was en- 
gaged to Miss Youghal— an affair which has been described in 
another place— and while he was pursuing his investigations into 
native life. His own life was sufficiently peculiar, and men com- 
plained of his manners and customs. There was always food in 
his house, but there were no regular times for meals. He ate, 
standing up and walking about, whatever he might find at the 
sideboard, and this is not good for human beings. His domestic 
equipment was limited to six rifles, three shot-guns, five saddles, 
and a collection of stiff-jointed mahseer-rods, bigger and stronger 
than the largest salmon-rods. These occupied one-half of his 
bungalow, and the other half was given up to Strickland and his 
dog Tietiens— an enormous Rampur slut who devoured daily the 
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rations of two men. She spoke to Strickland in a language of her 
own; and whenever, walking abroad, she saw things calculated to 
destroy the peace of Her Majesty the Queen-Empress, she re- 
turned to her master and laid information. Strickland would 
take steps at once, and the end of his labours was trouble and fine 
and imprisonment for other people. The natives believed that 
Tietjens was a familiar spirit, and treated her with the great 
reverence that is born of hate and fear. One room in the bunga- 
low was set apart for her special use. She owned a bedstead, a 
blanket, and a drinking-trough, and if any one came into Strick- 
land’s room at night her custom was to knock down the invader 
and give tongue till someone came with a light. Strickland owed 
his life tc her when he was on the Frontier in search of a local 
murderer, who came in the gray dawn to send Strickland much 
farther than the Andaman Islands. Tietjens caught the man as 
he was crawling into Strickland’s tent with a dagger between his 
teeth; and after his record of iniquity was established in the eyes 
of the law he was hanged. From that date Tietjens wore a collar 
of rough silver, and employed a monogram on her night blanket; 
and the blanket was ot double woven Kashmir cloth, for she was 
a delicate dog. 

Under no circumstances would she be separated from Strick- 
land; and once, when he was ill with fever, made great trouble for 
the doctors, because she did not knrw how to help her master 
and would not allow another creature x attempt aid. Macar- 
naght, of the Indian Medical Service, beat ner over her head with 
a gun-butt before she could understand that she must give room 
for those who could give quinine. 

A short time after Strickland had taken Imray’s bungalow, my 
business took me through that Station, and naturally, the Club 
quarters being full, I quartered myself upon Strickland. It was 
a desirable bungalow, eight-roomed and heavily thatched against 
any chance of leakage from rain. Under the pitch of the roof ran 
a ceiling-cloth which looked just as neat as a whitewashed ceiling. 
The landlord had repainted it when Strickland took the bunga- 
low. Unless you knew how Indian bungalows were built you 
Would never have suspected that above the cloth the dark 
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three-cornered cavern of the roof, where the beams and the un- 
derside of the thatch harboured all manner of rats, bats, ants, and 
foul things. 

Tietjens met me in the verandah with a bay like the boom of 
the bell of St. Paul’s, putting her paws on my shoulder to show 
she was glad to see me. Strickland had contrived to claw together 
a sort of meal which he called lunch, and immediately after it 
was finished went out about his business. I was left alone with 
Tietjens and my own affairs. The heat of the summer had broken 
up and turned to the warm damp of the rains. There was no 
motion in the heated air, but the rain fell like ramrods on the 
earth, and flung up a blue mist when it splashed back. The bam- 
boos, and the custard apples, the pomsettias, and the mango trees 
in the garden stood still while the warm water lashed through 
them, and the frogs began to sing among the aloe hedges. A little 
before the light failed, and when the rain was at its worst, I sat in 
the back verandah and heard the water roar from the eaves, and 
scratched myself because I was covered with the thing called 
prickly heat. Tietjens came out with me and put her head in my 
lap and was very sorrowful; so I gave her biscuits when tea was 
ready, and I took tea in the back verandah on account of the little 
coolness found there. The rooms of the house were dark behind 
me. I could smell Strickland’s saddlery and the oil on his guns, 
and I had no desire to sit among these things. My own servant 
came to me in the twilight, the muslin of his clothes clinging 
tightly to his drenched body, and told me that a gentleman had 
called and wished to see someone. Very much against my will, but 
oniy because of the darkness of the rooms, I went into the naked 
drawing-room, telling my man to bring the lights. There might 
or might not have been a caller waiting— it seemed to me that I 
saw a figure by one of the windows— but when the lights came 
there was nothing save the spikes of the rain without, and the 
smell of the drinking earth in my nostrils. I explained to my 
servant that he was no wiser than he ought to be, and went back 
to the verandah to talk to Tietjens. She had gone out into the 
wet, and I could hardly coax her back to me, even with biscuits 
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with sugar tops. Strickland came home, dripping wet, just before 
dinner, and the first thing he said was: 

“Has any one called?” 

I explained, with apologies, that my servant had summoned 
me into the drawing-room on a false alarm, or that some loafer 
had tried to call on Strickland, and thinking better of it, had fled 
after giving his name. Strickland ordered dinner, without com- 
ment, and since it was a real dinner with a white tablecloth at- 
tached, we sat down. 

At nine o’clock Strickland wanted to go to bed, and I was tired 
too. Tietjens, who had been lying underneath the table, rose up, 
and swung into the least exposed verandah as soon as her master 
moved to his own room, which was next to the stately chamber 
set apart for Tietjens. If a mere wife had wished to sleep out of 
doors in that pelting rain it would not have mattered; but 
Tietjens was a dog, and therefore the better animal. I looked at 
Strickland, expecting to see him flay her with a whip. He smiled 
queerly, as a man would smile after telling some unpleasant 
domestic tragedy. “She has done this ever since I moved in here,” 
said he. “Let her go.” 

The dog was Strickland’s dog, so I said nothing, but I felt all 
that Strickland felt in being thus made light of. Tietjens en- 
camped outside my bedroom window, and storm after storm 
came up, thundered on the thatch, and died away. The lightning 
spattered the sky as a thrown egg spatters a barn door, but the 
light was pale blue, not yellow; and, looking through my split 
bamboo blinds, I could see the great dog standing, not sleeping, 
in the verandah, the hackles alift on her back, and her feet 
anchored as tensely as the drawn wire-rope of a suspension 
bridge. In the very short pauses of the thunder I tried to sleep, 
but it seemed that someone wanted me very urgently. He, who- 
ever he was, was trying to call me by name, but his voice was no 
more than a husky whisper. The thunder ceased, and Tietjens 
went into the garden and howled at the low moon. Somebody 
tried to open my door, walked about and about through the 
house, and stood breathing heavily in the verandahs, and just 
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when I was falling asleep I fancied that I heard a wild hammering 
and clamouring above my head or on the door. 

I ran into Strickland’s room and asked him whether he was 
ill, and had been calling for me. He was lying on his bed half 
dressed, a pipe in his mouth. “I thought you’d come,” he said. 
“Have I been walking round the house recently?” 

I explained that he had been tramping in the dining room and 
the smoking room and two or three other places; and he laughed 
and told me to go back to bed. I went back to bed and slept till 
the morning, but through all my mixed dreams I was sure I was 
doing some one an injustice in not attending to his wants. What 
those wants were I could not tell; but a fluttering, whispering, 
bolt-fumbling, lurking, loitering Someone was reproaching me 
for my slackness, and, half awake, I heard the howling of Tietjens 
in the garden and the threshing of the rain. 

I lived in that house for two days. Strickland went to his office 
daily, leaving me alone for eight or ten hours with Tietjens for 
my only companion. As long as the full light lasted I was com 
fortable, and so was Tietjens; but in the twilight she and I moved 
into the back verandah and cuddled each other for company. We 
were alone in the house, but none the less it was much too fully 
occupied by a tenant with whom I did not wish to interfere. I 
never saw him, but I could see the curtains between the rooms 
quivering where he had just passed through; I could hear the 
chairs creaking as the bamboos sprung under a weight that had 
just quitted them; and I could feel when I went to get a book 
from the dining room that somebody was waiting in the shadows 
of the front verandah till I should have gone away. Tietjens made 
the twilight more interesting by glaring into the darkened rooms 
with every hair erect, and following the motions of something 
that I could not see. She never entered the rooms, but her eyes 
moved interestedly: that was quite sufficient. Only when my 
servant came to trim the lamps and make all light and habitable 
she would come in with me and spend her time sitting on her 
haunches, watching an invisible extra man as he moved about 
behind my shoulder. Dogs are cheerful companions. 

I explained to Strickland, gently as might be, that I would go 
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over to the Club and find for myself quarters there. I admired his 
hospitality, was pleased with his guns and rods, but I did not 
much care for his house and its atmosphere. He heard me out to 
the end, and then smiled very wearily, but without contempt, 
for he is a man who understands things. "Stay on,” he said, “and 
see what this thing means. All you have talked about I have 
known since I took the bungalow. Stay on and wait. Tietjens has 
left me. Are you going too?” 

I had seen him through one little affair, connected with a 
heathen idol, that had brought me to the doors of a lunatic 
asylum, and I had nc desire to help him through further experi- 
ences. He was a man to whom unpleasantness arrived as do 
dinners to ordinary people. 

Therefore 1 explained more clearly than ever that I liked him 
immensely, and woulc be happy to see him in the daytime, but 
that I did not cate ..o sleep under his roof. This was after dinner, 
when Tietjens aac 1 gone out to lie in the verandah. 

“ Ton my soul, l don t wonder,” said Strickland, with his eyes 
on the ceiling-cloth. “Look at that'” 

The tails or two brown snakes were hanging between the cloth 
and the cornice of the wall. They threw long shadows in the 
lamplight. 

“If you are afraid of snakes of course—” said Strickland. 

I hate and fear snakes, because if you look into the eyes of any 
snake you will see that it knows all and more of the mystery of 
man’s fall, and that it feels all the contempt that the Devil felt 
when Adam was evicted from Eden. Besides which its bite is gen- 
erally fatal, and it twists up trouser legs. 

“You ought to get your thatch overhauled,” J said. “Give me a 
mahseer-rod, and we’ll poke ’em down.” 

"They’ll hide among the roof-beams,” said Strickland. “I can’t 
stand snakes overhead. I’m going up into the root. If I shake ’em 
down, stand Dy with a cleaning-rod and break their backs.” 

I was not anxious to assist Strickland in ms work but 1 took 
the cleaning-rod and waited in the dining room, while Strick- 
land brought a gardener’s ladder from the verandah, and set it 
against the side of the room. The snake-tails drew themselves up 
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and disappeared. We could hear the dry rushing scuttle of long 
bodies running over the baggy ceiling-cloth. Strickland took a 
lamp with him, while I tried to make clear to him the danger 
of hunting roof-snakes between a ceiling-cloth and a thatch, apart 
from the deterioration of property caused by ripping out ceiling 
cloths. 

“Nonsense!” said Strickland. “They’re sure to hide near the 
walls by the cloth. The bricks are too cold for ’em, and the heat 
of the room is just what they like.” He put his hand to the comei 
of the stuff and ripped it from the cornice. It gave with a great 
sound of tearing, and Strickland put his head through the open- 
ing into the dark of the angle of the roof-beams. I set my teeth and 
lifted the rod, for I had not the least knowledge of what might 
descend. 

“H’m!” said Strickland, and his voice rolled and rumbled in 
the roof. "There s room for another set of rooms jp here, and, 
by Jove, some one is occupying ’em!” 

“Snakes?” I said from below. 

“No. It’s a buffalo. Hand me up the two last joints of a mahseer 
rod, and I’ll prod it. It’s lying on the main roof-beam. ’ 

I handed up the rod. 

“What a nest for owls and serpents! No wonder the snakes live 
here,” said Strickland, climbing farther into the roof. I could see 
his elbow thrusting with the rod. “Come out of that, whoevet 
you are! Heads below there! It’s falling.” 

I saw the ceiling-cloth nearly in the centre of the room sag with 
a shape that was pressing it downwards and downwards towards 
the lighted lamp on the table. I snatched the lamp out of danger 
and stood back. Then the cloth ripped out from the walls, tore, 
split, swayed, and shot down upon the table something that I 
dared not look at, till Strickland had slid down the ladder and was 
standing by my side. 

He did not say much, being a man of few words; but he picked 
up the loose end of the tablecloth and threw it over the remnants 
on the table. 

“It strikes me,” said he, putting down the lamp, “our friend 
Imray has come back. Oh! you would, would you?” 
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There was a movement under the cloth, and a little snake 
wriggled out, to be back-broken by the butt of the mahseer-rod. 
I was sufficiently sick to make no remarks worth recording. 

Strickland meditated, and helped himself to drinks. The ar- 
rangement under the cloth made no more signs of life. 

"Is it Imray?” I said. 

Strickland turned back the cloth for a moment, and looked. 

"It is Imray," he said; “and his throat is cut from ear to ear.” 

Then we spoke, both together and to ourselves: “That’s why 
he whispered about the house.” 

Tietjens, in the garden, began to bay furiously. A little later 
her great nose heaved open the dining-room door. 

She snuffed and was still. The tattered ceiling-cloth hung down 
almost to the level of the table, and there was hardly room to 
move away from the discovery. 

Tietjens came in and sat down; her teeth bared under her lip 
and her forepaws planted. She looked at Strickland. 

“It’s a bad business, old lady,” said he. "Men don’t climb up 
into the roofs of their bungalows to die, and they don’t fasten 
up the ceiling-cloth behind ’em. Let’s think it out.” 

“Let’s think it out somewhere else,” I said. 

“Excellent idea! Turn the lamps out. We’ll get into my room.” 

I did not turn the lamps out. I went into Strickland’s room 
first, and allowed him to make the darkness. Then he followed 
me, and we lit tobacco and thought. Strickland thought. I smoked 
furiously, because I was afraid. 

“Imray is back,” said Strickland. “The question is— who killed 
Imray? Don’t talk, I’ve a notion of my own. When I took this 
bungalow I took over most of Imray’s servants. Imray was guile- 
less and inoffensive, wasn’t he?” 

I agreed; though the heap under the cloth had looked neither 
one thing nor the other. 

"If I call in all the servants they will stand fast in a crowd and 
lie like Aryans. What do you suggest?” 

“Call ’em in one by one,” I said. 

“They’ll run away and give the news to all their fellows/’ said 

£716] 



The Return of Imray 

Strickland. “We must segregate ’em. Do you suppose your servant 
knows anything about it?” 

“He may, for aught I know; but I don’t think it’s likely. He has 
only been here two or three days,” I answered. “What’s your 
notion?” 

“I can’t quite tell. How the dickens did the man get the wrong 
side of the ceiling-cloth?” 

There was a heavy coughing outside Strickland’s bedroom 
door. This showed that Bahadur Khan, his body servant, had 
waked from sleep and wished to put Strickland to bed. 

“Come in,” said Strickland. “It’s a very warm night, isn’t it?" 

Bahadur Khan, a great, green-turbaned, six-foot Moham- 
medan, said that it was a very warm night; but that there was 
more rain pending, which, by his Honour’s favour, would bring 
relief to the country. 

“It will be so, if God pleases,” said Strickland, tugging off his 
soots. “It is in my mind, Bahadur Khan, that I have worked thee 
remorselessly for many days— ever since that time when thou first 
earnest into my service. What time was that?” 

“Hac the Heaven-born forgotten? It was when Imray Sahib 
went secretly to Europe without warning given; and I— even I— 
came into the honoured service of the protector of the poor.” 

“And Imray Sahib went to Europe?” 

“It is so said among those who were his servants.” 

“And thou wilt take service with him when he returns?” 

"Assuredly, Sahib. He was a good master, and cherished his 
dependents.” 

“That is true. I am very tired, but I go buck-shooting to- 
morrow. Give me the little sharp rifle that I use for black-buck, 
it is in the case yonder.” 

The man stooped over the case; handed barrels, stock, and fore- 
end to Strickland, who fitted all together, pawning dolefully. 
Then he reached down to the gun-case, took a solid-drawn car- 
tridge, and slipped it into the breech of the .360 Express. 

“And Imray Sahib has gone to Europe secretly! That is very 
strange, Bahadur Khan, is it not?” 

“What do I know of the ways of the white man. Heaven-bom?” 
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“Very little, truly. But thou shalt know more anon. It has 
reached me that Imray Sahib has returned from his so long 
joumeyings, and that even now he lies in the next room, waiting 
his servant.” 

“Sahib!” 

The lamplight slid along the barrels of the rifle as they levelled 
themselves at Bahadur Khan’s broad breast. 

“Go and look!” said Strickland. “Take a lamp. Thy master is 
tired, and he waits thee. Go!” 

The man picked up a lamp, and went into the dining room, 
Strickland following, and almost pushing him with the muzzle 
of the rifle. He looked for a moment at the black depths behind 
the ceilmg-cloth; at the writhing snake under foot; and last, a 
gray glaze settling on his face, at the thing under the tablecloth. 

“Hast thou seen?” said Strickland after a pause. 

“I have seen. I am clay in the white man’s hands. What does the 
Presence do?” 

“Hang thee within the month. What else?” 

“For killing him? Nay, Sahib, consider. Walking among us, his 
servants, he cast his eyes upon my child, who was four years old. 
Him he bewitched, and in ten days he died of the fever— my 
* hildl” 

“What said Imray Sahib?” 

“He said he was a handsome child, and patted him on the head; 
wherefore my child died. Wherefore I killed Imray Sahib in the 
twilight, when he had come back from office, and was sleeping. 
Wherefore I dragged him up into the roof-beams and made all 
fast behind him. The Heaven-bom knows all things. I am the 
servant of the Heaven-born.” 

Strickland looked at me above the rifle, and said, in the ver- 
nacular, “Thou art witness to this saying? He has killed.” 

Bahadur Khan stood ashen gray in the light of the one lamp. 
The need for justification came upon him very swiftly. “I am 
trapped,” he said, “but the offence was that man’s. He cast an evil 
eye upon my child, and I killed and hid him. Only such as are 
served by devils,” he glared at Tietjens, couched stolidly before 
him. “only such could know what I did.” 
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"It was clever. But thou shouldst have lashed him to the beam 
with a rope. Now, thou thyself wilt hang by a rope. Orderly!” 

A drowsy policeman answered Strickland’s call. He was fol- 
lowed by another, and Tietjens sat wondrous still. 

“Take him to the police station,” said Strickland. "There is a 
case toward.” 

"Do I hang, then?” said Bahadur Khan, making no attempt to 
escape, and keeping his eyes on the ground. 

“If the sun shines or the water runs— yes!” said Strickland. 

Bahadur Khan stepped back one long pace, quivered, and stood 
still. The two policemen waited furthei orders. 

"Go!” said Strickland. 

"Nay; but I go very swiftly,” sa>'d Bahadur Khan. "Look! I am 
even now a dead man.” 

He lifted his foot, and to the little toe there clung the head of 
the half-killed snake, firm fixed in the agony of death. 

“I come of land-holding stock,” said Bahadur Khan, rocking 
where he stood. "It were a disgrace to me to go to the public 
scaffold: therefore I take this way. Be it remembered that the 
Sahib’s shirts are correctly enumerated, and that there is an extra 
piece of soap in his wash-basin. My child was bewitched, and I 
slew the wizard. Why should you seek to slay me with the rope? 
My honour is saved, and— and— I die.” 

At the end of an hour he died, as they die who are bitten by 
the little brown karait, and the policemen bore him and the 
thing under the tablecloth to their appointed places. All were 
needed to make clear the disappearance of Imray. 

“This,” said Strickland, very calmly, as he climbed into bed, 
"is called the nineteenth century. Did you hear what that man 
said?” 

"I heard,” I answered. “Imray made a mistake.” 

"Simply and solely through not knowing the nature of the 
Oriental, and the coincidence of a little seasonal fever. Bahadur 
Khan had been with him for four years.” 

I shuddered. My own servant had been with me for exactly 
that length of time. When I went over to my own room I found 
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my man waiting, impassive as the copper head on a penny, to 
pull off my boots. 

"What has befallen Bahadur Khan?” said I. 

‘‘He was bitten by a snake and died. The rest the Sahib knows,” 
was the answer. 

“And how much of this matter hast thou known?” 

"As much as might be gathered from One coming in in the 
twilight to seek satisfaction. Gently, Sahib. Let me pull off those 
boots.” 

I had just settled to the sleep of exhaustion when I heard Strick- 
land shouting from his side of the house— 

“Tietjens has come back to her place!” 

And so she had. The great deerhound was couched statelily on 
her own bedstead on her own blanket, while, in the next room, 
the idle, empty ceiling-cloth waggled as it trailed on the table. 





RUDYARD RIPLING 
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"They’ 


THE RETURN OF THE CHILDREN 

Neither the harps nor the crowns amused , nor the cherubs' dove- 
winged races— 

Holding hands forlornly the Children wandered beneath the 

Dome; 

Plucking the radiant robes of the passers-by, and with pitiful faces 

Begging what Princes and Powers refused —“Ah, please will you 
let us go home *” 

Over the jewelled floor, nigh weeping, ran to them Mary the 

Mother, 

Kneeled and caressed and made promise with kisses, and drew 
them along to the gateway— 

Yea, the all-iron unbnbeable Door which Peter must guard and 
none other. 

Straightway She took the Keys from his keeping, and opened and 
freed them straightway 

Then to Her Son, Who had seen and smiled, She said : “On the 
night that 1 bore Thee 

What didst Thou care for a love beyond mine or a heaven that 
was not my arm t 

Didst Thou push from the nipple, O Child, to hear the angels 
adore Thee> 

When we two lay in the breath of the kineV ' And He said:— 
“ Thou hast done no harm.” 

* 

So through the Void the Children ran homeward merrily hand in 

hand, 

Looking neither to left nor right where the breathless Heavens 

stood still; 
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And the Guards of the Void resheathed their swords, for they 
heard the Command: 

" Shall I that have suffered the children to come to me hold them 
against their will?” 


■■ 

THEY 

one view called me to another; one hilltop to its fellow, half 
across the county, and since I could answer at no more trouble 
than the snapping forward of a lever, I let the country flow under 
mv wheels. The orchid-studded flats of the East gave way to the 
thyme, ilex, and grey grass of the Downs; these again to the rich 
comland and fig-trees of the lower coast, where you carry the 
beat of the tide on your left hand for fifteen level miles; and 
when at last I turned inland through a huddle of rounded hills 
and woods I had run myself clean out of my known marks. 
Beyond that precise hamlet which stands godmother to the 
capital of the United States, I found hidden villages where bees, 
the only things awake, boomed in eighty-foot lindens that over- 
hung grey Norman churches; miraculous brooks diving under 
stone bridges built for heavier traffic than would ever vex them 
again; tithe-barns larger than their churches, and an old smithy 
that cried out aloud how it had once been a hall of the Knights 
of the Temple. Gipsies I found on a common where the gorse, 
bracken, and heath fought it out together up a mile of Roman 
road, and a little farther on I disturbed a red fox rolling dog- 
fashion in the naked sunlight. 

As the wooded hills closed about me I stood up in the car to 
take the bearings of that great Down whose ringed head is a land- 
mark for fifty miles across the low countries. I judged that the lie 
of the country would bring me across some westward running 
road that went to his feet, but I did not allow for the confusing 
veils of the woods. A quick turn prunged me first into a green 
cutting brimful of liquid sunshine, next into a gloomy tunnel 
where last year’s dead leaves whispered and scuffled about my 
tyres. The strong hazel stuff meeting overhead had not been cut 
for a couple of generations at least, nor had any axe helped the 
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moss-cankered oak and beech to spring above them. Here the road 
changed frankly into a carpeted ride on whose brown velvet 
spent primrose-clumps showed like jade, and a few sickly, white 
stalked blue-bells nodded together. As the slope favoured I shut 
off the power and slid over the whirled leaves, expecting every 
moment to meet a keeper; but I only heard a jay, far off, arguing 
against the silence under the twilight of the trees. 

Still the track descended. I was on the point of reversing and 
working my way back on the second speed ere I ended in some 
swamp, when I saw sunshine through the tangle ahead and lifted 
the brake. 

It was down again at once. As the light beat across my face my 
fore-wheels took the turf of a great still lawn from which sprang 
horsemen ten feet high with levelled lances, monstrous peacocks, 
and sleek round-headed maids of honour— blue, black, and 
glistening— all of clipped yew. Across the lawn— the marshalled 
woods besieged it on three sides— stood an ancient house of 
lichened and weather-worn stone, with mullioned windows and 
roofs of rose-red tile. It was flanked by semi-circular walls, also 
rose-red, that closed the lawn on the fourth side, and at their feet 
a box hedge grew man-high. There were doves on the roof about 
the slim brick chimneys, and I caught a glimpse of an octagonal 
dove-house behind the screening wall. 

Here, then, I stayed; a horseman’s green spear laid at my breast; 
held by the exceeding beauty of that jewel in that setting. 

“If I am not packed off for a trespasser, or if this knight does 
not ride a wallop at me,” thought I, “Shakespeare and Queen 
Elizabeth at least must come out of that half-open garden door 
and ask me to tea.” 

A child appeared at an upper window, and I thought the little 
thing waved a friendly hand. But it was to call a companion, for 
presently another bright head showed. Then I heard a laugh 
among the yew-peacocks, and turning to make sure (till then I 
had been watching the house only) I saw the silver of a fountain 
behind a hedge thrown up against the sun. The doves on the 
roof cooed to the cooing water; but between the two notes I 
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caught the utterly happy chuckle of a child absorbed in some light 
mischief. 

The garden door— heavy oak sunk deep in the thickness of the 
wall— opened further: a woman in a big garden hat set her foot 
slowly on the time-hollowed stone step and as slowly walked 
across the turf. I was forming some apology when she lifted up 
her head and I saw that she was blind. 

‘I heard you,” she said. “Isn’t that a motor car?” 

“I’m afraid I’ve made a mistake in my road. I should have 
turned off up above— I never dreamed”— I began. 

“But I’m very glad. Fancy a motor car coming into the garden! 
It will be such a treat—” She turned and made as though looking 
about her. “You— you haven’t seen any one have you— perhaps?” 

“No one to speak to, but the children seemed interested at a 
distance.” 

“Which?” 

“I saw a couple up at the window just now, and I think I heard 
a little chap in the grounds.” 

"Oh, lucky you!” she cried, and her face brightened. “I hear 
them, of course, but that’s all. You’ve seen them and heard them?” 

“Yes,” I answered. “And if I know anything of children one 
of them’s having a beautiful time by the fountain yonder. Es- 
caped, I should imagine.” 

“You’re fond of children?” 

I gave her one or two reasons why I did not altogether hate 
them. 

“Of course, of course,” she said. “Then you understand. Then 
you won’t think it foolish if I ask you to take your car through 
the gardens, once or twice— quite slowly. I’m sure they’d like to 
see it. They see so little, poor things. One tries to make their life 
pleasant, but—’’ she threw out her hands towards the woods. 
“We’re so out of the world here.” 

"That will be splendid,” I said. “But I can’t cut up your grass.” 

She faced to the right. “Wait a minute,” she said. “We’re at the 
South gate, aren’t we? Behind those peacocks there’s a flagged 
path. We call it the Peacock’s Walk. You can't see it from here, 
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they tell me, but if you squeeze along by the edge of the wood 
you can turn at the first peacock and get on to the flags.” 

It was sacrilege to wake that dreaming house-front with the 
clatter of machinery, but I swung the car to clear the turf, brushed 
along the edge of the wood and turned in on the broad stone path 
where the fountain-basin lay like one star-sapphire. 

“May I come too?” she cried. “No, please don’t help me. They’ll 
like it better if they see me.” 

She felt her way lightly to the front of the car, and with one 
foot on the step she called: “Children, oh, children! Look and 
see what’s going to happen!” 

The voice would have drawn lost souls from the Pit, for the 
yearning that underlay its sweetness, and I was not surprised to 
hear an answering shout behind the yews. It must have been the 
child by the fountain, but he fled at our approach, leaving a little 
toy boat in the water. I saw the glint of his blue blouse among 
the still horsemen. 

Very disposedly we paraded the length of the walk and at her 
request backed again. This time the child had got the better of 
his panic, but stood far off and doubting. 

“The little fellow’s watching us,” I said. “I wonder if he’d like 
a ride.” 

“They’re very shy still. Very shy. But, oh, lucky you to be able 
to see them! Let’s listen.” 

I stopped the machine at once, and the humid stillness, heavy 
with the scent of box, cloaked us deep. Shears I could hear where 
some gardener was clipping; a mumble of bees and broken voices 
that might have been the doves. 

“Oh, unkmdl” she said weariedly. 

“Perhaps they’re only shy of the motor. The little maid at the 
window looks tremendously interested.” 

“Yes?” She raised her head. “It was wrong of me to say that. 
They are really fond of me. It’s the only thing that makes life 
worth living— when they’re fond of you, isn't it? I daren’t think 
what the place would be without them. By the way, is it beau 
tiful?” 

“I think it is the most beautiful place I have ever seen.” 
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"So they all tell me. I can feel it, of course, but that isn’t quite 
the same thing.” 

“Then have you never—?” I began, but stopped abashed. 

"Not since I can remember. It happened when I was only a 
few months old, they tell me. And yet I must remember some- 
thing, else how could I dream about colours. I see light in my 
dreams, and colours, but I never see them. I only near them just 
as I do when I’m awake.” 

“It’s difficult to see faces in dreams. Some people can, but most 
of us haven’t the gift,” I went on, looking up at the window where 
the child stood all but hidden 

"I’ve heard that too,” she said. “And they tell me that one never 
sees a dead person’s face in a dream. Is that true?” 

"I believe it is— now I come to think of it ” 

“But how is it with yourself— yourself?” The blind eyes turned 
towards me. 

“I have never seen the faces of my dead in any dream,” I 
answered. 

“Then it must be as bad as being blind ” 

The sun had dipped behind the woods and the long shades 
were possessing the insolent horsemen one by one. I saw the light 
die from off the top of a glossy-leaveo lance and all the brave hard 
green turn to soft black Ihe house, accepting another day at 
end, as it had accepted an hundred .nousand gone, seemed to 
settle deeper into zts nest among the shadows. 

"Have you ever wanted to?” she said after the silence. 

“Very much sometimes,” I replied. The child had left the win- 
dow as the shadows closed upon it. 

"Ahl So’ve I, but I don’t suppose it’s allowed. . . . Where 
3’you live?” 

“Quite the other side of the county— sixty miles and more, 
and I must be going back. I’ve come without my big lamp ” 

“But it’s not dark yet. I can feel it.” 

"I’m afraid it will be by the time I get home Could you lend 
me someone to set me on my road at first? I’ve utterly lost myself.” 

"I’ll send Madden with you to the cross-roads. We are so out 
of the world, I don’t wonder you were lost 1 I’ll guide you round 
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to the front of the house; but you will go slowly, won't you, till 
you're out of the grounds? It isn’t foolish, do you think?” 

"I promise you I'll go like this,” I said, and let the car start 
herself down the flagged path. 

We skirted the left wing of the house, whose elaborately cast 
lead guttering alone was worth a day's journey; passed under a 
great rose-grown gate in the red wall, and so round to the high 
front of the house which in beauty and stateliness as much ex 
celled the back as that all others I had seen. 

"Is it so very beautiful?” she said wistfully when she heard mv 
raptures. “And you like the lead-figures too? There's the old 
azalea garden behind. They say that this place must have been 
made for children. Will you help me out, please? I should like to 
come with you as far as the cross-roads, but I mustn't leave them. 
Is that you, Madden? I want you to show this gentleman the way 
to the cross-roads. He has lost his way but— he has seen them.” 

A butler appeared noiselessly at the miracle of old oak that 
must be called the front door, and slipped aside to put on his hat. 
She stood looking at me with open blue eves in which no sight lay, 
and I saw for the first time that she was beautilul 

“Remember,” she said quietly, “if you are fond of them you 
will come again,” and disappeared within the house. 

The butler in the car said nothing till we were nearly at the 
lodge gates, where catching a glimpse of a blue blouse in a shrub- 
bery I swerved amply lest the devil that leads little boys to play 
should drag me into child-murder. 

“Excuse me,” he asked of a sudden, “but why did you do that. 
Sir?” 

“The child yonder.” 

“Our young gentleman in blue?” 

“Of course.” 

“He runs about a good deal. Did you see him by the fountain. 
Sir?” 

“Oh, yes, several times Do we turn here?” 

“Yes, Sir. And did you 'appen to see them upstairs too?” 

“At the upper window? Yes.” 

"‘Was that before the mistress come out to speak to you, Sir?” 
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"A little before that. Why d’you want to know?” 

He paused a little. "Only to make sure that— that they had 
seen the car, Sir, because with children running about, though 
I’m sure you’re driving particularly careful, there might be an 
accident. That was all. Sir. Here are the cross-roads. You can’t 
miss your way from now on. Thank you. Sir, but that isn’t our 
custom, not with—” 

“I beg your pardon,” I said, and thrust away the British silver. 

"Oh, it’s quite right with the rest of ’em as a rule. Good-bye, 
Sir.” 

He retired into the armour-plated conning tower of his caste 
and walked away. Evidently a butler solicitous for the honour 
of his house, and interested, probably through a maid, in the 
nursery. 

Once beyond the signposts at the cross-roads I looked back, 
but the crumpled hills interlaced so jealously that I could not 
see where the house had lain. When I asked its name at a cottage 
along the road, the fat woman who sold sweetmeats there gave 
me to understand that people with motor cars had small right 
to live— much less to “go about talking like carriage folk.” They 
were not a pleasant-mannered community. 

When I retraced my route on the map that evening I was little 
wiser. Hawkin’s Old Farm appeared to be the Survey title of 
the place, and the old County Gazetteer, generally so ample, did 
not allude to it. The big house of those parts was Hodnington 
Hall, Georgian, with early Victorian embellishments, as an atro- 
cious steel engraving attested I carried my difficulty to a neigh- 
bour— a deep-rooted tree of that soil— and he gave me a name 
of a family which conveyed no meaning. 

A month or so later— I went again, or it may have been that 
my car took the road of her own volition. She over-ran the fruit- 
less Downs, threaded every turn of the maze of lanes below the 
lulls, drew through the high-walled woods, impenetrable in their 
full leaf, came out at the cross-Toads where the butler had left 
me, and a little further on developed an internal trouble which 
forced me to turn her in on a grass way-waste that cut into a 
summer-silent hazel wood. So far as I could make sure by the 
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sun and a six-inch Ordnance map, this should be the road flank 
of that wood which I had first explored from the heights above. 
I made a mighty serious business of my repairs and a glittering 
shop of my repair kit, spanners, pump, and the like, which I 
spread out orderly upon a rug. It was a trap to catch all child- 
hood, for on such a day, I argued, the children would not be far 
off. When I paused in my work I listened, but the wood was so 
full of the noises of summer (though the birds had mated) that I 
could not at first distinguish these from the tread of small cau- 
tious feet stealing across the dead leaves. I rang my bell in an 
alluring manner, but the feet fled, and I repented, for to a child 
a sudden noise is very real terror. I must have been at work half 
an hour when I heard in the wood the voice of the blind woman 
crying: "Children, oh, children! Where are you?’’ and the still- 
ness made slow to close on the perfection of that cry. She came 
towards me, half feeling her way between the tree boles, and 
though a child it seemed clung to her skirt, it swerved into the 
leafage like a rabbit as she drew nearer. 

“Is that you,” she said, “from the other side of the county?” 

“Yes, it’s me from the other side of the county ” 

"Then why didn’t you come through the upper woods? They 
were there just now.” 

“They were here a few minutes ago. I expect they knew my 
car had broken down, and came to see the fun.” 

“Nothing serious, I hope? How do cars break down?” 

“In fifty different ways. Only mine has chosen the fifty-first.” 

She laughed merrily at the tiny joke, cooed with delicious 
laughter, and pushed her hat back. 

“Let me hear,” she said. 

“Wait a moment,” I cried, “and I’ll get you a cushion.” 

She set her foot on the rug all covered with spare parts, and 
stooped above it eagerly. “What delightful things!” The hands 
through which she saw glanced in the chequered sunlight. “A 
box here— another box! Why, you’ve arranged them like play- 
ing shop!” 

“I confess now that I put it out to attract them. I don’t need 
half those things really.” 
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“How nice of youl I heard your bell in the upper wood. You 
say they were here before that?” 

“I’m sure of it. Why are they so shy? That little fellow in blue 
who was with you just now ought to have got over his fright. 
He’s been watching me like a Red Indian.” 

“It must have been youT bell,” she said. "I heard one of 
them go past me in trouble when I was coming down. They’re 
shy— so shy even with me.” She turned her face over her shoulder 
and cried again: “ChildrenI Oh, children! Look and seel” 

“They must have gone off together on their own affairs,” I 
suggested, for there was a murmur behind us of lowered voices 
broken by the sudden squeaking giggles of childhood. I returned 
to my tinkerings and she leaned forward, her chin on her hand, 
listening interestedly. 

“How many are they?” I said at last. The work was finished, 
but I saw no reason to go. 

Her forehead puckered a little in thought. “I don’t quite 
know,” she said simply “Sometimes more— sometimes less. They 
come and stay with me because I love them, you see.” 

“That must be very jolly,” I said, replacing a drawer, and as 
I spoke I heard the inanity of my answer. 

“You— you aren’t laughing at me,” she cried. “I— I haven’t any 
of my own. I never married. People laugh at me sometimes about 
them because— because— ” 

“Because they’re savages,” I returned. "It’s nothing to fret for. 
That sort laugh at everything that isn’t in their own fat lives.” 

“I don’t know. How should I? I only don’t like being laughed 
at about them. It hurts; and when one can’t see. ... I don’t 
want to seem silly,” her chin quivered like a child’s as she spoke, 
“but we blindies have only one skin, I think. Everything out- 
side hits straight at our souls. It’s different with you. You’ve 
such good defences in your eyes— looking out— before anyone can 
really pain you in your soul. People forget that with us.” 

I was silent reviewing that inexhaustible matter— the more 
than inherited (since it is also carefully taught) brutality of the 
Christian peoples, besides which the mere heathendom of the 
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West Coast nigger is clean and restrained. It led me a long 
distance into myself. 

“Don’t do that!” she said of a sudden, putting her hands be- 
fore her eyes. 

“What?” 

She made a gesture with her hand. 

"That! It’s— it’s all purple and black. Don’t! That colour 
hurts.” 

“But, how in the world do you know about colours?” I ex- 
claimed, for here was a revelation indeed. 

“Colours as colours?” she asked. 

“No. Those Colours which you saw just now.” 

“You know as well as I do,” she laughed, “else you wouldn’t 
have asked that question. They aren’t in the world at all. They’re 
in you — when you went so angry.” 

"D’you mean a dull purplish patch, like port-wine mixed 
with ink?” I said. 

“I’ve never seen ink or port-wine, but the colours aren’t 
mixed. They are separate— all separate.” 

“Do you mean black streaks and jags across the purple?” 

She nodded. "Yes— if they are like this,” and zigzagged her 
finger again, “but it’s more red than purple— that bad colour.” 

“And what are the colours at the top of the— whatever you 
see?” 

Slowly she leaned forward and traced on the rug the figure 
of the Egg itself. 

“I see them so,” she said, pointing with a grass stem, “white, 
green, yellow, red, purple, and when people are angry or bad, 
black across the red— as you were just now.” 

“Who told you anything about it— in the beginning?” I de- 
manded. 

“About the colours? No one. I used to ask what colours were 
when I was little— in table-covers and curtains and carpets, you 
see— because some colours hurt me and some made me happy. 
People told me; and when I got older that was how I saw 
people.” Again she traced the outline of the Egg which it is 
given to very few of us to see. 
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“All by yourself?’’ I repeated. 

“All by myself. There wasn’t anyone else. I only found out 
afterwards that other people did not see the Colours.” 

She leaned against the tree-bole plaiting and unplaiting 
chance-plucked grass stems. The children in the wood had drawn 
nearer. I could see them with the tail of my eye frolicking like 
squirrels. 

“Now I am sure you will never laugh at me,” she went on after 
a long silence. “Nor at them." 

“Goodness! No!” I cried, jolted out of my train of thought. 
“A man who laughs at a child— unless the child is laughing too 
—is a heathen!" 

“I didn’t mean that of course. You’d never laugh at children, 
but I thought— I used to think— that perhaps you might laugh 
about them. So now I beg your pardon. . . . What are you 
going to laugh at?” 

I had made no sound, but she knew. 

“At the notion of your begging my pardon. If you had done 
your duty as a pillar of the state and a landed proprietress you 
ought to have summoned me for trespass when I barged through 
your woods the other day. It was disgraceful of me— inexcusable.” 

She looked at me, her head against the tree trunk— long and 
steadfastly— this woman who could see the naked soul. 

“How curious,” she half whispered. “How very curious.” 

“Why, what have I done?” 

“You don’t understand . . . and yet you understood about 
the Colours. Don't you understand?" 

She spoke with a passion that nothing had justified, and I faced 
her bewilderedly as she rose. The children had gathered them- 
selves in a roundel behind a bramble bush. One sleek head bent 
over something smaller, and the set of the little shoulders told 
me that fingers were on lips. They, too, had some child’s tre- 
mendous secret. I alone was hopelessly astray there in the broad 
sunlight. 

"No,” I said, and shook my head as though the dead eyes could 
note. “Whatever it is, I don’t understand yet. Perhaps I shall 
later— if you’ll let me come again.” 
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“You will come again,” she answered. “You wiil surely come 
again and walk in the wood.” 

“Perhaps the children will know me well enough by that time 
to let me play with them— as a favour. You know what children 
are like.” 

“It isn’t a matter of favour but of right,” she replied, and while 
I wondered what she meant, a dishevelled woman plunged round 
the bend of the road, loose-haired, purple, almost lowing with 
agony as she ran. It was my rude, hit friend of the sweetmeat 
shop. The blind woman heard and stepped forward. “What is it, 
Mrs. Madehurst?” she asked. 

The woman flung her apron over her head and literally grov- 
elled in the dust, crying that her grandchild was sick to death, 
that the local doctor was away fishing, that Jenny, the mother, was 
at her wits’ end, and so forth, with repetitions and bellowings. 

“Where’s the next nearest doctor?” I asked between paroxysms. 

“Madden will tell you. Go round to the house and take him 
with you. I’ll attend to this. Be quickl” She half-supported the 
fat woman into the shade. In two minutes I was blowing all the 
horns of Jericho under the front of the House Beautiful, and 
Madden, in the pantry, rose to the crisis like a butler and a man. 

A quarter of an hour at illegal speeds caught us a doctor five 
miles away. Within the half-hour we had decanted him, much 
interested in motors, at the door of the sweetmeat shop, and drew 
up the road to await the verdict. 

“Useful things, cars,” said Madden, all man and no butler. “If 
I’d had one when mine took sick she wouldn’t have died.” 

“How was it?” I asked. 

“Croup. Mrs. Madden was away. No one knew what to do. I 
drove eight miles in a tax cart for the doctor. She was choked 
when we came back. This car ’d ha’ saved her. She’d have been 
close on ten now.” 

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I thought you were rather fond of children 
from what you told me going to the cross-roads the other day.” 

“Have you seen ’em again. Sir— this momin’?” 

“Yes, but they’re well broke to cars. I couldn’t get any of them 
within twenty yards of it.” 
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He looked at me carefully as a scout considers a stranger— not 
as a menial should lift his eyes to his divinely appointed superior. 

“I wonder why,” he said just above the breath that he drew. 

We waited on. A light wind from the sea wandered up and 
down the long lines of the woods, and the wayside grasses, 
whitened already with summer dust, rose and bowed in sallow 
waves. 

A woman, wiping the suds off her arms, came out of the cot- 
tage next the sweetmeat shop. 

“I’ve be’n listenin’ in de back-yard,” she said cheerily. “He 
says Arthur’s unaccountable bad. Did ye hear him shruck just 
now? Unaccountable bad. I reckon ’twill come Jenny’s turn to 
walk in de wood nex’ week along, Mr. Madden.” 

“Excuse me. Sir, but your lap-robe is slipping,” said Madden 
deferentially. The woman started, dropped a curtsey, and hur- 
ried away. 

“What does she mean by ‘walking in the wood’?” I asked. 

“It must be some saying they use hereabouts. I’m from Nor- 
folk myself,” said Madden. “They’re an independent lot in this 
county. She took you for a chauffeur, Sir.” 

I saw the Doctor come out of the cottage followed by a draggle- 
tailed wench who clung to his arm as though he could make 
treaty for her with Death. “Dat sort,” she wailed— "dey ’re just 
as much to us dat has ’em as if dey was lawful bom. Just as much 
—just as much! An’ God he’d be just as pleased if you saved ’un. 
Doctor. Don’t take it from me. Miss Florence will tell ye de 
very same. Don’t leave ’im. Doctor!” 

“I know. I know,” said the man, “but he’ll be quiet for a while 
now. We’ll get the nurse and the medicine as fast as we can.” He 
signalled me to come forward with the car, and I strove not to 
be privy to what followed; but I saw the girl’s face, blotched 
and frozen with grief, and I felt the hand without a ring clutch- 
ing at my knees when we moved away. 

The Doctor was a man of some humour, for I remember he 
claimed my car under the Oath of Aesculapius, and used it and 
me without mercy. First we convoyed Mrs. Madehurst and the 
blind woman to wait by the sick bed till the nurse should come. 
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Next we invaded a neat county town for prescriptions (the 
Doctor said the trouble was cerebro-spinal meningitis), and when 
the County Institute, banked and flanked with scared market 
cattle, reported itself out of nurses for the moment, we literally 
flung ourselves loose upon the county. We conferred with the 
owners of great houses— magnates at the ends of overarching 
avenues whose big-boned womenfolk strode away from their tea- 
tables to listen to the imperious Doctor. At last a white-haired 
lady sitting under a cedar of Lebanon and surrounded by a court 
of magnificent Borzois— all hostile to motors— gave the Doctor, 
who received them as from a princess, written orders which we 
bore many miles at top speed, through a park, to a French nun- 
nery, where we took over in exchange a pallid-faced and trem- 
bling Sister. She knelt at the bottom of the tonneau telling her 
beads without pause till, by short cuts of the Doctor’s invention, 
we had her to the sweetmeat shop once more. It was a long after- 
noon crowded with mad episodes that rose and dissolved like the 
dust of our wheels; cross-sections of remote and incompre- 
hensible lives through which we raced at right angles; and I went 
home in the dusk, weaned out, to dream of the clashing horns 
of cattle; round-eyed nuns walking in a garden of graves, pleas- 
ant tea-parties beneath shaded trees; the carbolic-scented, grey- 
painted corridors of the County Institute; the steps of shy chil- 
dren in the wood, and the hands that clung to my knees as the 
motor began to move. 

I had intended to return in a day or two, but it pleased Fate to 
hold me from that side of the county, on many pretexts, till the 
elder and the wild rose had fruited. There came at last a brilliant 
day, swept clear from the south-west, that brought the hills 
within hand’s reach— a day of unstable airs and high filmy clouds. 
Through no merit of my own I was free, and set the car for the 
third time on that known road. As I reached the crest of the 
Downs I felt the soft air change, saw it glaze under the sun; and, 
looking down at the sea, in that instant beheld the blue of the 
Channel turn through polished silver and dulled steel to dingy 
pewter. A laden collier hugging the coast steered outward for 
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deeper water and, across copper-coloured haze, I saw sails rise 
one by one on the anchored fishing-fleet. In a deep dene behind 
me an eddy of sudden wind drummed through sheltered oaks, 
and spun aloft the first dry sample of autumn leaves. When I 
reached the beach road the sea-fog fumed over the brickfields, 
and the tide was telling all the groins of the gale beyond Ushant. 
In less than an hour summer England vanished in chill grey. We 
were again the shut island of the North, all the ships of the world 
bellowing at our perilous gates; and between their outcries ran 
the piping of bewildered gulls. My cap dripped moisture, the 
folds of the rug held it in pools or sluiced it away in runnels, and 
the salt-rime stuck to my lips. 

Inland the smell of autumn loaded the thickened fog among 
the trees, and the drip became a continuous shower. Yet the late 
flowers— mallow of the wayside, scabious of the field, and dahlia 
of the garden— showed gay in the mist, and beyond the sea’s 
breath there was little sign of decay in the leaf. Yet in the villages 
the house doors were all open, and bare-legged, bare-headed chil- 
dren sat at ease on the damp doorsteps to shout “pip-pip” at the 
stranger. 

I made bold to call at the sweetmeat shop, where Mrs Made- 
hurst met me with a fat woman's hospitable tears. Jenny’s child, 
she said, had died two days after the nun had come. It was, she 
felt, best out of the way, even though insurance offices, for 
reasons which she did not pretend to follow, would not will- 
ingly insure such stray lives. “Not but what Jenny didn’t tend 
to Arthur as though he’d come all proper at de end of de first 
year— like Jenny herself.” Thanks to Miss Florence, the child had 
been buried with a pomp which, in Mrs. Madehurst’s opinion, 
more than covered the small irregularity of its birth. She de- 
scribed the coffin, within and without, the glass hearse, and the 
evergreen lining of the grave. 

"But how’s the mother?” I asked. 

“Jenny? Oh, she’ll get over it. I’ve felt dat way with one or 
two o’ my own. She’ll get over. She’s walkin’ in de wood now." 

“In this weather?" 
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Mrs. Madehurst looked at me with narrowed eyes across the 
counter. 

“I dunno but it opens de ’eart like. Yes, it opens de ’eart. Dat’s 
where losin’ and bearin’ comes so alike in de long run, we 
do say.” 

Now the wisdom of the old wives is greater than that of all 
the Fathers, and this last oracle sent me thinking so extendedly 
as I went up the road, that I nearly ran over a woman and a child 
at the wooded corner by the lodge gates of the House Beautiful. 

“Awful weather!” I cried, as I slowed dead for the turn. 

“Not so bad,” she answered placidly out of the fog. “Mine’s 
used to ’un. You’ll find yours indoors, I reckon.” 

Indoors, Madden received me with professional courtesy, and 
kind inquiries for the health of the motor, which lie would put 
under cover. 

I waited in a still, nut-brown hall, pleasant with late flowers 
and warmed with a delicious wood fire— a place of good influence 
and great peace. (Men and women may sometimes, after great 
effort, achieve a creditable lie, but the house, which is their 
temple, cannot say anything save the truth of those who have 
lived in it.) A child’s cart and a doll lay on the black-and-white 
floor, where a rug had been kicked back I felt that the children 
had only just hurried away— to hide themselves, most like— in 
the many turns of the great adzed staircase that climbed statelily 
out of the hall, or to crouch at gaze behind the lions and roses of 
the carven gallery above. Then I heard her voice above me, sing- 
ing as the blind sing— from the soul:— 

In the pleasant orchard-closes. 

And all my early summer came back at the call. 

In the pleasant orchard-closes, 

God bless all our gains say we— 

But may God bless all our losses. 

Better suits with our degree. 

She dropped the marring fifth line, and repeated—. 

Better suits with our degree! 
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I saw her lean over the gallery, her linked hands white as pearl 
against the oak. 

“Is that you— from the other side of the county?” she called. 

"Yes, me— from the other side of the county,” I answered, 
laughing. 

“What a long time before you had to come here again.” She 
ran down the stairs, one hand lightly touching the broad rail. 
“It’s two months and four days. Summer’s gonel” 

“I meant to come before, but Fate prevented.” 

“I knew it. Please do something to that fire. They won’t let 
me play with it, but I can feel it’s behaving badly. Hit itl” 

I looked on either side of the deep fireplace, and found but 
a half-charred hedge-stake with which I punched a black log 
into flame. 

“It never goes out, day or night,” she said, as though explain- 
ing. “In case any one comes in with cold toes, you see.” 

“It's even lovelier inside than it was out,” I murmured. The 
red light poured itself along the age-polished dusky panels till 
the Tudor roses and lions of the gallery took colour and motion. 
An old eagle-topped convex mirror gathered the picture into 
its mysterious heart, distorting afresh the distorted shadows, and 
curving the gallery lines into the curves of a ship. The day was 
shutting down in half a gale as the fog turned to stringy scud. 
Through the uncurtained mullions of the broad window I could 
see the valiant horsemen of the lawn rear and recover against the 
wind that taunted them with legions of dead leaves. 

“Yes, it must be beautiful,” she said. “Would you like to go 
over it? There’s still light enough upstairs.” 

I followed her up the unflinching, wagon-wide staircase to 
the gallery whence opened the thin fluted Elizabethan doors. 

“Feel how they put the latch low down for the sake of the 
children.” She swung a light door inward. 

“By the way, where are they?” I asked. "I haven’t even heard 
them to-day.” 

She did not answer at once. Then, “I can only hear them,” 
she replied softly. “This is one of their rooms— everything ready, 
you see.” 


[ 738 ] 



"They" 


She pointed into a heavily-timbered room. There were little 
low gate tables and children’s chairs. A doll’s house, its hooked 
front half open, faced a great dappled rocking-horse, from whose 
padded saddle it was but a child’s scramble to the broad window- 
seat overlooking the lawn. A toy gun lay m a comer beside a gilt 
wooden cannon. 

“Surely they’ve only just gone,” I whispered. In the failing 
light a door creaked cautiously. I heard the rustle of a frock and 
the patter of feet— quick feet through a room beyond. 

“I heard that,” she cried triumphantly. “Did you? Children, 
oh, children, where are you?” 

The voice filled the walls that held it lovingly to the last 
perfect note, but there came no answering shout such as I had 
heard in the garden. We hurried on from room to oak-floored 
room; up a step here, down three steps there; among a maze of 
passages, always mocked by our quarry. One might as well have 
tried to work an unstopped warren with a single ferret. There 
were bolt-holes innumerable— recesses in walls, embrasures of 
deep slitten windows now darkened, whence they could start 
up behind us; and abandoned fireplaces, six feet deep in the 
masonry, as well as the tangle of communicating doors. Above 
all, they had the twilight for their helper in our game. I had 
caught one or two joyous chuckles of evasion, and once or twice 
had seen the silhouette of a child’s frock against some darkening 
window at the end of a passage; but we returned empty-handed 
to the gallery, just as a middle-aged woman was setting a lamp 
in its niche. 

"No, I haven’t seen her either this evening. Miss Florence,” 
I heard her say, “but that Turpin he says he wants to see you 
about his shed.” 

“Oh, Mr. Turpin must want to see me very badly. Tell him to 
come to the hall, Mrs Madden.” 

I looked down into the hall whose only light was the dulled 
fire, and deep in the shadow I saw them at last. They must have 
slipped down while we were in the passages, and now thought 
themselves perfectly hidden behind an old gilt leather screen. 
By child’s law, my fruitless chase was as good as an introduction, 
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but since I had taken so much trouble I resolved to force them 
to come forward later by the simple trick, which children detest, 
of pretending not to notice them. They lay close, in a little 
huddle, no more than shadows except when a quick flame be- 
trayed an outline. 

“And now well have some tea,” she said. “I believe I ought 
to have offered it you at first, but one doesn't arrive at manners 
somehow when one lives alone and is considered— h’m— peculiar." 
Then with very pretty scorn, “Would you like a lamp to see 
to eat by?” 

“The firelight’s much pleasanter, I think.” We descended 
into that delicious gloom and Madden brought tea. 

I took my chair in the direction of the screen ready to surprise 
or be surprised as the game should go, and at her permission, 
since a hearth is always sacred, bent forward to play with the 
fire. 

"Where do you get these beautiful short faggots from?” I 
asked idly. “Why, they are tallies 1” 

“Of course,” she said. “As I can’t read or write I’m driven 
back on the early English tally for my accounts. Give me one 
and I’ll tell you what it meant.” 

I passed her an unbumed hazel-tally, about a foot long, and 
she ran her thumb down the nicks. 

“This is the milk-record for the home farm for the month of 
April last year, in gallons,” said she. “I don’t know what I should 
have done without tallies. An old forester of mine taught me 
the system. It’s out of date now for every one else, but my tenants 
respect it. One of them’s coming now to see me. Oh, it doesn’t 
matter. He has no business here out of office hours. He’s a greedy, 
ignorant man— very greedy or— he wouldn’t come here after 
dark.” 

“Have you much land then?” 

“Only a couple of hundred acres in hand, thank goodness. 
The other six hundred are nearly all let to folk who knew my 
folk before me, but this Turpin is quite a new man— and a 
highway robber." 

“But are you sure I sha’n’t be—?” 
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“Certainly not. You have the right. He hasn’t any children.” 

“Ah, the childrenl” I said, and slid my low chair back till it 
nearly touched the screen that hid them. “I wonder whether 
they’ll come out for me.” 

There was a murmur of voices— Madden’s and a deeper note 
—at the low, dark side door, and a ginger-headed, canvas-gaitered 
giant of the unmistakable tenant farmer type stumbled or was 
pushed in. 

“Come to the fire, Mr. Turpin,” she said. 

“If— if you please. Miss, I’ll— I'll be quite as well by the door.” 
He clung to the latch as he spoke like a frightened child. Of a 
sudden I realised that he was in the grip of some almost over- 
powering fear. 

“Well?” 

“About that new shed for the young stock— that was all. These 
first autumn storms settin’ in . . . but I’ll come again, Miss.” 
His teeth did not chatter much more than the door latch. 

“I think not,” she answered levelly. “The new shed— m’m. 
What did my agent write you on the 1 5th?” 

“I— fancied p’raps that if I came to see you— ma— man to man 
like. Miss. But—” 

His eyes rolled into every corner of the room wide with horror. 
He half opened the door through which he had entered, but I 
noticed it shut again— from without and firmly. 

“He wrote what I told him,” she went on. “You are over- 
stocked already. Dunnett’s Farm never carried more than fifty 
bullocks— even in Mr. Wright’s time. And he used cake. You’ve 
sixty-seven and you don’t cake. You’ve broken the lease in that 
respect. You’re dragging the heart out of the farm.” 

“I’m— I’m getting some minerals— superphosphates— next 
week. I’ve as good as ordered a truck-load already. I’ll go down 
to the station to-morrow about ’em. Then I can come and see 
you man to man like. Miss, in the daylight. . . . That gentle- 
man’s not going away, is he?” He almost shrieked. 

I had only slid the chair a little further back, reaching behind 
me to tap on the leather of the screen, but he jumped like a rat. 

“No. Please attend to me, Mr. Turpin.” She turned in her 
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chair and laced him with his back to the door. It was an old 
and sordid little piece of scheming that she forced from him— 
his plea for the new cowshed at his landlady’s expense, that he 
might with the covered manure pay his next year’s rent out of 
the valuation after, as she made clear, he had bled the enriched 
pastures to the bone. I could not but admire the intensity of his 
greed, when I saw him out-facing for its sake whatever terror 
it was that ran wet on his forehead. 

I ceased to tap the leather— was, indeed, calculating the cost 
of the shed— when I felt my relaxed hand taken and turned softly 
between the soft hands of a child. So at last I had triumphed. 
In a moment I would turn and acquaint myself with those quick, 
footed wanderers. . . . 

The little brushing kiss fell in the centre of my palm— as a 
Tift on which the fingers were, once, expected to close* as the 
all-faithful half-reproachful signal of a waiting child not used 
to neglect even when grown-ups were busiest— a fragment of 
the mute code devised very long ago. 

Then I knew. And it was as though I had known from the 
first day when I looked across the lawn at the high window. 

I heard the door shut. The woman turned to me in silence, 
and I felt that she knew. 

What time passed after this I cannot say. I was roused by the 
fall of a log, and mechanically rose to put it back. Then I re 
turned to my place in the chair very close to the screen. 

"Now you understand,” she whispered, across the packed 
shadows. 

‘‘Yes, I understand— now. Thank you.” 

‘‘I— I only hear them.” She bowed her head in her hands. “I 
have no right, you know— no other right. I have neither borne nor 
lost— neither borne nor lost!” 

“Be very glad then,” said I, for my soul was tom open within 
me. 

“Forgive me!” 

She was still, and I went back to my sorrow and my joy. 

"It was because I loved them so,” she said at last, brokenly. 
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" That was why it was, even from the first— even before I knew 
that they— they were all I should ever have. And I loved them 
so!” 

She stretched out her arms to the shadows and the shadows 
within the shadow. 

“They came because I loved them— because I needed them. 
I— I must have made them come. Was that wrong, think you?” 

“No— no.” 

"I— I grant you that the toys and— and all that sort of thing 
were nonsense, but— but I used to so hate empty rooms myself 
when I was little.” She pointed to the gallery. “And the passages 
all empty. . . . And how could I ever bear the garden door 
shut? Suppose—” 

“Don’t! For pity’s sake, don’t!” I cried. The twilight had 
brought a cold rain with gusty squalls that plucked at the leaded 
windows. 

“And the same thing with keeping the fire in all night. / don’t 
think it so foolish— do you?” 

I looked at the broad brick hearth, saw, through tears I be- 
lieve, that there was no unpassable iron on or near it, and bowed 
my head. 

“I did all that and lots of other things— just to make believe. 
Then they came. I heard them, but I didn’t know that they were 
not mine by right till Mrs. Madden told me—” 

“The butler’s wife? What?” 

“One of them— I heard— she saw. And knew. Hers! Not for me. 
I didn’t know at first. Perhaps I was jealous. Afterwards, I began 
to understand that it was only because I loved them, not because— 
. . . Oh, you must bear or lose,” she said piteously “There is 
no other way— and yet they love me. They must! Don’t they?” 

There was no sound in the room except the lapping voices of 
the fire, but we two listened intently, and she at least took com- 
fort from what she heard. She recovered herself and half rose. I 
sat still in my chair by the screen. 

“Don’t think me a wretch to whine about myself like this, 
but— but I’m all in the dark, you know, and you can see.” 

In truth I could see, and my vision confirmed me in my resolve, 
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though that was like the very parting of spirit and flesh. Yet 
a little longer I would stay, since it was the last time. 

“You think it is wrong, then?” she cried sharply, though 
I had said nothing. 

“Not for you. A thousand times no. For you it is right. . . . 
I am grateful to you beyond words. For me it would be wrong. 
For me only. . . .” 

"Why?” she said, but passed her hand before her face as she 
had done at our second meeting in the wood. "Oh, I see,” she 
went on simply as a child. “For you it would be wrong.” Then 
with a little indrawn laugh, “and, d’you remember, I called 
you lucky— once— at first. You who must never come here again!” 

She left me to sit a little longer by the screen, and I heard 
the sound of her feet die out along the gallery above. 


t744l 



EDWARD LUCAS WHITE 


1866-19 34 

Lukundoo 


Bom in Bergen, New Jersey, Edward Lucas White moved at the age oj eleven 
to Baltimore , where he spent the rest of his life He pursued his university studies 
there, at Johns Hopkins Thereafter, until his retirement m 1950, he taught at 
various boys # schools 

As a writer, he had to his credit a number of poems and several historical novels, 
of which El Supremo and Andivius Hedulio were notably successful His horror 
stones, which he claimed had come to him as dreams, were published m the 
collection entitled Lukundoo 

“Lukundoo" itself is a vivid tale of an African witch doctor's revenge— one of 
two on that theme in this volume , the other being H . G. Wells's " Pollock and 
the Porroh Man ” 


“it stands to reason,” said Twombly, “that a man must ac- 
cept the evidence of his own eyes, and when eyes and ears agree, 
there can be no doubt. He has to believe what he has both seen 
and heard.” 

“Not always,” put in Singleton, softly. 

Every man turned toward Singleton. Twombly was standing 
on the hearthrug, his back to the grate, his legs spread out, with 
his habitual air of dominating the room. Singleton, as usual, 
was as much as possible effaced in a corner. But when Singleton 
spoke he said something. We faced him in that flattering spon- 
taneity of expectant silence which invites utterance. 

“I was thinking," he said, after an interval, “of something I 
both saw and heard in Africa.” 

Now, if there was one thing we had found impossible, it had 
been to elicit from Singleton anything definite about his African 
experiences. As with the Alpinist in the story, who could tell 
only that he went up and came down, the sum of Singleton’s 
revelations had been that he went there and came away. His 
words now riveted our attention at once. Twombly faded from 
the hearthrug, but not one of us could ever recall having seen 
him go. The room readjusted itself, focused on Singleton, and 
there was some hasty and furtive lighting of fresh cigars. Singleton 
lit one also, but it went out immediately, and he never relit it. 
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i 

We were in the Great Forest, exploring for pigmies. Van 
Rieten had a theory that the dwarfs found by Stanley and 
others were a mere cross-breed between ordinary negroes and 
the real pigmies. He hoped to discover a race of men three feet 
tall at most, or shorter. We had found no trace of any such 
beings. 

Natives were few, game scarce; food, except game, there was 
none; and the deepest, dankest, drippingest forest all about 
We were the only novelty in the country, no native we met had 
even seen a white man before, most had never heard of white 
men. All of a sudden, late one afternoon, there came into our 
camp an Englishman, and pretty well used up he was, too. We 
had heard no rumor of him; he had not only heard of us but 
had made an amazing five-day march to reach us. His guide and 
two bearers were nearly as done up as he. Even though he was 
in tatters and had five days’ beard on, you could see he was 
naturally dapper and neat and the sort of man to shave daily 
He was small, but wiry. His face was the sort of British face 
from which emotion has been so carefully banished that a for- 
eigner is apt to think the wearer of the face incapable of any 
sort of feeling; the kind of face which, if it has any expression at 
all, expresses principally the resolution to go through the world 
decorously, without intruding upon or annoying anyone. 

His name was Etcham. He introduced himself modestly, and 
ate with us so deliberately that we should never have suspected, 
if our bearers had not had it from his bearers, that he had had 
but three meals in the five days, and those small After we had 
lit up he told us why he had come. 

“My chief is ve’y seedy,” he said between puffs “He is bound 
to go out if he keeps this way. I thought perhaps . . 

He spoke quietly in a soft, even tone, but I could see little 
beads of sweat oozing out on his upper lip under his stubby 
mustache, and there was a tingle of repressed emotion in his 
tone, a veiled eagerness in his eye, a palpitating inward solici- 
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tude in his demeanor that moved me at once. Van Rieten had no 
sentiment in him; if he was moved he did not show it. But he 
listened. I was surprised at that. He was just the man to refuse 
at once. But he listened to Etcham’s halting, difficult hints. He 
even asked questions. 

“Who is your chief?” 

“Stone,” Etcham lisped. 

That electrified both of us. 

“Ralph Stone?” we ejaculated together. 

Etcham nodded. 

For some minutes Van Rieten and I were silent. Van Rieten 
had never seen him, but I had been a classmate of Stone’s, and 
Van Rieten and I had discussed him over many a campfire. We 
had heard of him two years before, south of Luebo in the Balunda 
country, which had been ringing with Ins theatrical strife against 
a Balunda witch-doctor, ending in the sorcerer’s complete dis- 
comfiture and the abasement of his tribe before Stone. They had 
even broken the fetish-man’s whistle and given Stone the pieces. 
It had been like the triumph of Elijah over the prophets of Baal, 
only moie real to the Balunda. 

We had thought of Stone as far off, if still in Africa at all, and 
here he turned up ahead of us and probably forestalling our 
quest. 


ii 

Etcham’s naming of Stone brought back to us all his tantaliz- 
ing story, his fascinating parents, their tragic death; the brilliance 
of his college days; the dazzle of his millions; the promise of his 
young manhood; his wide notoriety, so nearly real fame; his 
romantic elopement with the meteouc authoress whose sudden 
cascade of fiction had made her so great a name so young, whose 
beauty and charm were so much heralded; the frightful scandal 
of the breach-of-promise suit that followed; his bride’s devotion 
through it all; their sudden quarrel after it was all over; theit 
divorce, the too much advertised announcement of his approach- 
ing marriage to the plaintiff in the breach-of-promise suit; his 
precipitate remarriage to his divorced bride; their second quarrel 
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and second divorce; his departure from his native land; his 
advent in the dark continent. The sense of all this rushed over me 
and I believe Van Rieten felt it, too, as he sat silent. 

Then he asked: 

“Where is Werner?” 

“Dead,” said Etcham. “He died before I joined Stone.” 

“You were not with Stone above Luebo?” 

“No,” said Etcham, “I joined him at Stanley Falls.” 

“Who is with him?” Van Rieten asked. 

“Only his Zanzibar servants and the bearers,” Etcham re- 
plied. 

“What sort of bearers?” Van Rieten demanded. 

"Mang-Battu men,” Etcham responded simply. 

Now that impressed both Van Rieten and myself greatly. It 
bore out Stone’s reputation as a notable leader of men. For up 
to that time no one had been able to use Mang-Battu as bearers 
outside of their own country, or to hold them for long or diffi- 
cult expeditions. 

“Were you long among the Mang-Battu?” was Van Rieten’s 
next question. 

“Some weeks,” said Etcham. “Stone was interested in them 
and made up a fair-sized vocabulary of their words and phrases. 
He had a theory that they are an offshoot of the Balunda and he 
found much confirmation in their customs.” 

"What do you live on?” Van Rieten enquired. 

"Game, mostly,” Etcham lisped. 

“How long has Stone been laid up?” Van Rieten next asked. 

“More than a month,” Etcham answered. 

“And you have been hunting for the camp?” Van Rieten ex- 
claimed. 

Etcham’s face, burnt and flayed as it was, showed a flush. 

"I missed some easy shots,” he admitted ruefully. “I’ve not 
felt ve’y fit myself ” 

“What’s the matter with your chief?” Van Rieten enquired, 

“Something like carbuncles,” Etcham replied. 

“He ought to get over a carbuncle or two,” Van Rieten de- 
clared. 
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“They are not carbuncles,” Etcham explained. “Nor one o- 
two. He has had dozens, sometimes five at once. I£ they had been 
carbuncles he would have been dead long ago. But in some wa) s 
they are not so bad. though in others they are worse.” 

“How do you mean?” Van Rieten queried. 

“Well,” Etcham hesitated, “they do not seem to inflame so 
deep nor so wide as carbuncles, nor to be so painful, nor to cause 
so much fever. But then they seem to be part of a disease that 
affects his mind. He let me help him dress the first, but the 
others he has hidden most carefully, from me and from the men 
He keeps his tent when they puff up, and will not let me change 
the dressings or be with him at all.” 

“Have you plenty of dressings?” Van Rieten asked. 

“We have some,” said Etcham doubtfully “But he won’t use 
them, he washes out the dressings and uses them over and over.” 

“How is he treating the swellings?” Van Rieten enquired. 

“He slices them off clear down to flesh level, with his razor.” 

“What?” Van Rieten shouted. 

Etcham made no answer but looked him steadily in the eyes 

“I beg pardon,” Van Rieten hastened to say. “You startled me 
They can’t be carbuncles. He’d have been dead long ago.” 

“I thought I had said they are not carbuncles,” Etcham lisped 

“But the man must be crazyl” Van Rieten exclaimed. 

“Just so,” said Etcham “He is beyond my advice or control ’ 

“How many has he treated that way?” Van Rieten demanded 

“Two, to my knowledge,” Etcham said. 

“Two?” Van Rieten queried. 

Etcham flushed again. 

“I saw him,” he confessed, “through a crack in the hut. I felt 
impelled to keep a watch on him, as if he was not responsible." 

“I should think not,” Van Rieten agreed. “And you saw him 
do that twice?” 

“I conjecture,” said Etcham, “that he did the like with all 
the rest.” 

“How many has he had?” Van Rieten asked. 

“Dozens,” Etcham lisped. 

“Does he eat?” Van Rieten enquired. 
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“Like a wolf,” said Etcham. “More than any two bearers." 

“Can he walk?” Van Rieten asked. 

“He crawls a bit, groaning,” said Etcham simply. 

"Little fever, you say,” Van Rieten ruminated. 

“Enough and too much,” Etcham declared. 

“Has he been delirious?” Van Rieten asked. 

“Only twice,” Etcham replied; “once when the first swelling 
broke, and once later. He would not let anyone come near him 
then. But we could hear him talking, talking steadily, and it 
scared the natives.” 

“Was he talking their patter in delirium?” Van Rieten de- 
manded. 

"No,” said Etcham, "but he was talking some similar lingo. 
Hamed Burghash said he was talking Balunda. I know too little 
Balunda. I do not learn languages readily. Stone learned more 
Mang-Battu in a week than I could have learned in a year. But I 
seemed to hear words like Mang-Battu words. Anyhow, the Mang- 
Battu bearers were scared.” 

“Scared?” Van Rieten repeated, questioningly. 

“So were the Zanzibar men, even Hamed Burghash, and so 
was I,” said Etcham, “only for a different reason. He talked in 
two voices.” 

“In two voices,” Van Rieten reflected. 

“Yes,” said Etcham, more excitedly than he had yet spoken. 
“In two voices, like a conversation. One was his own, one a small, 
thin, bleaty voice like nothing I ever heard. I seemed to make 
out, among the sounds the deep voice made, something like 
Mang-Battu words I knew, as nedru, metababa, and nedo, their 
terms for ‘head,’ ‘shoulder,’ ‘thigh,’ and perhaps kudra and 
nekere (‘speak’ and ‘whistle’); and among the noises of the 
shrill voice matomipa, angunzi, and kamomami (‘kill,’ ‘death,’ 
and ‘hate’). Hamed Burghash said he also heard those words. 
He knew Mang-Battu far better than I.” 

“What did the bearers say?” Van Rieten asked. 

“They said, ' Lukundoo , Lukundoo 1 ’ ” Etcham replied. “I did 
not know that word; Hamed Burghash said it was Mang-Battu 
for ‘leopard.’ ” 
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“It’s Mang-Battu for ‘witchcraft,’ ” said Van Rieten. 

"I don’t wonder they thought so,” said Etcham. “It was enough 
to make one believe in sorcery to listen to those two voices.” 

"One voice answering the other?” Van Rieten asked perfunc 
torily. 

Etcham ’s face went gray under his tan. 

“Sometimes both at once,” he answered huskily. 

“Both at once!” Van Rieten ejaculated. 

“It sounded that way to the men, too,” said Etcham. “And 
that was not all.” 

lie stopped and looked helplessly at us for a moment. 

“Could a man talk and whistle at the same time?” he asked. 

“How do you mean?” Van Rieten queried. 

“We could hear Stone talking away, his big, deep-chested 
baritone rumbling along, and through it all we could hear a 
high, shrill whistle, the oddest, whee?y sound You know, no 
matter how shrilly a grown man may whistle, the note has a dif- 
ferent quality from the whistle of a boy or a woman or a little 
girl They sound more treble, somehow Well, if you can imagine 
the smallest girl who could whistle keeping it up tunelessly 
right along, that whistle was like that, only even more piercing, 
and it sounded right through Stone’s bass tones ” 

“And you didn’t go to him?” Van Rieten cried 

"He is not given to threats,” Etcham disclaimed. "But he 
had threatened, not volubly, nor like a sick man, but quietly 
and firmly, that if any man of us (he lumped me in with the 
men) came near him while he was in his trouble, that man 
should die. And it was not so much his words as his manner. 
It was like a monarch commanding respected privacy for a 
deathbed. One simply could not transgress ” 

“I see,” said Van Rieten shortly. 

"He’s ve’y seedy,” Etcham repeated helplessly. “I thought 
perhaps. . . .” 

His absorbing affection for Stone, his real love for him. shone 
out through his envelope of conventional training. Worship of 
Stone was plainly his master passion. 

Like many competent men. Van Rieten had a streak of hard 
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selfishness in him. It came to the surface then. He said we car- 
ried our lives in our hands from day to day just as genuinely as 
Stone; that he did not forget the ties of blood and calling be- 
tween any two explorers, but that there was no sense in imperil- 
ing one party for a very problematical benefit to a man probably 
beyond any help; that it was enough of a task to hunt for one 
party; that if two were united, providing food would be more 
than doubly difficult, that the risk of starvation was too great. 
Deflecting our march seven full days’ journey (he complimented 
Etcham on his marching powers) might ruin our expedition en- 
tirely. 


in 

Van Rieten had logic on his side and he had a way with him. 
Etcham sat there apologetic and deferential, like a fourth-form 
schoolboy before a head master. Van Rieten wound up. 

“I am after pigmies, at the risk of my life. After pigmies I go.” 

“Perhaps, then, these will interest you,” said Etcham, very 
quietly. 

He took two objects out of the sidepocket of his blouse, and 
handed them to Van Rieten. They were round, bigger than big 
plums, and smaller than small peaches, about the right size to 
enclose in an average hand. They were black, and at first I did 
not see what they were. 

“Pigmies!” Van Rieten exclaimed. “Pigmies, indeed! Why, 
they wouldn’t be two feet high! Do you mean to claim that these 
are adult heads?” 

“I claim nothing,” Etcham answered evenly. “You can see for 
yourself.” 

Van Rieten passed one of the heads to me. The sun was 
just setting and I examined it closely. A dried head it was, per- 
fectly preserved, and the flesh as hard as Argentine jerked beef. 
A bit of a vertebra stuck out where the muscles of the vanished 
neck had shriveled into folds The puny chin was sharp on a 
projecting jaw, the minute teeth white and even between the 
retracted lips, the tiny nose was flat, the little forehead retreating, 
there were inconsiderable clumps of stunted wool on the Lilh- 
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putian cranium. There was nothing babyish, childish or youth- 
ful about the head; rather it was mature to senility. 

“Where did these come from?” Van Rieten enquired. 

"I do not know,” Etcham replied precisely. “I found them 
among Stone’s effects while rummaging for medicines or drugs 
or anything that could help me to help him. I do not know 
where he got them. But I’ll swear he did not have them when 
we entered this district.” 

“Are you sure?” Van Rieten queried, his eyes big and fixed 
on Etcham’s. 

“Ve’y sure,” lisped Etcham. 

“But how could he have come by them without your knowl- 
edge?” Van Rieten demurred. 

“Sometimes we were apart ten days at a time hunting,” said 
Etcham. “Stone is not a talking man. He gave me no account 
of his doings, and Hamed Burghash keeps a still tongue and 
a tight hold on the men.” 

“You have examined these heads?” Van Rieten asked. 

“Minutely,” said Etcham. 

Van Rieten took out his notebook. He was a methodical chap. 
He tore out a leaf, folded it and divided it equally into three 
pieces. He gave one to me and one to Etcham. 

“Just for a test of my impressions,” he said, “I want each of us 
to write separately just what he is most reminded of by these 
heads. Then I want to compare the writings.” 

I handed Etcham a pencil and he wrote. Then he handed the 
pencil back to me and I wrote 

“Read the three,” said Van Rieten, handing me his piece. 

Van Rieten had written: 

“An old Balunda witch-doctor.” 

Etcham had written: 

“An old Mang-Battu fetish-man.” 

I had written: 

“An old Katongo magician.” 

“There!” Van Rieten exclaimed. “Look at that! There is noth- 
ing Wagabi or Batwa or Wambuttu or Wabotu about these 
heads. Nor anything pigmy either.” 
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“I thought as much," said Etcham. 

“And you say he did not have them before?" 

“To a certainty he did not," Etcham asserted. 

“It is worth following up," said Van Rieten. ‘Til go with you. 
And first of all. I’ll do my best to save Stone." 

He put out his hand and Etcham clasped it silently. He was 
grateful all over. 


IV 

Nothing but Etcham’s fever of solicitude could have taken him 
in five days over the track It took him eight days to retrace with 
full knowledge of it and our party to help. We could not have 
done it in seven, and Etcham urged us on, in a repressed fury 
of anxiety, no mere fever of duty to his chief, but a real ardor of 
devotion, a glow of personal adoration for Stone which blazed 
under his dry conventional exterior and showed in spite of him. 

We found Stone well cared for. Etcham had seen to a good, 
high thorn zareeba round the camp, the huts were well built, 
and thatched and Stone’s was as good as their resources would 
permit. Hamed Burghash was not named after two Seyyids for 
nothing. He had in him the making of a sultan. He had kept the 
Mang-Battu together, not a man had slipped off, and he had kept 
them in order. Also he was a deft nurse and a faithful servant. 

The two other Zanzibaris had done some creditable hunting. 
Though all were hungry, the camp was far from starvation 

Stone was on a cam as cot and there was a sort of collapsible 
camp-stool-table, like a Turkish tabouret, by the cot. It had a 
water-bottle and some vials on it and Stone’s watch, also his razor 
in its case. 

Stone was clean and not emaciated, but he was far gone; not 
unconscious, but in a daze, past commanding or resisting any- 
one. He did not seem to see us enter or to know we were there. 
I should have recognized him anywhere. His boyish dash and 
grace had vanished utterly, of course. But his head was even more 
leonine, his haiT was still abundant, yellow and wavy, the close, 
crisped blond beard he had grown during his illness did not 
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alter him. He was big and big-chested yet. Kis eyes were dull 
and he mumbled and babbled mere meaningless syllables, no( 
words. 

Etcham helped Van Rieten to uncover him and look him over, 
He was in good muscle for a man so long bedridden. There were 
no scars on him except about his knees, shoulders and chest. On 
each knee and above it he had a full score of roundish cicatrices, 
and a dozen or more on each shoulder, all in front. Two or 
three were open wounds and four or five barely healed. He had 
no fresh swellings, except two, one on each side, on his pectoral 
muscles, the one on the left being higher up and farther out than 
the other. They did not look like boils or carbuncles, but as if 
something blunt and hard were being pushed up through the 
fairly healthy flesh and skin, not much inflamed. 

“I should not lance those,” said Van Rieten, and Etcham 
assented. 

They made Stone as comfortable as they could, and just before 
sunset we looked in at him again. He was lying on his back, and 
his chest showed big and massive yet, but he lay as if in a stupor 
We left Etcham with him and went into the next hut, which 
Etcham had resigned to us. The jungle noises were no different 
there than anywhere else for months past, and I was soon fast 
asleep. 


v 

Sometime in the pitch dark I found myself awake and listen- 
ing. I could hear two voices, one Stone’s, the other sibilant and 
wheezy. I knew Stone’s voice after all the years that had passed 
since I heard it last. The other was like nothing I remembered 
It had less volume than the wail of a new-born baby, yet there 
was an insistent carrying power to it, like the shrilling of an in- 
sect. As I listened I heard Van Rieten breathing near me in the 
dark; then he heard me and realized that I was listening, too. 
Like Etcham I knew little Balunda, but I could make out a 
word or two. The voices alternated, with intervals of silence 
between. 
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Then suddenly both sounded at once and fast. Stone’s baritone 
basso, full as if he were in perfect health, and that incredibly 
stridulous falsetto, both jabbering at once like the voices of two 
people quarreling and trying to talk each other down. 

“I can’t stand this,” said Van Rieten. “Let’s have a look at 
him.” 

He had one of those cylindrical electric night-candles. He 
fumbled about for it, touched the button and beckoned me to 
come with him. Outside the hut he motioned me to stand still, 
and instinctively turned off the light, as if seeing made listening 
difficult. 

Except for a faint glow from the embers of the bearers’ fire 
we were in complete darkness, little starlight struggled through 
the trees, the river made but a faint murmur. We could hear 
the two voices together and then suddenly the creaking voice 
changed into a razor-edged, slicing whistle, indescribably cut- 
ting, continuing right through Stone’s grumbling torrent of 
croaking words. 

"Good God!” exclaimed Van Rieten. 

Abruptly he turned on the light. 

We found Etcham utterly asleep, exhausted by his long anxiety 
and the exertions of his phenomenal march, and relaxed com- 
pletely now that the load was in a sense shifted from his shoul- 
ders to Van Rieten’s. Even the light on his face did not wake 
him. 

The whistle had ceased and the two voices now sounded 
together. Both came from Stone’s cot, wheTe the concentrated 
white ray showed him lying just as we had left him, except that 
he had tossed his arms above his head and had torn the coverings 
and bandages from his chest. 

The swelling on his right breast had broken. Van Rieten 
aimed the center line of the light at it and we saw it plainly. 
From his flesh, grown out of it, there protruded a head, such 
a head as the dried specimens Etcham had shown us, as if it were 
a miniature of the head of a Balunda fetish-man. It was black, 
shining black as the blackest African skin; it rolled the whites of 
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its wicked, wee eyes and showed its microscopic teeth between 
lips repulsively negroid in their red fullness, even in so diminu- 
tive a face. It had crisp, fuzzy wool on its minikin skull, it turned 
malignantly from side to side and chittered incessantly in that 
inconceivable falsetto. Stone babbled brokenly against its pat- 
ter. 

Van Rieten turned from Stone and waked Etcham, with some 
difficulty. When he was awake and saw it all, Etcham stared and 
said not one word. 

“You saw him slice off two swellings?” Van Rieten asked. 

Etcham nodded, chokingly. 

“Did he bleed much?” Van Rieten demanded. 

“Ve’y little,” Etcham replied. 

“You hold his arms,” said Van Rieten to Etcham. 

He took up Stone’s razor and handed me the light. Stone 
showed no sign of seeing the light or of knowing we were there. 
But the little head mewled and screeched at us. 

Van Rieten’s hand was steady, and the sweep of the razor 
even and true. Stone bled amazingly little and Van Rieten 
dressed the wound as if it had been a bruise or scrape. 

Stone had stopped talking the instant the excrescent head was 
severed Van Rieten did all that could be done for Stone and 
then fairly grabbed the light from me. Snatching up a gun he 
scanned the ground by the cot and brought the butt down once 
and twice, viciously. 

We went back to our hut, but I doubt if I slept. 


VI 

Next day, near noon, in broad daylight, we heard the two 
voices from Stone’s hut. We found Etcham dropped asleep by 
his charge. The swelling on the left had broken, and just such 
another head was there miauling and spluttering. Etcham woke 
up and the three of us stood there and glared Stone interjected 
hoarse vocables into the tinkling gurgle of the portents utter- 
ance. 

Van Rieten stepped forward, took up Stone’s razor and knelt 
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down by the cot. The atomy of a head squealed a wheezy snarl 
at him. 

Then suddenly Stone spoke English. 

“Who are you with my razor?” 

Van Rieten started back and stood up. 

Stone’s eyes were clear now and bright, they roved about the 
hut. 

“The end,” he said; “I recognize the end. I seem to see 
Etcham, as if in life. But Singletonl Ah, Singletonl Ghosts of 
my boyhood come to watch me passl And you, strange specter 
with the black beard and my razorl Aroint ye all!” 

“I’m no ghost, Stone,” I managed to say. "I’m alive. So are 
Etcham and Van Rieten We are here to help you.” 

“Van Rieten!” he exclaimed. “My work passes on to a better 
man. Luck go with you. Van Rieten.” 

Van Rieten went nearer to him. 

“Just hold still a moment, old man,” he said soothingly. “It 
will be only one twinge.” 

“I’ve held still for many such twinges,” Stone answered quite 
distinctly “Let me be. Let me die in my own way. The hydra 
was nothing to this. You can cut off ten, a hundred, a thousand 
heads, but the curse you can not cut off, or take off. What’s 
soaked into the bone won’t come out of the flesh, any more than 
what’s bred there. Don’t hack me any more. Promise!” 

His voice had all the old commanding tone of his boyhood 
and it swayed Van Rieten as it always had swayed everybody. 

“I promise,” said Van Rieten. 

Almost as he said the word Stone’s eyes filmed again. 

Then we three sat about Stone and watched that hideous, 
gibbering prodigy grow up out of Stone’s flesh, till two horrid, 
spindling little black arms disengaged themselves The infinitesi- 
mal nails were perfect to the barely perceptible moon at the 
quick, the pink spot on the palm was horridly natural. These 
arms gesticulated and the right plucked toward Stone’s blond 
beard. 

“I can’t stand this,” Van Rieten exclaimed and took up the 
razor again. 
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Instantly Stone’s eyes opened, hard and glittering. 

“Van Rieten break his word?” he enunciated slowly. “Neverl” 

“But we must help you,” Van Rieten gasped. 

"I am past all help and all hurting,” said Stone. “This is my 
hour. This curse is not put on me; it grew out of me, like this 
horror here. Even now I go.” 

His eyes closed and we stood helpless, the adherent figure 
spouting shnll sentences. 

In a moment Stone spoke again. 

“You speak all tongues?” he asked quickly. 

And the mergent minikin replied in sudden English: 

“Yea, verily, all that you speak,” putting out its microscopic 
longue, writhing its lips and wagging its head from side to side. 
We could see the thready ribs on its exiguous flanks heave as 
if the thing breathed. 

“Has she forgiven me?” Stone asked in a muffled strangle. 

“Not while the moss hangs from the cypresses,” the head 
squeaked. “Not while the stars shine on Lake Pontchartram 
will she forgive.” 

And then Stone, all with one motion, wrenched himself over 
on his side. The next instant he was dead. 

When Singleton’s voice ceased the room was hushed for a 
space. We could hear each other breathing. Twombly, the tact- 
less, broke the silence. 

“I presume,” he said, “you cut off the little minikin and 
brought it home in alcohol.” 

Singleton turned on him a stern countenance. 

“We buried Stone,” he said, “unmutilatcd as he died.” 

“But,” said the unconscionable Twombly, “the whole thing 
is incredible.” 

Singleton stiffened. 

“I did not expect you to believe it,” he said; “I began by 
saying that although I heard and saw it, when I look back on il 
I cannot credit it myself.” 
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Edward Frederic Benson was born at Wellington College, of which his father— 
Edward Whtte Benson— who later became Archbishop of Canterbury, was then 
headmaster Two of hts brothers— Robert Hugh and Arthur Christopher Benson — 
also won secure literary reputations 

Dodo, his first novel , achieved a record-breaking sale— partly because the author 
was a son of the Archbishop of Canterbury and partly because some of the towns- 
people who were its characters were easily identifiable . Benson followed up this 
first book uAth an enormous amount of successful light fiction , as well as several 
biographies and volumes of memoirs 

“ Mrs, Amworth” is a typical vampire story— so typical that we have selected it 
as the only representative of tts entire class These stones all tend to be very much 
alike— especially since Brain Stoker set the pattern once and for all in his sensa- 
tional novel Dracula— and “Mrs Amworth ” is an excellent example of the type 

In “Caterpillars” however, we have a tale of striking originality It is brilliantly 
told, and without doubt it is one of the most horrifying stories in this collection. 


i saw A month ago in an Italian paper that the Villa Cascana, in 
which I once stayed, had been pulled down, and that a manu- 
factory of some sort was in process of erection on its site. There is 
therefore no longer any reason for refraining from writing of 
those things which I myself saw (or imagined I saw) in a certain 
Toom and on a certain landing of the villa in question, nor from 
mentioning the circumstances which followed, which may or may 
not (according to the opinion of the reader) throw some light 
on, or be somehow connected with this experience. 

The Villa Cascana was in all ways but one a perfectly delightful 
house, yet, if it were standing now, nothing in the world— I use 
the phrase in its literal sense— would induce me to set foot in it 
again, for I believe it to have been haunted in a very terrible and 
practical manner. Most ghosts, when all is said and done, do not 
do much harm; they may perhaps terrify, but the person whom 
they visit usually gets over their visitation. They may on the other 
hand be entirely friendly and beneficent. But the appearances in 
the Villa Cascana were not beneficent, and had they made their 
"visit” in a \ery slightly different manner, I do not suppose I 
should have got over it any more than Arthur Inglis did. 

[760! 



Caterpillars 

The house stood on an ilex-clad hill not far from Sestri di 
Levante on the Italian Riviera, looking out over the iridescent 
blues of that enchanted sea, while behind it rose the pale green 
chestnut woods that climb up the hillsides till they give place 
to the pines that, black in contrast with them, crown the slopes. 
All round it the garden in the luxuriance of mid-spring bloomed 
and was fragrant, and the scent of magnolia and rose, borne on 
the salt freshness of the winds from the sea, flowed like a stream 
through the cool, vaulted rooms. 

On the ground floor a broad pillared loggia ran round three 
sides of the house, the top of which formed a balcony ior certain 
rooms on the first floor. The main staircase, broad and of grey 
marble steps, led up from the hall to the landing outside these 
rooms, which were three in number, namely, two big sitting- 
rooms and a bedroom arranged en suite. The latter was unoc- 
cupied, the sitting-rooms were in use. From here the main stair- 
case continued up to the second floor, where were situated certain 
bedrooms, one of which I occupied, while on the other side of 
the first-floor landing some half-dozen steps led to another suite 
of rooms, where, at the time I am speaking of, Arthur Inglis, the 
artist, had his bedroom and studio. Thus the landing outside my 
bedroom, at the top of the house, commanded both the landing 
of the first floor, and also the steps that led to Inglis’ rooms Jim 
Stanley and his wife, finally (whose guest I was), occupied rooms 
in another wing of the house, where also were the servants’ 
quarters. 

I arrived just in time for lunch on a brilliant noon of mid-May. 
The garden was shouting with colour and fragrance, and not less 
delightful after my broiling walk up from the marina , should 
have been the coming from the reverberating heat and blaze of 
the day into the marble coolness of the villa. Only (the reader has 
my bare word for this, and nothing more), the moment I set 
foot in the house I felt that something was wrong This feeling, I 
may say, was quite vague, though very strong, and I remember 
that when I saw letters waiting for me on the table in the hall I 
felt certain that the explanation was here: I was convinced that 
there was bad news of some sort for me. Yet when I opened them 
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I fourd no such explanation of my premonition: my corre- 
spondents all reeked of prosperity. Yet this clear miscarriage of a 
presentiment did not dissipate my uneasiness. In that cool fra- 
grant house there was something wrong. 

I am at pains to mention this because it may explain why it was 
that, though I am as a rule so excellent a sleeper that the extinc- 
tion of a light on getting into bed is apparently contemporaneous 
with being called on the following morning, I slept very badly on 
my first night in the Villa Cascana. It may also explain the fact 
that when I did sleep (if it was indeed in sleep that I saw what I 
thought I saw) I dreamed in a very vivid and original manner, 
original, that is to say, in the sense that something which, as far 
as I knew, had never previously entered into my consciousness, 
usurped it then. But since, in addition to this evil premonition, 
certain words and events occurring during the rest of the day, 
might have suggested something of what I thought happened that 
night, it will be well to relate them. 

After lunch, then, I went round the house with Mrs. Stanley, 
and during our tour she referred, it is true, to the unoccupied 
bedroom on the first floor, which opened out of the room where 
we had lunched. 

“We left that unoccupied,” she said, “because Jim and I have 
a charming bedroom and dressing room, as you saw, in the wing, 
and if we used it ourselves we should have to turn the dining 
room into a dressing room and have our meals downstairs. As it 
is, however, we have our little flat there, Arthur Inglis has his 
little flat in the other passage; and I remembered (aren’t I ex- 
traordinary?) that you once said that the higher up you were in a 
house the better you were pleased. So I put you at the top of the 
house, instead of giving you that room.” 

It is true that a doubt, vague as my uneasy premonition, 
crossed my mind at this. I did not see why Mrs. Stanley should 
have explained all this, if there had not been more to explain. I 
allow, therefore, that the thought that there was something to 
explain about the unoccupied bedroom was momentarily present 
to my mind. 

The second thing that may have borne on my dream was this. 
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At dinner the conversation turned for a moment on ghosts. 
Inglis, with the certainty of conviction, expressed his belief that 
anybody who could possibly believe in the existence of super- 
natural phenomena was unworthy of the name of an ass. The 
subject instantly dropped. As far as I can recollect, nothing else 
occurred or was said that could bear on what follows. 

We all went to bed rather early, and personally I yawned my 
way upstairs, feeling hideously sleepy. My room was rather hot, 
and I threw all the windows wide, and from without poured in 
the white light of the moon, and the love song of many nightin- 
gales. I undressed quickly, and got into bed, but though I had 
felt so sleepy before, I now felt extremely wide-awake But I was 
quite content to be awake: I did not toss or turn, I felt perfectly 
happy listening to the song and seeing the light. Then, it is pos- 
sible, I may have gone to sleep, and what follows may have been 
a dream. I thought anyhow that after a time the nightingales 
ceased singing and the moon sank. I thought also that if, for some 
unexplained reason, I was going to lie awake all night, I might as 
well read, and I remembered that I had left a book in which I was 
interested in the dining room on the first floor. So I got out of 
bed, lit a candle, and went downstairs. I entered the room, saw on 
a side table the book I had come to look for, and then, simul- 
taneously, saw that the door into the unoccupied bedroom was 
open. A curious grey light, not of dawn nor of moonshine, came 
out of it, and I looked in The bed stood just opposite the door, a 
big four-poster, hung with tapestry at the head. Then I saw that 
the greyish light of the bedroom came from the bed, or rather 
from what was on the bed. For it was covered with great cater- 
pillars, a foot or more in length, which crawled over it. They were 
faintly luminous, and it was the light from them that showed me 
the room. Instead of the sucker-feet of ordinary caterpillars they 
had rows of pincers like crabs, and they moved by grasping what 
they lay on with their pincers, and then sliding their bodies for- 
ward. In colour these dreadful insects were yellowish grey, and 
they were covered with irregular lumps and swellings There 
must have been hundreds of them, for they formed a sort of writh- 
ing, crawling pyramid on the bed. Occasionally one fell off onto 
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the floor, with a soft fleshy thud, and though the floor was of hard 
concrete, it yielded to the pincer-feet as if it had been putty, and 
crawling back, the caterpillar would mount on to the bed again, 
to rejoin its fearful companions. They appeared to have no faces, 
so to speak, but at one end of them there was a mouth that opened 
sideways in respiration. 

Then, as I looked, it seemed to me as if they all suddenly be- 
came conscious of my presence. All the mouths at any rate were 
turned in my direction, and the next moment they began drop- 
ping off the bed with those soft fleshy thuds onto the floor, and 
wriggling towards me. For one second the paralysis of nightmare 
was on me, but the next I was running upstairs again to my room, 
and I remember feeling the cold of the marble steps on my bare 
feet. I rushed into my bedroom, and slammed the door behind 
me, and then— I was certainly wide awake now— I found myself 
standing by my bed with the sweat of terror pouring from me. 
The noise of the banged door still rang in my ears. But, as would 
have been more usual, if this had been mere nightmare, the terror 
that had been mine when I saw those foul beasts crawling about 
the bed or dropping softly onto the floor did not cease then. 
Awake now, if dreaming before, I did not at all recover from the 
horror of dream: it did not seem to me that I had dreamed. And 
until dawn, I sat or stood, not daring to lie down, thinking that 
every rustle or movement that I heard was the approach of the 
caterpillars. To them and the claws that bit into the cement the 
wood of the door was child’s play: steel would not keep them out. 

But with the sweet and noble return of day the horror van- 
ished: the whisper of wind became benignant again: the nameless 
fear, whatever it was, was smoothed out and terrified me no 
longer. Dawn broke, hueless at first; then it grew dove-coloured, 
then the flaming pageant of light spread over the sky. 

The admirable rule of the house was that everybody had break- 
fast where and when he pleased, and m consequence it was not 
till lunch-time that I met any of the otheT members of our party, 
since I had breakfast on my balcony, and wrote letters and other 
things till lunch. In fact, I got down to that meal rather late, 
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after the other three had begun. Between my knife and fork thert 
was a small pillbox of cardboard, and as I sat down Inglis spoke. 

“Do look at that,” he said, “since you are interested in natural 
history. I found it crawling on my counterpane last night, and I 
don’t know what it is.” 

I think that before I opened the pillbox I expected something 
of the sort which I found in it. Inside it, anyhow, was a small 
caterpillar, greyish-yellow in colour, with curious bumps and 
excrescences on its rings It was extremely active, and hurried 
round the box, this way and that. Its feet were unlike the feet of 
any caterpillar I ever saw: they were like the pincers of a crab. I 
looked, and shut the lid down again. 

“No, I don’t know it,” I said, “but it looks rather unwholesome. 
What are you going to do with it?” 

“Oh, I shall keep it,” said Inglis. “It has begun to spin: I want 
to see what sort of a moth it turns into.” 

I opened the box again, and saw that these hurrying move- 
ments were indeed the beginning of the spinning of the web of its 
cocoon. Then Inglis spoke again. 

“It has got funny feet, too,” he said. “They are like crabs’ pin- 
cers. What’s the Latin for crab? Oh, yes, Cancer. So in case it is 
unique, let’s christen it: ‘Cancer Inglisensis’.” 

Then something happened in my brain, some momentary piec- 
ing together of all that I had seen or dreamed. Something in his 
words seemed to me to throw light on it all, and my own intense 
horror at the experience of the night before linked itself onto 
what he had just said. In effect, I took the box and threw it, cater- 
pillar and all, out of the window. There was a gravel path just 
outside, and beyond it a fountain playing into a basin. The box 
fell onto the middle of this. 

Inglis laughed. 

“So the students of the occult don’t like solid facts,” he said. 
“My poor caterpillar!” 

The talk went off again at once on to other subjects, and I have 
only given in detail, as they happened, these trivialities in order 
to be sure myself that I have recorded everything that could have 
borne on occult subjects or on the subject of caterpillars. But 

[765] 



Tala of the Supernatural 

at the moment when I threw the pillbox into the fountain, I 
lost my head: my only excuse is that, as is probably plain, the 
tenant of it was, in miniature, exactly what I had seen crowded 
onto the bed in the unoccupied room. And though this transla- 
tion of those phantoms into flesh and blood— or whatever it is 
that caterpillars are made of— ought perhaps to have relieved the 
horror of the night, as a matter of fact it did nothing of the kind. 
It only made the crawling pyramid that covered the bed in the 
unoccupied room more hideously real. 

After lunch we spent a lazy hour or two strolling about the 
garden or sitting in the loggia, and it must have been about four 
o’clock when Stanley and I started off to bathe, down the path 
that led by the fountain into which I had thrown the pillbox. 
The water was shallow and clear, and at the bottom of it I saw 
its white remains. The soaking had disintegrated the cardboard, 
and it had become no more than a few strips and shreds of sodden 
paper. The centre of the fountain was a marble Italian Cupid 
which squirted the water out of a wineskin held under its arm. 
And crawling up its leg was the caterpillar. Strange and scarcely 
credible as it seemed, it must have survived the falling-to-bits of 
its prison, and made its way to shore, and there it was, out of 
arm’s reach, weaving and waving this way and that as it evolved 
its cocoon. 

Then, as 1 looked at it, it seemed to me again that, like the 
caterpillars I had seen last night, it saw me, and breaking out of 
the threads that surrounded it, it crawled down the marble leg of 
the Cupid and began swimming like a snake across the water of 
the fountain towards me. It came with extraordinary speed (the 
fact of a caterpillar being able to swim was new to me), and in an- 
other moment was crawling up the marble lip of the basin. Just 
then Inglis joined us. 

“Why, if it isn’t old ‘Cancer Inglisensis’ again,” he said, catch- 
ing sight of the beast. “What a tearing hurry it is in.” 

We were standing side by side on the path, and when the cater- 
pillar had advanced to within about a yard of us, it stopped, and 
began waving again, as if in doubt as to the direction in which 
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it should go. Then it appeared to make up its mind, and crawled 
onto Inglis’ shoe. 

“It likes me best,” he said, “but I don’t really know that I like 
it. And as it won’t drown I think perhaps— ” 

He shook it off his shoe onto the gravel path and trod on it. 

All the afternoon the air got heavier and heavier with the Si- 
rocco that was without doubt coming up from the south, and that 
night again I went up to bed feeling very sleepy, but below my 
drowsiness, so to speak, there was the consciousness, stronger than 
before, that there was something wrong in the house, that some 
thing dangerous was dose at hand. But I fell asleep at once, and- 
how long after I do not know— either woke or dreamed I awoke, 
feeling that I must get up at once or I should be too late. Then 
(dreaming or awake) I lay and fought this fear, telling myself 
that I was but the prey of my own nerves disordered by Sirocco 
or what not, and at the same time quite clearly knowing in an- 
other part of my mind, so to speak, that every moment’s delay 
added to the danger. At last this second feeling became irresist- 
ible, and I put on coat and trousers and went out of my room on- 
to the landing. And then I saw that I had already delayed too 
long, and that I was now too late. 

The whole of the landing of the first floor below was invisible 
under the swarm of caterpillars that crawled there. The folding 
doors into the sitting-room from which opened the bedroom 
where I had seen them last night, were shut, but they were 
squeezing through the cracks of it, and dropping one by one 
through the keyhole, elongating themselves into mere string as 
they passed, and growing fat and lumpy again on emerging Some, 
as if exploring, were nosing about the steps into the passage at 
the end of which were Inglis’ rooms, others were crawling on the 
lowest steps of the staircase that led up to where I stood. The 
landing, however, was completely covered with them: I was cut 
off. And of the frozen horror that seized me when I saw that, I 
can give no idea in words. 

Then at last a general movement began to take place, and they 
grew thicker on the steps that led to Inglis’ room. Gradually, like 
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some hideous tide of flesh, they advanced along the passage, and 
I saw the foremost, visible by the pale grey luminousness that 
came from them, reach his door. Again and again I tried to shout 
and warn him, in terror all the time that they should turn at the 
sound of my voice and mount my stair instead, but for all my ef- 
forts I felt that no sound came from my throat. They crawled 
along the hinge-crack of his door, passing through as they had 
done before, and still I stood there making impotent efforts to 
shout to him, to bid him escape while there was time. 

At last the passage was completely empty: they had all gone, 
and at that moment I was conscious for the first time of the cold 
of the marble landing on which I stood barefooted. The dawn was 
just beginning to break in the Eastern sky. 

Six months later I met Mrs. Stanley in a country house in Eng- 
land. We talked on many subjects, and at last she said - 

“I don’t think I have seen you since I got that dreadful news 
about Arthur Inglis a month ago.” 

"I haven’t heard,” said I. 

‘‘No? He has got cancer. They don’t even advise an operation, 
for there is no hope of a cure: he is riddled with it, the doctors 
say.” 

Now during all these six months I do not think a day had passed 
on which I had not had in my mind the dreams (or whatever 
you like to call them) which I had seen in the Villa Cascana. 

“It is awful, is it not?” she continued, “and I feel, I can’t help 
feeling, that he may have—” 

“Caught it at the villa?” I asked. 

She looked at me in blank surprise. 

"Why did you say that?” she asked. “How did you know?” 

Then she told me. In the unoccupied bedroom a year before 
there had been a fatal case of cancer. She had, of course, taken 
the best advice and had been told that the utmost dictates of pru- 
dence would be obeyed so long as she did not put anybody to 
sleep in the room, which had also been thoroughly disinfected 
and newly whitewashed and painted. But— 
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the village of Maxley, where, last summer and autumn, these 
strange events took place, lies on a heathery and pine-clad upland 
of Sussex In all England you could not find a sweeter and saner 
situation. Should the wind blow from the south, it comes laden 
with the spices of the sea, to the east high downs protect it from 
the inclemencies of March; and trom the west and north the 
breezes which reach it travel over miles of aromatic forest and 
heather. The village itself is insignificant enough in point of 
population, but rich in amenities and beauty. Half-way down the 
single street, with its broad road and spacious areas of grass on 
each side, stands the little Norman Church and the antique grave 
yard long disused: for the rest there are a dozen small, sedate 
Georgian houses, red-bricked and long-windowed, each with a 
square of flower garden in front, and an ampler strip behind; a 
score of shops, and a couple of score of thatched cottages belong- 
ing to labourers on neighbouring estates, complete the entire dus- 
ter of its peaceful habitations. The general peace, however, is 
sadly broken on Saturdays and Sundays, for we lie on one of the 
main roads between London and Brighton and our quiet street 
becomes a race-course for flying motor-cars and bicycles. A notice 
just outside the village begging them to go slowly only seems to 
encourage them to accelerate their speed, for the road lies open 
and straight, and there is really no reason why they should do 
otherwise. By way of protest, therefore, the ladies of Maxley cover 
their noses and mouths with their handkerchiefs as they see a 
motor-car approaching, though, as the street is asphalted, they 
need not really take these precautions against dust. But late on 
Sunday night the horde of scorchers has passed, and we settle down 
again to five days of cheerful and leisurely seclusion. Railway 
strikes which agitate the country so much leave us undisturbed 
because most of the inhabitants of Maxley never leave it at all. 

I am the fortunate possessor of one of these small Georgian 
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houses, and consider myself no less fortunate in having so inter- 
esting and stimulating a neighbour as Francis Urcombe, who, the 
most confirmed of Maxleyites, has not slept away from his house, 
which stands just opposite to mine in the village street, for nearly 
two years, at which date, though still in middle life, he resigned 
his Physiological Professorship at Cambridge University, and 
devoted himself to the study of those occult and curious phe- 
nomena which seem equally to concern the physical and the 
psychical sides of human nature. Indeed his retirement was not 
unconnected with his passion for the strange uncharted places 
that lie on the confines and borders of science, the existence of 
which is so stoutly denied by the more materialistic minds, for he 
advocated that all medical students should be obliged to pass 
some sort of examination in mesmerism, and that one of the 
tripos papers should be designed to test their knowledge in such 
subjects as appearances at time of death, haunted houses, vam- 
pirism, automatic writing, and possession. 

“Of course they wouldn’t listen to me,” ran his account of the 
matter, “for there is nothing that these seats of learning are so 
frightened of as knowledge, and the road to knowledge lies in the 
study of things like these. The functions of the human frame are, 
broadly speaking, known. They are a country, anyhow, that has 
been charted and mapped out. But outside that lie huge tracts of 
undiscovered country, which certainly exist, and the real pioneers 
of knowledge are those who, at the cost of being derided as credu- 
lous and superstitious, want to push on into those misty and prob- 
ably perilous places. I felt that I could be of more use by setting 
out without compass or knapsack into the mists than by sitting 
in a cage like a canary and chirping about what was known. Be- 
sides, teaching is very very bad for a man who knows himself only 
to be a learner: you only need to be a self-conceited ass to teach.” 

Here, then, in Francis Urcombe, was a delightful neighbour to 
one who, like myself, has an uneasy and burning curiosity about 
what he called the "misty and perilous places”; and this last 
spring we had a further and most welcome addition to our pleas- 
ant little community, in the person of Mrs. Amworth, widow of 
an Indian civil servant. Her husband had been a judge in the 
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North-West Provinces, and after his death at Peshawar she came 
back to England, and after a year in London found herself starv- 
ing for the ampler air and sunshine of the country to take the 
place of the fogs and griminess of town. She had, too, a special 
reason for settling in Maxley, since her ancestors up till a hun- 
dred years ago had long been native to ihe place, and in the old 
churchyard, now disused, are many gravestones bearing her 
maiden name of Chaston. Big and energetic, her vigorous and 
genial personality speedily woke Maxley up to a higher degree of 
sociality than it had ever known Most of us were bachelors or 
spinsters or elderly folk not muc h inclined to exert ourselves in 
the expense and effort of hospitality, and hitherto the gaiety of a 
small tea party, with bridge afterwards and galoshes (when it was 
wet) to trip home in again for a solitary dinner, was about the 
climax of our festivities. But Mrs. Amworth showed us a more 
gregarious way, and set an example of luncheon parties and little 
dinners, which we began to follow On other nights when no such 
hospitality was on foot, a lone man like myself found it pleasant 
to know that a call on the telephone to Mrs. Amworth’s house not 
a hundred yards off, and an enquiry as to whether I might come 
over after dinner for a game of piquet before bedtime, would 
probably evoke a response of welcome There she would be, with 
a comrade-hke eagerness for companionship, and there was a 
glass of port and a cup of coffee and a cigarette and a game of 
piquet She played the piano, too, in a free and exuberant man- 
ner, and had a charming voice and sang to her own accompani- 
ment, and as the days grew long and the light lingered late, we 
played our game in her garden, which in the course of a few 
months she had turned from being a nursery for slugs and snails 
into a glowing patch of luxuriant blossomings. She was always 
cheery and jolly; she was interested in everything; and in music, 
in gardening, in games of all sorts was a competent performer. 
Everybody (with one exception) liked her, everybody felt her to 
bring with her the tonic of a sunny day. That one exception was 
Francis Urcombe; he, though he confessed he did not like her, 
acknowledged that he was vastly interested in her. This always 
seemed strange to me, for pleasant and jovial as she was, I could 
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see nothing in her that could call forth conjecture or intrigued 
surmise, so healthy and unmysterious a figure did she present. But 
of the genuineness of Urcombe’s interest there could be no doubt; 
one could see him watching and scrutinising her. In matter of 
age, she frankly volunteered the information that she was forty- 
five; but her briskness, her activity, her unravaged skin, her coal- 
black hair, made it difficult to believe that she was not adopting 
an unusual device, and adding ten years on to her age instead of 
subtracting them. 

Often, also, as our quite unsentimental friendship ripened, 
Mrs. Amworth would ring me up and propose her advent. If I 
was busy writing, I was to give her, so we definitely bargained, a 
frank negative, and in answer I could hear her jolly laugh and 
her wishes for a successful evening of work. Sometimes, before 
her proposal arrived, Urcombe would already have stepped across 
from his house opposite for a smoke and a chat, and he, hearing 
who my intended visitor was, always urged me to beg her to come. 
She and I should play our piquet, said he, and he would look on, if 
we did not object, and learn something of the game. But I doubt 
whether he paid much attention to it, for nothing could be 
clearer than that, under that penthouse of forehead and thick 
eyebrows, his attention was fixed not on the cards, but on one of 
the players. But he seemed to enjoy an hour spent thus, and 
often, until one particular evening in July, he would watch her 
with the air of a man who has some deep problem in front of him. 
She, enthusiastically keen about our game, seemed not to notice 
his scrutiny. Then came that evening when, as I see m the light of 
subsequent events, began the first twitching of the veil that hid 
the secret horror from my eyes. I did not know it then, though I 
noticed that thereafter, il she rang up to propose coming round, 
she always asked not only if I was at leisure, but whether Mr. 
Urcombe was with me. If so, she said, she would not spoil the 
chat of two old bachelors, and laughingly wished me good night. 
Urcombe, on this occasion, had been with me for some half-hour 
before Mrs. Amworth’s appearance, and had been talking to me 
about the mediaeval beliefs concerning vampirism, one of those 
borderland subjects which he declared had not been sufficiently 

[ 77 *] 



Mrs Amworth 


studied before it had been consigned by the medical profession to 
the dustheap of exploded superstitions. There he sat, grim and 
eager, tracing with that pellucid clearness which had made him 
in his Cambridge days so admirable a lecturer, the history of 
those mysterious visitations. In them all there were the same gen- 
eral features: one of those ghoulish spirits took up its abode in a 
living man or woman, conferring supernatural powers of bat-like 
flight and glutting itself with nocturnal blood-feasts. When its 
host died it continued to dwell m the corpse, which remained un- 
decayed. By day it rested, by night it left the grave and went on 
its awful errands. No European country in the Middle Ages 
seemed to have escaped them, earlier yet, parallels were to be 
found in Roman and Greek and in Jewish history. 

“It’s a large order to set all that evidence aside as being moon- 
shine,” he said. “Hundreds of totally independent witnesses in 
many ages have testified to the occurrence of these phenomena, 
and there’s no explanation known to me which covers all the 
facts. And if you feel inclined to say ‘Why, then, if these are facts, 
do we not come across them now?’ there are two answers I can 
make you. One is that there were diseases known m the Middle 
Ages, such as the black death, which were certainly existent then 
and which have become extinct since, but for that reason we do 
not assert that such diseases never existed. Just as the black death 
visited England and decimated the population of Norfolk, so 
here in this very district about three hundred years ago there was 
certainly an outbreak of vampirism, and Maxley was the centre 
of it. My second answer is even more convincing, for I tell you that 
vampirism is by no means extinct now. An outbreak of it cer- 
tainly occurred in India a year or two ago.” 

At that moment I heard my knocker plied in the cheerful and 
peremptory manner in which Mrs. Amworth is accustomed to 
announce her arrival, and I went to the dooi to open it. 

“Come in at once,” I said, “and save me from having my blood 
curdled. Mr. Urcombe has been trying to alarm me.” 

Instantly her vital, voluminous presence seemed to fill the 
room. 

“Ah, but how lovely!” she said. “I delight in having my blood 
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curdled. Go on with your ghost story, Mr. Urcombe. 1 adore 
ghost stories.” 

I saw that, as his habit was, he was intently observing her. 

“It wasn’t a ghost story exactly,” said he. “I was only telling 
our host how vampirism was not extinct yet. I was saying that 
there was an outbreak of it in India only a few years ago.” 

There was a more than perceptible pause, and I saw that, if 
Urcombe was observing her, she on her side was observing him 
with fixed eye and parted mouth. Then her jolly laugh invaded 
that rather tense silence. 

“Oh, what a shame!” she said. “You’re not going to curdle my 
blood at all. Where did you pick up such a tale, Mr. Urcombe? I 
have lived for years in India and never heard a rumour of such a 
thing. Some storyteller in the bazaars must have invented it: 
they are famous at that.” 

I could see that Urcombe was on the point of saying something 
further, but checked himself. 

“Ah! very likely that was it,” he said. 

But something had disturbed our usual peaceful sociability 
that night, and something had damped Mrs. Amworth’s usual 
high spirits. She had no gusto for her piquet, and left after a 
couple of games Urcombe had been silent too, indeed he hardly 
spoke again till she departed. 

“That was unfoitunate,” he said, “for the outbreak of— of a 
very mysterious disease, let us call it, took place at Peshawar where 
she and her husband were. And—” 

“Well?” I asked. 

“He was one of the victims of it,” said he. “Naturally I had 
quite forgotten that when I spoke.” 

The summer was unreasonably hot and rainless, and Maxley 
suffered much from drought, and also from a plague of big black 
night-flying gnats, the bite of which was very irritating and viru- 
lent. They came sailing in of an evening, settling on one’s skin so 
quietly that one perceived nothing till the sharp stab announced 
that one had been bitten. They did not bite the hands or face, but 
chose always the neck and throat for their feeding-ground, and 
most of us, as the poison spread, assumed a temporary goitre. 
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Then about the middle of August appeared the first of those 
mysterious cases of illness which our local doctor attributed to 
the long-continued heat coupled with the bite of these venomous 
insects. The patient was a boy of sixteen or seventeen, the son of 
Mrs. Amworth’s gardener, and the symptoms were an anaemic 
pallor and a languid prostration, accompanied by great drowsi- 
ness and an abnormal appetite. He had, too, on his throat two 
small punctures where, so Dr. Ross conjectured, one of these great 
gnats had bitten him. But the odd thing was that there was no 
swelling or inflammation round the place where he had been bit- 
ten. The heat at this time had begun to abate, but the cooler 
weather failed to restore him, and the boy, in spite of the quan- 
tity of food which he so ravenously swallowed, wasted away to a 
skin-clad skeleton. 

I met Dr. Ross in the street one afternoon about this time, and 
in answer to my enquiries about his patient he said that he was 
afraid the boy was dying. The case, he confessed, completely 
puzzled him. some obscure form of pernicious anaemia was all he 
could suggest. But he wondered whether Mr. Urcombe would 
consent to see the boy, on the chance of his being able to throw 
some new light on the case, and since Urcombe was dining with 
me that night, I proposed to Dr. Ross to join us He could not do 
this, but said he would look in later. When he came, Urcombe at 
once consented to put his skill at the other’s disposal, and together 
they went off at once Being thus shorn of my sociable evening, I 
telephoned to Mrs Amworth to know if I might inflict myself on 
her for an hour. Her answer was a welcoming affirmative, and 
between piquet and music the hour lengthened itself into two. 
She spoke of the boy who was lying so desperately and mysteri- 
ously ill, and told me that she had often been to see him. taking 
him nourishing and delicate food. But today— and her kind eyes 
moistened as she spoke— she was afraid she had paid her last visit. 
Knowing the antipathy between her and Urcombe, I did no! 
tell her that he had been called into consultation; and when 1 
returned home she accompanied me to my door, for the sake ol 
a breath of night air, and in order to borrow a magazine which 
contained an article on gardening which she wished to read. 
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"Ah, this delicious night air,” she said, luxuriously sniffing in 
the coolness. "Night air and gardening are the great tonics. There 
is nothing so stimulating as bare contact with rich mother earth. 
You are never so fresh as when you have been grubbing in the 
soil— black hands, black nails, and boots covered with mud.” She 
gave her great jovial laugh. 

“I’m a glutton for air and earth,” she said. “Positively I look 
forward to death, for then I shall be buried and have the kind 
earth all round me. No leaden caskets for me— I have given ex- 
plicit directions. But what shall I do about air? Well, I suppose 
one can’t have everything. The magazine? A thousand thanks, I 
will faithfully return it. Good night- garden and keep your win- 
dows open, and you won’t have anaemia.” 

“I always sleep with my windows open,” said I. 

I went straight up to my bedroom, of which one of the windows 
looks out over the street, and as I undressed I thought I heard 
Voices talking outside not far away. But I paid no particular 
attention, put out my lights, and falling asleep plunged into the 
depths of a most horrible dream, distortedly suggested, no doubt, 
by my last words with Mrs. Amworth. I dreamed that I woke, and 
found that both my bedroom windows were shut. Half-suffocat- 
ing, I dreamed that I sprang out of bed, and went across to open 
them. The blind over the first one was drawn down, and pulling 
it up I saw, with the indescribable horror of incipient nightmare, 
Mrs. Amworth ’s face suspended close to the pane in the darkness 
outside, nodding and smiling at me. Pulling down the blind again 
to keep that terror out, I rushed to the second window on the 
other side of the room, and there again was Mrs. Amworth’s face. 
Then the panic came upon me in full blast; here was I suffocating 
in the airless room, and whichever window I opened Mrs. Am- 
worth’s face would float in, like those noiseless black gnats that 
bit before one was aware. The nightmare rose to screaming point, 
and with strangled yells I awoke to find my room cool and quiet 
with both windows open and blinds up and a half-moon high in 
its course, casting an oblong of tranquil light on the floor. But 
even when I was awake the horror persisted, and I lay tossing and 
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turning. I must have slept long betore the nightmare seized me, 
for now it was nearly day, and soon in the east the drowsy eyelids 
of morning began to lift. 

I was scarcely downstairs next morning-for after the dawn 1 
slept late— when Urcombe rang up to know if he might see me 
immediately. He came in, grim and preoccupied, and I noticed 
that he was pulling on a pipe that was not even filled. 

“I want your help,” he said, “and so I must tell you first of all 
what happened last night. I went round with the little doctor 
to see his patient, and found him just alive, but scarcely more. I 
instantly diagnosed in my own mind what this anaemia, unac- 
countable by any other explanation, meant. The boy is the prey 
of a vampire.” 

He put his empty pipe on the breakfast table, b) which I had 
just sat down, and folded his arms, looking at me steadily from 
under his overhanging brows. 

“Now about last night," he said. “I insisted that he should be 
moved from his father’s cottage into my house. As we were carry- 
ing him on a stretcher, whom should we meet but Mrs. Amworth? 
She expressed shocked surprise that we were moving him. Now 
why do you think she did that?” 

With a start of horror, as I remembered my dream that night 
before, I felt an idea come into my mind so preposterous and 
unthinkable that I instantly turned it out again. 

“I haven’t the smallest idea,” I said. 

“Then listen, while I tell you about what happened later. I 
put out all light in the room where the boy lay, and watched. One 
window was a little open, for I had forgotten to close it, and about 
midnight I heard something outside, trying apparently to push 
it farther open. I guessed who it was— yes, it was full twenty feet 
from the ground— and I peeped round the corner of the blind. 
Just outside was the face of Mrs. Amworth and her hand was on 
the frame of the window. Very softly I crept close, and then 
banged the window down, and I think I just caught the tip of one 
of her fingers.” 

“But it’s impossible,” I cried. “How could she be floating in the 
air like that? And what had she come for? Don’t tell me such—'* 
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Once more, with closer grip, the remembrance of my night- 
mare seized me. 

“I am telling you what I saw,” said he. “And all night long, 
until it was nearly day, she was fluttering outside, like some ter- 
rible bat, trying to gain admittance. Now put together various 
things I have told you.” 

He began checking them off on his fingers. 

“Number one,” he said: “there was an outbreak of disease 
similar to that which this boy is suffering from at Peshawar, and 
her husband died of it. Number two: Mrs. Amworth protested 
against my moving the boy to my house. Number three: she, or 
the demon that inhabits her body, a creature powerful and 
deadly, tries to gain admittance. And add this, too. in mediaeval 
times there was an epidemic of vampirism here at Maxley. The 
vampire, so the accounts run, was found to be Elizabeth Chaston 
. I see you remember Mrs. Amworth’s maiden name. Finally, 
the boy is stronger this morning. He would certainly not have 
been alive if he had been visited again. And what do you make of 
it?" 

There was a long silence, during which I found this incredible 
horror assuming the hues of reality. 

“I have something to add,” I said, “which may or may not bear 
on it. You say that the— the spectre went away shortly before 
dawn.” 

“Yes.” 

I told him of my dream, and he smiled grimly. 

“Yes, you did well to awake,” he said. “That warning came 
from your subconscious self, which never wholly slumbers, and 
cried out to you of deadly danger. For two reasons, then, you 
must help me. one to save others, the second to save yourself.” 

“What do you want me to do?” i asked. 

“I want you first of all to help me in watching this boy, and 
ensuring that she does not come near him. Eventually I want.you 
to help me in tracking the thing down, in exposing and destroy- 
ing it. It is not human: it is an incarnate fiend. What steps we shall 
have to take I don’t yet know.” 

It was now eleven of the forenoon, and presently I went across 
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to his house for a twelve-hour vigil while he slept, to come on 
duty again that night, so that for the next twenty-four hours either 
Urcombe or myself was always m the room where the boy, now 
getting stronger every hour, was lying The day following was 
Saturday and a morning of brilliant, pellucid weather, and al- 
ready when I went across to his house to resume my duty the 
stream of motors down to Brighton had begun. Simultaneously 
I saw Urcombe with a cheerful face, which boded good news of 
his patient, coming out of his house, and Mrs Amworth, with a 
gesture of salutation to me and a basket in her hand, walking up 
the broad strip of grass which bordered the road. There we all 
three met. I noticed (and saw that Urcombe noticed it too) that 
one finger of her left hand was bandaged 

‘‘Good morning to you both/* said she. “And I hear your pa- 
tient is doing well, Mr. Urcombe I have come to bring him a 
bowl of jelly, and to sit with him for an hour. He and I are great 
friends. I am overjoyed at his recovery M 

Urcombe paused a moment, as if making up his mind, and then 
shot out a pointing finger at her 

“I forbid that,” he said. “You shall not sit with him or see him. 
And you know the reason as well as I do ” 

I have never seen so horrible a change pass over a human face 
as that which now blanched hers to the coloui of a grey mist. She 
put up her hand as if to shield herself from that pointing finger, 
which drew the sign of the cross in the air, and shrank back 
cowering on to the road. There was a wild hoot from a horn, a 
grinding of brakes, a shout— too late— from a passing car, ana one 
long scream suddenly cut short Her body rebounded from the 
roadway after the first wheel had gone over it, and the second 
followed it. It lay there, quivering and twitching, and was still 
She was buried three days afterwards in the cemetery outside 
Maxley, in accordance with the wishes she had told me that she 
had devised about her interment, and the shock which her sudden 
and awful death had caused to the little community began by 
degrees to pass off. To two people only, Urcombe and myself, 
the horror of it was mitigated from the first by the nature ot the 
relief that her death brought; but, naturally enough, we kept our 
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own counsel, and no hint of what greater horror had been thus 
averted was ever let slip. But, oddly enough, so it seemed to me, 
he was still not satisfied about something in connection with her, 
and would give no answer to my questions on the subject. Then as 
the days of a tranquil mellow September and the October that 
followed began to drop away like the leaves of the yellowing trees, 
his uneasiness relaxed. But before the entry of November the 
seeming tranquillity broke into hurricane. 

I had been dining one night at the far end of the village, and 
about eleven o’clock was walking home again. The moon was of 
an unusual brilliance, rendering all that it shone on as distinct 
as in some etching. I had just come opposite the house which 
Mrs. Amworth had occupied, where there was a board up telling 
that it was to let, when I heard the click of her front gate, and 
next moment I saw, with a sudden chill and quaking of my very 
spirit, that she stood there. Her profile, vividly illuminated, was 
turned to me, and I could not be mistaken in my identification of 
her. She appeared not to see me (indeed the shadow of the yew 
hedge m front of her garden enveloped me in its blackness 1 ) and 
she went swiftly across the road, and entered the gate of the house 
directly opposite. There I lost sight of her completely. 

My breath was coming in short pants as if I had been running— 
and now indeed I ran, with fearful backward glances, along the 
hundred yards that separated me from my house and Urcombe’s. 
It was to his that my flying steps took me, and next minute I was 
within. 

“What have you come to tell me?” he asked. “Or shall I guess?” 

“You can’t guess,” said I. 

“No; it’s no guess. She has come back and you have seen her. 
Tell me about it ” 

I gave him my story 

“That’s Major Pearsall’s house,” he said “Come back with me 
there at once.” 

“But what can we do?” I asked 

“I’ve no idea. That’s what we have got to find out.” 

A minute later, we were opposite the house. When I had passed 
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it before, it was all dark; now lights gleamed from a couple of 
windows upstairs. Even as we faced it, the front door opened, and 
next moment Major Pearsall emerged from the gate. He saw us 
and stopped. 

"I’m on my way to Dr. Ross," he said quickly. “My wife has 
been taken suddenly ill. She had been in bed an hour when I 
came upstairs, and I found her white as a ghost and utterly ex- 
hausted. She had been to sleep, it seemed— But you will excuse 
»> 

me. 

“One moment. Major,” said Urcombe. “Was there any mark 
on her throat?” 

“How did you guess that?” said he. “There was: one of those 
beastly gnats must have bitten her twice there. She was streaming 
with blood.” 

“And there’s someone with her?” asked Urcombe. 

“Yes, I roused her maid.” 

He went off, and Urcombe turned to me. “I know now what 
we have to do,” he said. “Change your clothes, and I’ll join you 
at your house.” 

"What is it?” I asked. 

“I’ll tell you on our way. We’re going to the cemetery.” 

He carried a pick, a shovel, and a screwdriver when he rejoined 
me, and wore round his shoulders a long coil of rope. As we 
walked, he gave me the outlines of the ghastly hour that lay be- 
fore us 

“What I have to tell you,” he said, “will seem to you now too 
fantastic for credence, but before dawn we shall see whether it 
outstrips reality. By a most fortunate happening, you saw the 
spectre, the astral body, whatever you choose to call it, of Mrs. 
Amworth, going on its grisly business, and therefore, beyond 
doubt, the vampire spirit which abode in her during life animates 
her again in death. That is not exceptional— indeed, all these 
weeks since her death I have been expecting it. If I am right, we 
shall find her body undecayed and untouched by corruption.” 

“But she has been dead nearly two months.” said I. 

“If she had been dead two years it would still be so, if the 
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vampire has possession o£ her. So remember: whatever you see 
done, it will be done not to her, who in the natural course would 
now be feeding the grasses above her grave, but to a spirit of un- 
told evil and malignancy, which gives a phantom life to her 
body.” 

“But what shall I see done?” said I. 

"I will tell you. We know that now, at this moment, the vam- 
pire dad in her mortal semblance is out; dining out But it must 
get back before dawn, and it will pass into the material form that 
lies in her grave. We must wait for that, and then with your help 
I shall dig up her body. If I am right, you will look on her as she 
was in life, with the full vigour of the dreadful nutriment she has 
received pulsing in her veins. And then, when dawn has come, 
and the vampire cannot leave the lair of her body, I shall strike 
her with this”— and he pointed to his pick— “through the heart, 
and she, who comes to life again only with the animation the fiend 
gives her, she and her hellish partner will be dead indeed. Then 
we must bury her again, delivered at last.” 

We had come to the cemetery, and in the brightness of the 
moonshine there was no difficulty in identifying her grave It lay 
some twenty yards from the small chapel, in the porch of which, 
obscured by shadow, we concealed ourselves. From there we had 
a clear and open sight of the grave, and now we must wait till its 
infernal visitor returned home. The night was warm and wind- 
less, yet even if a freezing wind had been raging I think I should 
have felt nothing of it, so intense was my preoccupation as to 
what the night and dawn would bring. There was a bell in the 
turret of the chapel that struck the quarters of the hour, and it 
amazed me to find how swiftly the chimes succeeded one another. 

The moon had long set, but a twilight of stars shone in a clear 
sky, when five o’clock of the morning sounded from the turret A 
few minutes more passed, and then I felt Urcombe’s hand softly 
nudging me, and looking out in the direction of his pointing 
finger, I saw that the form of a woman, tall and large in build, was 
approaching from the right. Noiselessly, with a motion more of 
gliding and floating than walking, she moved across the cemetery 
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to the grave which was the centre of our observation. She moved 
round it as if to be certain of its identity, and for a moment stood 
directly facing us. In the greyness to which now my eyes had 
grown accustomed, I could easily see her face, and recognise its 
features. 

She drew her hand across her mouth as if wiping it, and broke 
into a chuckle of such laughter as made my hair stir on my head. 
Then she leaped onto the grave, holding her hands high above 
her head, and inch by inch disappeared into the earth. Urcombe’s 
hand was laid on my arm, in an injunction to keep still, but now 
he removed it. 

“Come,” he said. 

With pick and shovel and rope we went to the grave The earth 
was light and sandy, and soon after six struck we had delved down 
to the coffin lid. With his pick he loosened the earth round it, 
and, adjusting the rope through the handles by which it had been 
lowered, we tried to raise it. This was a long and laborious busi- 
ness, and the light had begun to herald day in the east before we 
had it out, and lying by the side of the grave. With his screwdriver 
he loosed the fastenings of the lid, and slid it aside, and standing 
there we looked on the face of Mrs. Amworth. The eyes, once 
closed in death, were open, the cheeks were flushed with colour, 
the red, full-lipped mouth seemed to smile. 

“One blow and it is all over,” he said. “You need not look.” 

Even as he spoke he took up the pick again, and, laying the 
point of it on her left breast, measured his distance. And though 
I knew what was coming I could not look away. . . . 

He grasped the pick in both hands, raised it an inch or two for 
the taking of his aim, and then with full force brought it down on 
her breast. A fountain of blood, though she had been dead so long, 
spouted high in the air, falling with the thud of a heavy splash 
over the shroud, and simultaneously from those red lips came one 
long, appalling cry, swelling up like some hooting siren, and dying 
away again. With that, instantaneous as a lightning flash, came 
the touch of corruption on her face, the colour of it faded to ash, 
the plump cheeks fell in, the mouth dropped. 
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“Thank God, that’s over,” said he, and without pause slipped 
the coffin lid back into its place. 

Day was coming fast now, and, working like men possessed, we 
lowered the coffin into its place again, and shovelled the earth 
over it. . . . The birds were busy with their earliest pipings as 
we went back to Maxley. 
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1869- 

Andent Sorceries 


After completing his formal education at Wellington College , Cambridge, Algernon 
Blackwood emigrated to Canada, where he worked first as a dairy farmer and then 
as a prospector for gold Later, in New York City, he tried newspaper reporting 
on the Sun and the Times before settling down to a literary career with the publi- 
cation tn 1906 of hts first book. The Empty House It was followed by a large 
number of novels and short stones, mostly on supernatural themes, and finally 
by his interesting autobiography 

Blackwood u one of the great modern masters of the horror tale He is particu- 
larly successful at conveying the mystery and terror of a strange world, transcending 
ours but constantly pressing in upon it Fine examples of this are his two most 
frequently reprinted stones, “The Willows** and “ The Wendtgo " We have 
omitted these, in spite of their excellence, in favor of two others which we find 
fresher— just because they are not so well known— and equally exctting 

“Confession” is a splendid example of Blackwood*s ability to cast over highly 
sensitive characters a dreamlike atmosphere, with all the intensity and irrational 
reality of a dream 

“ Ancient Sorceries ” is the finest of the five stones in John Silence, Physician 
Extraordinary. John Silence is a psychiatrist, which really means a doctor of the 
soul as well as of the mind In " Ancient Sorceries however, hts role is merely 
passive, and the story is, tf anything, all the better for it It is a masterly evocation 
of an uncanny atmosphere , developed with such a subtle choice of detail, and in 
a purring prose so perfectly adapted to its task, that it carries the most complete 
conviction. 


there are, it would appear, certain wholly unremarkable per- 
sons, with none of the characteristics that invite adventure, who 
yet once or twice in the course of their smooth lives undergo 
an experience so strange that the world catches its breath— and 
looks the other wayl And it was cases of this kind, perhaps more 
than any other, that fell into the widespread net of John Silence, 
the psychi ; doctor, and, appealing to his deep humanity, to his 
patience, and to his great qualities of spiritual sympathy, led 
often to the revelation of problems of the strangest complexity, 
and of the profoundest possible human interest. 

Matters that seemed almost too curious and fantastic for belief 
he loved to trace to their hidden sources. To unravel a tangle 
in the very soul of things— and to release a suffering human soul 
in the process— was with him a veritable passion. And the knots 
he untied were, indeed, often passing strange. 
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The world, of course, asks for some plausible basis to which it 
can attach credence— something it can, at least, pretend to ex- 
plain. The adventurous type it can understand: such people 
carry about with them an adequate explanation of their exciting 
lives, and their characters obviously drive them into the circum- 
stances which produce the adventures. It expects nothing else 
from them, and is satisfied. But dull, ordinary folk have no right 
to out-of-the-way experiences, and the world having been led to 
expect otherwise, is disappointed with them, not to say shocked. 
Its complacent judgment has been rudely disturbed. 

“Such a thing happen to that man 1 ” it cries— “a common- 
place person like thatl It is too absurdl There must be something 
wrong!” 

Yet there could be no question that something did actually 
happen to little Arthur Vezin, something of the curious nature 
he described to Dr. Silence. Outwardly, or inwardly, it happened 
beyond a doubt, and in spite of the jeers of his few friends who 
heard the tale, and observed wisely that “such a thing might per- 
haps have come to Iszard, that crack-brained Iszard, or to that 
odd fish Minski, but it could never have happened to common- 
place little Vezin, who was fore-ordained to live and die accord- 
ing to scale ” 

But, whatever his method of death was, Vezin certainly did not 
' live according to scale” so far as this particular event in his 
otherwise uneventful life was concerned, and to hear him re- 
count it, and watch his pale delicate features change, and hear 
his voice grow softer and more hushed as he proceeded, was to 
know the conviction that his halting words perhaps failed some- 
times to convey. He lived the thing over again each time he told 
it. His whole personality became muffled in the recital. It sub- 
dued him more than ever, so that the tale became a lengthy 
apology for an experience that he deprecated. He appeared to 
excuse himself and ask your pardon for having dared to take 
part in so fantastic an episode. For little Vezin was a timid, 
gentle, sensitive soul, rarely able to assert himself, tender to 
man and beast, and almost constitutionally unable to say No, or 
to claim many things that should rightly have been his. His 
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whole scheme of life seemed utterly remote from anything more 
exciting than missing a train or losing an umbrella on an omni- 
bus. And when this curious event came upon him he was already 
more years beyond forty than his friends suspected or he cared 
to admit. 

John Silence, who heard him speak of his experience more 
than once, said that he sometimes left out certain details and put 
in others; yet they were all obviously true. The whole scene was 
unforgettably cinematographed onto his mind. None of the 
details were imagined or invented. And when he told the story 
with them all complete, the effect was undeniable. His appeal- 
ing brown eyes shone, and much of the charming personality, 
usually so carefully repressed, came forward and revealed itself. 
His modesty was always there, of course, but in the telling he 
forgot the present and allowed himself to appear almost vividly 
as he lived again in the past of his adventure 

He was on the way home when it happened, crossing northern 
France from some mountain trip or other where he buried him- 
self solitary-wise every summer. He had nothing but an un- 
registered bag in the rack, and the train was jammed to suffoca- 
tion, most of the passengers being unredeemed holiday F.nglish. 
He disliked them, not because they were his fellow-countrymen, 
but because they were noisy and obtrusive, obi iterating with 
their big limbs and tweed clothing all the quieter tints of the 
day that brought him satisfaction and enabled him to melt into 
insignificance and forget that he was anybody. These English 
clashed about him like a brass band, making him feel vaguely 
that he ought to be more self-assertive and obstreperous, and 
that he did not claim insistently enough all kinds of things that 
he didn’t want and that were really valueless, such as corner 
seats, windows up or down, and so forth. 

So that he felt uncomfortable in the train, and wished the 
journey were over and he were back again living with his un- 
married sister in Surbiton. 

And when the train stopped for ten panting minutes at the 
little station in northern France, and he got out to stretch his 
legs on the platform, and saw to his dismay a further batch of 
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the British Isles debouching from another train, it suddenly 
seemed impossible to him to continue the journey. Even his 
flabby soul revolted, and the idea of staying a night in the little 
town and going on next day by a slower, emptier train, flashed 
into his mind. The guard was already shouting “En voiture,” 
and the corridor of his compartment was already packed, when 
the thought came to him. And, for once, he acted with decision 
and rushed to snatch his bag. 

Finding the corridor and steps impassable, he tapped at the 
window (for he had a corner seat) and begged the Frenchman 
who sat opposite to hand his luggage out to him, explaining 
in his wretched French that he intended to break the journey 
there. And this elderly Frenchman, he declared, gave him a look, 
half of warning, half of reproach, that to his dying day he could 
never forget; handed the bag through the window of the moving 
train; and at the same time poured into his ears a long sentence, 
spoken rapidly and low, of which he was able to comprehend 
only the last few words: "a cause du sommeil et a cause des chats." 

In reply to Dr. Silence, whose singular psychic acuteness at 
once seized upon this Frenchman as a vital point in the adven- 
ture, Vezin admitted that the man had impressed him favour- 
ably from the beginning, though without being able to explain 
why They had sat facing one another during the four hours of 
the journey, and though no conversation had passed between 
them— Vezin was timid about his stuttering French— he con- 
fessed that his eyes were being continually drawn to his face, 
almost, he felt, to rudeness, and that each, by a dozen nameless 
little politenesses and attentions, had evinced the desire to be 
kind. The men liked each other and their personalities did not 
clash, or would not have clashed had they chanced to come to 
terms of acquaintance. The Frenchman, indeed, seemed to have 
exercised a silent protective influence over the insignificant 
little Englishman, and without words or gestures betrayed that 
he wished him well and would gladly have been of service to 
him. 

“And this sentence that he hurled at you after the bag?” asked 
John Silence, smiling that peculiarly sympathetic smile that 
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always melted the prejudices of his patient, “were you unable to 
follow it exactly?’’ 

“It was so quick and low and vehement,” explained Vezin, 
in his small voice, “that I missed practically the whole of it. I 
only caught the few words at the very end, because he spoke them 
so clearly, and his face was bent down out of the carriage window 
so near to mine.” 

“ 'A cause du sommetl et d cause des chats’}" repeated Dr. 
Silence, as though half speaking to himself. 

“That’s it, exactly,” said Vezin, “which, I take it, means some- 
thing like ‘because of sleep and because of the cats,’ doesn’t it?” 

“Certainly, that’s how I should translate it,” the doctor ob- 
served shortly, evidently not wishing to interrupt more than 
necessary. 

“And the rest of the sentence— all the first part I couldn’t 
understand, I mean— was a warning not to do something— not to 
stop in the town, or at some particular place in the town, perhaps. 
That was the impression it made on me.” 

Then, of course, the train rushed off, and left Vezin standing 
on the platform alone and rather forlorn. 

The little town climbed in straggling fashion up a sharp 
hill rising out of the plain at the back of the station, and was 
crowned by the twin towers of the ruined cathedral peeping 
over the summit. From the station itself it looked uninterest- 
ing and modern, but the fact was that the medieval position 
lay out of sight just beyond the crest. And once he reached the 
top and entered the old streets, he stepped clean out of modern 
life into a bygone century. The noise and bustle of the crowded 
train seemed days away. The spirit of this silent hill-town, remote 
from tourists and motor-cars, dreaming its own quiet life under 
the autumn sun, rose up and cast its spell upon him. Long before 
he recognised this spell he acted under it. He walked softly, al- 
most on tiptoe, down the winding narrow streets where the gables 
all but met over his head, and he entered the doorway of the 
solitary inn with a deprecating and modest demeanour that was 
in itself an apology for intruding upon the place and disturbing 
its dream. 
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At first, however, Vezin said, he noticed very little of all this. 
The attempt at analysis came much later. What struck him then 
was only the delightful contrast of the silence and peace after 
the dust and noisy rattle of the train. He felt soothed and stroked 
like a cat. 

“Like a cat, you said?” interrupted John Silence, quickly 
catching him up. 

“Yes. At the very start I felt that.” He laughed apologetically. 
“I felt as though the warmth and the stillness and the comfort 
made me purr. It seemed to be the general mood of the whole 
place— then.” 

The inn, a rambling, ancient house, the atmosphere of the 
old coaching days still about it, apparently did not welcome 
him too warmly. He felt he was only tolerated, he said. But 
it was cheap and comfortable, and the delicious cup of afternoon 
tea he ordered at once made him feel really very pleased with 
himself for leaving the train in this bold, original way. For to 
him it had seemed bold and original. He felt something of a dog. 
His room, too, soothed him with its dark panelling and low, 
irregular ceiling, and the long, sloping passage that led to it 
seemed the natural pathway to a real Chamber of Sleep— a little, 
dim, cubbyhole out of the world, where noise could not enter. 
It looked upon the courtyard at the back, it was all very charm- 
ing, and made him think of himself as dressed in very soft velvet 
somehow, and the floors seemed padded, the walls provided with 
cushions. The sounds of the streets could not penetrate there. 
It was an atmosphere of absolute rest that surrounded him. 

On engaging the two-franc room he had interviewed the only 
person who seemed to be about that sleepy afternoon, an elderly 
waiter with Dundreary whiskers and a drowsy courtesy, who 
had ambled lazily towards him across the stone yard; but on 
coming downstairs again for a little promenade in the town 
before dinner he encountered the proprietress herself. She was 
a large woman whose hands, feet, and features seemed to swim 
towards him out of a sea of person. They merged, so to speak. 
But she had great, dark, vivacious eyes that counteracted the bulk 
of her body, and betrayed the fact that in reality she was both 
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vigorous and alert. When he first caught sight of her she was 
knitting in a low chair against the sunlight of the wall, and some- 
thing at once made him see her as a great tabby cat, dozing, yet 
awake, heavily sleepy, and yet at the same time prepared for 
instantaneous action. A great mouser on the watch occurred 
to him. 

She took him in with a single, comprehensive glance that was 
polite without being cordial. Her neck, he noticed, was extraor- 
dinarily supple in spite of its proportions, for it turned so easily 
to follow him, and the head it carried bowed so very flexibly. 

“But when she looked at me, you know,” said Vezin, with that 
little, apologetic smile in his brown eyes, and that faintly depre- 
cating gesture of the shoulders that was characteristic of him, 
“the odd notion came to me that really she had intended to make 
quite a different movement, and that with a single bound she 
could have leaped at me across the width of that stone yard and 
pounced upon me like some huge cat upon a mouse.” 

He laughed a little, soft laugh, and Dr. Silence made a note 
in his book without interrupting, while Vezin proceeded in a 
tone as though he feared he had already told too much, and more 
than we could believe. 

“Very soft, yet very active she was, for all her size and mass, 
and I felt she knew what I was doing even after I had passed and 
was behind her back. She spoke to me, and her voice was smooth 
and running. She asked if I had my luggage, and was comfortable 
in my room, and then added that dinner was at seven o'clock, 
and that they were very early people in this little country town. 
Clearly, she intended to convey that late hours were not en- 
couraged.” 

Evidently, she contrived by voice and manner to give him the 
impression that here he would be “managed,” that everything 
would be arranged and planned for him, and that he had nothing 
to do but fall into the groove and obey. No decided action or 
sharp personal effort would be looked for from him. It was the 
very reverse of the train. He walked quietly out into the street, 
feeling soothed and peaceful. He realised that he was in a milieu 
that suited him and stroked him the right way. It was so much 
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easier to be obedient. He began to purr again, and to feel that 
all the town purred with him. 

About the streets of that little town he meandered gently, 
falling deeper and deeper into the spirit of repose that character- 
ised it. With no special aim he wandered up and down, to and 
fro. The September sunshine fell slantingly over the roofs. Down 
winding alleyways, fringed with tumbling gables and open case- 
ments, he caught fairylike glimpses of the great plain below, 
and of the meadows and yellow copses lying like a dream-map 
in the haze. The spell of the past held very potently here, he 
felt. 

The streets were full of picturesquely garbed men and women, 
all busy enough, going their respective ways; but no one took 
any notice of him or turned to stare at his obviously English 
appearance. He was even able to forget that with his tourist 
appearance he was a false note in a charming picture, and he 
melted more and more into the scene, feeling delightfully in- 
significant and unimportant and unselfconscious. It was like 
becoming part of a softly-coloured dream which he did not even 
realise to be a dream. 

On the eastern side the hill fell away more sharply, and the 
plain below ran off rather suddenly into a sea of gathering 
shadows in which the little patches of woodland looked like 
islands and the stubble fields like deep water. Here he strolled 
along the old ramparts of ancient fortifications that once had 
been formidable, but now were only visionlike with their charm- 
ing mingling of broken, grey walls and wayward vine and ivy. 
From the broad coping on which he sat for a moment, level with 
the rounded tops of clipped plane trees, he saw the esplanade 
far below lying in shadow. Here and there a yellow sunbeam 
crept in and lay upon the fallen yellow leaves, and from the 
height he looked down and saw that the townsfolk were walking 
to and fro in the cool of the evening. He could just hear the 
sound of their slow footfalls, and the murmur of their voices 
floated up to him through the gaps between the trees. The 
figures looked like shadows as he caught glimpses of their quiet 
movements far below. 
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He sat there for some time pondering, bathed in the waves 
of murmurs and half-lost echoes that rose to his ears, muffled 
by the leaves of the plane trees. The whole town, and the little 
hill out of which it grew as naturally as an ancient wood, seemed 
to him like a being lying there half asleep on the plain and croon- 
ing to itself as it dozed. 

And, presently, as he sat lazily melting into its dream, a sound 
of horns and strings and wood instruments rose to his ears, and 
the town band began to play at the far end of the crowded terrace 
below to the accompaniment of a very soft deep-throated drum. 
Vezin was very sensitive to music, knew about it intelligently, 
and had even ventured, unknown to his friends, upon the com- 
position of quiet melodies with low-running chords which he 
played to himself with the soft pedal when no one was about. 
And this music, floating up through the trees, from an invisible 
and doubtless very picturesque band of the townspeople, wholly 
charmed him. He recognised nothing that they played, and il 
sounded as though they were simply improvising without a con- 
ductor. No definitely marked time ran through the pieces, which 
ended and began oddly after the fashion of wind through an 
Aeolian harp. It was part of the place and scene, just as the 
dying sunlight and faintly breathing wind were part of the 
scene and hour, and the mellow notes of old-fashioned, plaintive 
horns, pierced here and there by the sharper strings, all half 
smothered by the continuous booming of the deep drum, 
touched his soul with a curiously potent spell that was almost 
too engrossing to be quite pleasant. 

There was a certain queer sense of bewitchment in it all. The 
music seemed to him oddly unartificial. It made him think of 
trees swept by the wind, of night breezes singing among wires 
and chimney-stacks, or in the rigging of invisible ships; or— and 
the simile leaped up in his thoughts with a sudden sharpness of 
suggestion— a chorus of animals, of wild creatures, somewhere 
in desolate places of the world, crying and singing as animals 
will, to the moon. He could fancy he heard the wailing, half- 
human cries of cats upon the tiles at night, rising and falling 
with weird intervals of sound, and this music, muffled by distance 
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and the trees, made him think of a queer company of these 
creatures on some roof far away in the sky, uttering their solemn 
music to one another and the moon in chorus. 

It was, he felt at the time, a singular image to occur to him, 
yet it expressed his sensation pictorially better than anything 
else. The instruments played such impossibly odd intervals, and 
the crescendos and diminuendos were so very suggestive of cat 
land on the tiles at night, rising swiftly, dropping without warn 
ing to deep notes again, and all in such strange confusion of 
discords and accords. But, at the same time a plaintive sweetness 
resulted on the whole, and the discords of these half-broken in- 
struments were so singular that they did not distress his musical 
soul like fiddles out of tune. 

He listened a long time, wholly surrendering himself as his 
character was, and then strolled homewards in the dusk as the 
air grew chilly. 

“There was nothing to alarm?” put in Dr. Silence briefly. 

“Absolutely nothing,” said Vezin; “but you know it was all 
so fantastical and charming that my imagination was profoundly 
impressed. Perhaps, too,” he continued, gently explanatory, “it 
was this stirring of my imagination that caused other impres- 
sions; for as I walked back the spell of the place began to steal 
over me in a dozen ways, though all intelligible ways. But there 
were other things I could not account for in the least, even then.” 

“Incidents, you mean?” 

“Hardly incidents, I think. A lot of vivid sensations crowded 
themselves upon my mind and I could trace them to no causes. 
It was just after sunset and the tumbled old buildings traced 
magical outlines against an opalescent sky of gold and red. The 
dusk was running down the twisted streets. All round the hill 
the plain pressed in like a dim sea, its level rising with the dark- 
ness. The spell of this kind of scene, you know, can be very 
moving, and it was so that night. Yet I felt that what came to me 
had nothing directly to do with the mystery and wonder of the 
scene.” 

“Not merely the subtle transformations of the spirit that come 
with beauty,” put in the doctor, noticing his hesitation. 
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“Exactly,” Vezin went on, duly encouraged and no longer so 
fearful of our smiles at his expense. “The impressions came from 
somewhere else. For instance, down the busy main street where 
men and women were bustling home from work, shopping at 
stalls and barrows, idly gossiping in groups, and all the rest of it, 
I saw that I aroused no interest and that no one turned to stare 
at me as a foreigner and stranger. I was utterly ignored, and my 
presence among them excited no special interest or attention. 

“And then, quite suddenly, it dawned upon me with convic- 
tion that all the time this indifference and inattention were 
merely feigned. Everybody, as a matter of fact, was watching me 
closely. Every movement I made was known and observed. Ignor- 
ing me was all a pretence— an elaborate pretence.” 

He paused a moment and looked at us to see if we were smiling, 
and then continued, reassured— 

“It is useless to ask me how I noticed this, because I simply 
cannot explain it. But the discovery gave me something of a 
shock. Before I got back to the inn, however, another curious 
thing rose up strongly in my mind and forced my recognition of 
it as true. And this, too, I may as well say at once, was equally 
inexplicable to me. I mean I can only give you the fact, as fact 
it was to me.” 

The little man left his chair and stood on the mat before the 
fire. His diffidence lessened from now onwaids, as he lost him- 
self again in the magic of the old adventure. His eyes shone a 
little already as he talked. 

“Well,” he went on, his soft voice rising somewhat with his 
excitement, “I was in a shop when it came to me first— though 
the idea must have been at work for a long time subconsciously 
to appear in so complete a form all at once. I was buying socks, 
I think,” he laughed, “and struggling with my dreadful French, 
when it struck me that the woman in the shop did not care two 
pins whether I bought anything or not. She was indifferent 
whether she made a sale or did not make a sale. She was only 
pretending to sell. 

“This sounds a very small and fanciful incident to build upon 
what follows. But really it was not small. I mean it was the spark 
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that lit the line of powder and ran along to the big blaze in 
my mind. 

“For the whole town, I suddenly realised, was something other 
than I so far saw it. The real activities and interests of the people 
were elsewhere and otherwise than appeared. Their true lives 
lay somewhere out of sight behind the scenes. Their busy-ness 
was but the outward semblance that masked their actual pur- 
poses. They bought and sold, and ate and drank, and walked 
about the streets, yet all the while the main stream of their 
existence lay somewhere beyond my ken, underground, in secret 
places. In the shops and at the stalls they did not care whether 
I purchased their articles or not; at the inn, they were indifferent 
to my staying or going; their life lay remote from my own, spring- 
ing from hidden, mysterious sources, coursing out of sight, un- 
known. It was all a great, elaborate pretence, assumed possibly 
for my benefit, or possibly for purposes of their own. But the 
main current of their energies ran elsewhere. I almost felt as an 
unwelcome foreign substance might be expected to feel when it 
has found its way into the human system, and the whole body 
organises itself to eject it or to absorb it. The town was doing 
this very thing to me. 

“This bizarre notion presented itself forcibly to my mind as I 
walked home to the inn, and I began busily to wonder wherein 
the true life of this town could lie and what were the actual 
interests and activities of its hidden life. 

“And, now that my eyes were partly opened, I noticed other 
things too that puzzled me, first of which, I think, was the ex- 
traordinary silence of the whole place. Positively, the town was 
muffled. Although the streets were paved with cobbles the people 
moved about silently, softly, with padded feet, like cats. Noth- 
ing made noise. All was hushed, subdued, muted. The very 
voices were quiet, low-pitched, like purring. Nothing clamorous, 
vehement, or emphatic seemed able to live in the drowsy atmos- 
phere of soft dreaming that soothed this little hill-town into its 
sleep. It was like the woman at the inn— an outward repose 
screening intense inner activity and purpose. 
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"Yet there was no sign of lethargy or sluggishness anywhere 
about it. The people were active and alert. Only a magical and 
uncanny softness lay over them all like a spell.” 

Vezin passed his hand across his eyes for a moment as though 
the memory had become very vivid. His voice had run off into 
a whisper so that we heard the last part with difficulty. He was 
telling a true thing, obviously, yet something that he both liked 
and hated telling. 

“I went back to the inn,” he continued presently in a louder 
voice, “and dined. I felt a new strange world about me. My old 
world of reality receded. Here, whether I liked it or no, was 
something new and incomprehensible. I regretted having ieft 
the train so impulsively. An adventure was upon me, and I 
loathed adventures as foreign to my nature. Moreover, this 
was the beginning apparently of an adventure somewhere deep 
within me, m a region I could not check or measure, and a feeling 
of alarm mingled itself with my wonder— alarm for the stability 
of what I had for forty years recognised as my ‘personality.’ 

“I went upstairs to bed, my mind.teeming with thoughts that 
were unusual to me, and of rather a haunting description. By 
way of relief I kept thinking of that nice, prosaic noisy train and 
all those wholesome, blustering passengers. I almost wished I 
were with them again. But my dreams took me elsewhere. 1 
dreamed of cats, and soft-moving creatures, and the silence of 
life in a dim muffled world beyond the senses.” 

II 

Vezin stayed on from day to day, indefinitely, much longer 
than he had intended. He felt in a kind of dazed, somnolent con- 
dition. He did nothing in particular, but the place fascinated 
him and he could not decide to leave. Decisions were always 
very difficult for him and he sometimes wondered how he had 
ever brought himself to the point of leaving the train. It seemed 
as though someone else must have arranged it for him, and once 
or twice his thoughts ran to the swarthy Frenchman who had 
sat opposite. If only he could have understood that long sentence 
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ending so strangely with “a cause du sommeil et & cause des 
chats." He wondered what it all meant. 

Meanwhile the hushed softness of the town held him prisoner 
and he sought in his muddling, gentle way to find out where the 
mystery lay, and what it was all about. But his limited French 
and his constitutional hatred of active investigation made it 
hard for him to buttonhole anybody and ask questions. He was 
content to observe, and watch, and remain negative. 

The weather held on calm and hazy, and this just suited him. 
He wandered about the town till he knew every street and alley. 

The people suffered him to come and go without let or 
hindrance, though it became clearer to him every day that he was 
never free himself from observation. The town watched him as 
a cat watches a mouse. And he got no nearer to finding out what 
they were all so busy with or where the main stream of their 
activities lay. This remained hidden. The people were as soft and 
mysterious as cats. 

But that he was continually under observation became more 
evident from day to day. 

For instance, when he strolled to the end of the town and 
entered a little green public garden beneath the ramparts and 
seated himself upon one of the empty benches in the sun, he was 
quite alone— at first. Not another seat was occupied; the little 
park was empty, the paths deserted. Yet, within ten minutes 
of his coming, there must have been fully twenty persons scat- 
tered about him, some strolling aimlessly along the gravel walks, 
staring at the flowers, and others seated on wooden benches en- 
|oying the sun like himself. None of them appeared to take any 
notice of him; yet he understood quite well they had all come 
there to watch. They kept him under close observation. In the 
street they had seemed busy enough, hurrying upon various 
errands; yet these were suddenly all forgotten and they had noth- 
ing to do but loll and laze in the sun, their duties unremembered. 
Five minutes after he left, the garden was again deserted, the 
seats vacant. But in the crowded street it was the same thing 
again; he was never alone. He was ever in their thoughts. 

By degrees, too, he began to see how it was he was so cleverly 
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watched, yet without the appearance of it. The people did noth- 
ing directly. They behaved obliquely. He laughed in his mind as 
the thought thus clothed itself in words, but the phrase exactly 
described it. They looked at him from angles which naturally 
should have led their sight in another direction altogether. 
Their movements were oblique, too, so far as these concerned 
himself. The straight, direct thing was not their way evidently. 
They did nothing obviously. If he entered a shop to buy, the 
woman walked instantly away and busied herself with some- 
thing at the farther end of the counter, though answering at 
once when he spoke, showing that she knew he was there and 
that this was only her way of attending to him. It was the fashion 
of the cat she followed. Even in the dining room of the inn the 
bewhiskered and courteous waiter, lithe and silent in all his 
movements, never seemed able to come straight to his table for 
an order or a dish. He came by zigzags, indirectly, vaguely, so 
that he appeared to be going to another table altogether, and 
only turned suddenly at the last moment, and was there beside 
him. 

Vezin smiled curiously to himself as he described how he began 
to realise these things. Other tourists there were none in the 
hostel, but he recalled the figures of one or two old men, in- 
habitants, who took their dejeuner and dinner there, and re- 
membered how fantastically they entered the room in similar 
fashion. First, they paused in the doorway, peering about the 
room, and then, after a temporary inspection, they came in, as 
it were, sideways, keeping close to the walls so that he wondered 
which table they were making for, and at the last minute making 
almost a little quick run to their particular seats. And again he 
thought of the ways and methods of cats. 

Other small incidents, too, impressed him as all part of this 
queer, soft town with its muffled, indirect life, for the way some 
of the people appeared and disappeared with extraordinary swift- 
ness puzzled him exceedingly. It may have been all perfectly 
natural, he knew, yet he could not make it out how the alleys 
swallowed them up and shot them forth in a second of time when 
there were no visible doorways or openings near enough to ex- 
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plain the phenomenon. Once he followed two elderly women 
who, he felt, had been particularly examining him across the 
street— quite near the inn this was— and saw them turn the comer 
a few feet only in front of him. Yet when he sharply followed 
on their heels he saw nothing but an utterly deserted alley stretch- 
ing in front of him with no sign of a living thing. And the only 
opening through which they could have escaped was a porch 
some fifty yards away, which not the swiftest human runner 
could have reached in time. 

And in just such sudden fashion people appeared when he 
never expected them. Once when he heard a great noise of fight- 
ing going on behind a low wall, and hurried up to see what was 
going on, what should he see but a group of girls and women 
engaged in vociferous conversation which instantly hushed itself 
to the normal whispering note of the town when his head ap- 
peared over the wall. And even then none of them turned to 
look at him directly, but slunk off with the most unaccountable 
rapidity into doors and sheds across the yard. And their voices, 
he thought, had sounded so like, so strangely like, the angry 
snarling of fighting animals, almost of cats. 

The whole spirit of the town, however, continued to evade 
him as something elusive, protean, screened from the outer 
world, and at the same time intensely, genuinely vital; and, since 
he now formed part of its life, this concealment puzzled and 
irritated him; more— it began rather to frighten him. 

Out of the mists that slowly gathered about his ordinary sur- 
face thoughts there rose again the idea that the inhabitants were 
Waiting for him to declare himself, to take an attitude, to do 
this, or to do that; and that when he had done so they in their 
turn would at length make some direct response, accepting or 
rejecting him. Yet the vital matter concerning which his deci- 
sion was awaited came no nearer to him. 

Once or twice he purposely followed little processions or 
groups of the citizens in order to find out, if possible, on what 
purpose they were bent; but they always discovered him in time 
and dwindled away, each individual going his or her own way. 
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It was always the same: he never could learn what their main 
interest was. The cathedral was ever empty, the old church of 
St. Martin, at the other end of the town, deserted. They shopped 
because they had to, and not because they wished to. The booths 
stood neglected, the stalls unvvued, the little caf& desolate. Yet 
the streets were always full, die xownsfolk ever on the bustle. 

“Can it be,” he thought to himself, yet with a deprecating 
laugh that he should have dared to think anything so odd, “can 
it be that these people are people of the twilight, that they live 
only at night their real life, and come out honestly only with the 
dusk? That during the day they make a sham though brave 
pretence, and after the sun is down their true life begins? Have 
they the souls of night-things, and is the whole blessed town in 
the hands of the cats?” 

The fancy somehow electrified him with little shocks of shrink* 
ing and dismay. Yet, though he affected to laugh, he knew that 
he was beginning to feel more than uneasy, and that strange 
forces were tugging with a thousand invisible chords at die very 
centre of his being. Something utterly remote from his ordinary 
life, something that had not waked for years, began faintly to 
stir in his soul, sending feelers abroad into his brain and heart, 
shaping queer thoughts and penetrating even into certain of his 
minor actions. Something exceedingly vital to himself, to his 
soul, hung in the balance. 

And, always when he returned to the inn about the hour of 
sunset, he saw the figures of the townsfolk stealing through the 
dusk from their shop doors, moving sentry-wise to and fro at 
the comers of the streets, yet always vanishing silently like shad- 
ows at his near approach. And as the inn invariably closed its 
doors at ten o’clock he had never yet found the opportunity he 
rather half-heartedly sought to see for himself what account the 
town could give of itself at night. 

“—A cause du sommeil et a cause des chats "— the words now 
rang in his ears more and more often, though still as yet with- 
out any definite meaning. 

Moreover, something made him sleep like the dead. 
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in 

It was, I think, on the fifth day— though in this detail his story 
sometimes varied— that he made a definite discovery which in- 
creased his alarm and brought him up to a rather sharp climax. 
Before that he had already noticed that a change was going for- 
ward and certain subtle transformations being brought about in 
his character which modified several of his minor habits. And he 
had affected to ignore them. Here, however, was something he 
could no longer ignore; and it startled him. 

At the best of times he was never very positive, always nega- 
tive rather, compliant and acquiescent; yet, when necessity arose 
he was capable of reasonably vigorous action and could take a 
strongish decision. The discovery he now made that brought 
him up with such a sharp turn was that this power had positively 
dwindled to nothing. He found it impossible to make up his 
mind. For, on this fifth day, he realised that he had stayed long 
enough in the town and that for reasons he could only vaguely 
define to himself it was wiser and safer that he should leave. 

And he found that he could not leave! 

This is difficult to describe in words, and it was more by ges- 
ture and the expression of his face that he conveyed to Dr. 
Silence the state of impotence he had reached. All this spying 
and watching, he said, had as it were spun a net about his feet 
so that he was trapped and powerless to escape; he felt like a 
fly that had blundered into the intricacies of a great web; he was 
caught, imprisoned, and could not get away. It was a distressing 
sensation. A numbness had crept over his will till it had become 
almost incapable of decision. The mere thought of vigorous 
action— action towards escape— began to terrify him. All the cur- 
rents of his life had turned inwards i »pon himself, striving to 
bring to the surface something that lay buried almost beyond 
reach, determined to force his recognition of something he had 
long forgotten— forgotten years upon years, almost centuries ago. 
It seemed as though a window deep within his being would pres- 
ently open and reveal an entirely new world, yet somehow a 
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world that was not unfamiliar. Beyond that, again, he fancied a 
great curtain hung; and when that too rolled up he would see 
still farther into this region and at last understand something of 
the secret life of these extraordinary people. 

“Is this why they wait and watch?” he asked himself with 
rather a shaking heart, “for the time when I shall join them— 
or refuse to join them? Does the decision rest with me after all, 
and not with them?” 

And it was at this point that the sinister character of the 
adventure first really declared itself, and he became genuinely 
alarmed. The stability of his rather fluid little personality was at 
stake, he felt, and something in his heart turned coward. 

Why otherwise should he have suddenly taken to walking 
stealthily, silently, making as little sound as possible, forever 
looking behind him? Why else should he have moved almost on 
tiptoe about the passages of the practically deserted inn, and 
when he was abroad have found himself deliberately taking ad- 
vantage of what cover presented itself? And why, if he was not 
afraid, should the wisdom of staying indoors after sundown have 
suddenly occurred to him as eminently desirable? Why, indeed? 

And, when John Silence gently pressed him for an explana- 
tion of these things, he admitted apologetically that he had none 
to give. 

“It was simply that I feared something might happen to me 
unless I kept a sharp lookout. I felt afraid. It was instinctive,” 
was all he could say. “I got the impression that the whole town 
was after me— wanted me for something; and that if it got me I 
should lose myself, or at least the Self I knew, in some unfamiliar 
state of consciousness. But I am not a psychologist, you know,” 
he added, meekly, “and I cannot define it better than that.” 

It was while lounging in the courtyard half an hour before 
the evening meal that Vezin made this discovery, and he at once 
went upstairs to his quiet room at the end of the winding passage 
to think it over alone. In the yard it was empty enough, true, 
but there was always the possibility that the big woman whom 
he dreaded would come out of some door, with her pretence 
of knitting, to sit and watch him. This had happened several 
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times, and he could not endure the sight of her. He still re- 
membered his original fancy, bizarre though it was, that she 
would spring upon him the moment his back was turned and 
land with one single crushing leap upon his neck. Of course it was 
nonsense, but then it haunted him, and once an idea begins to 
do that it ceases to be nonsense. It has clothed itself in reality. 

He went upstairs accordingly. It was dusk, and the oil lamps 
had not yet been lit in the passage. He stumbled over the uneven 
surface of the ancient flooring, passing the dim outlines of doors 
along the corridor— doors that he had never once seen opened— 
rooms that seemed never occupied. He moved, as his habit now 
was, stealthily and on tiptoe. 

Halfway down the last passage to his own chamber there was 
a sharp turn, and it was just here, while groping round the walls 
with outstretched hands, that his fingers touched something 
that was not wall— something that moved. It was soft and warm 
in texture, indescribably fragrant, and about the height of his 
shoulder; and he immediately thought of a furry, sweet-smelling 
kitten. The next minute he knew it was something quite dif- 
ferent. 

Instead of investigating, however— his nerves must have been 
too overwrought for that, he said— he shrank back as closely as 
possible against the wall on the other side. The thing, whatever 
it was, slipped past him with a sound of rustling, and retreating 
with light footsteps down the passage behind him, was gone. 
A breath of warm, scented air was wafted to his nostrils 

Vezin caught his breath for an instant and paused, stock-still, 
half leaning against the wall— and then almost ran down the re- 
maining distance and entered his room with a rush, locking the 
door hurriedly behind him. Yet it was not fear that made him 
run: it was excitement, pleasurable excitement His nerves were 
tingling, and a delicious glow made itself felt all over his body. 
In a flash it came to him that this was just what he had felt 
twenty-five years ago as a boy when he was in love for the first 
time. Warm currents of life ran all over him and mounted to his 
brain in a whirl of soft delight. His mood was suddenly become 
tender, melting, loving. 
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The room was quite dark, and he collapsed upon the sofa by 
the window, wondering what had happened to him and what it 
all meant. But the only thing he understood clearly in that 
instant was that something in lum had swiftly, magically 
changed: he no longer wished to leave, or to argue with him- 
self about leaving. The encounter in the passageway had 
changed all that. The strange perfume of it still hung about him, 
bemusing his heart and mind. For he knew that it was a girl 
who had passed him, a girl’s face that his fingers had brushed 
in the darkness, and he felt in some extraordinary way as though 
he had been actually kissed by her, kissed full upon the lips. 

Trembling, he sat upon the sofa by the window and struggled 
to collect his thoughts. He was utterly unable to understand 
how the mere passing of a girl in the darkness of a narrow 
passageway could communicate so electric a thrill to his whole 
being that he still shook with the sweetness of it. Yet, there it was! 
And he found it as useless to deny as to attempt analysis. Some 
ancient fire had entered his veins, and now ran coursing through 
his blood, and that he was forty-five instead of twenty did not 
matter one little jot. Out of all the inner turmoil and confusion 
emerged the one salient fact that the mere atmosphere, the 
merest casual touch, of this girl, unseen, unknown in the dark- 
ness, had been sufficient to stir dormant fires in the centre of his 
heart, and rouse his whole being from a state of feeble sluggish- 
ness to one of tearing and tumultuous excitement. 

After a time, however, the number of Vezin’s years began to 
assert their cumulative power; he grew calmer; and when a 
knock came at length upon his door and he heard the waiter’s 
voice suggesting that dinner was nearly over, he pulled himself 
together and slowly made his way downstairs into the dining 
room. 

Everyone looked up as he entered, for he was very late, but 
he took his customary seat in the far corner and began to eat. 
The trepidation was still in his nerves, but the fact that he had 
passed through the courtyard and hall without catching sight of 
a petticoat served to calm him a little. He ate so fast that he had 
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almost caught up with the current stage of the table d’hfite, 
when a slight commotion in the room drew his attention. 

His chair was so placed that the door and the greater portion 
of the long salle a manger were behind him, yet it was not neces- 
sary to turn round to know that the same person he had passed 
in the dark passage had now come into the room. He felt the 
presence long before he heard or saw anyone. Then he became 
aware that the old men, the only other guests, were rising one 
by one in their places, and exchanging greetings with someone 
who passed among them from table to table. And when at length 
he turned with his heart beating furiously to ascertain for him- 
self, he saw the form of a young girl, lithe and slim, moving down 
the centre of the room and making straight for his own table 
in the comer. She moved wonderfully, with sinuous grace, like 
a young panther, and her approach filled him with such delicious 
bewilderment that he was utterly unable to tell at first what her 
face was like, or discover what it was about the whole present- 
ment of the creature that filled him anew with trepidation and 
delight. 

“Ah, Ma’mselle est de retour!” he heard the old waiter 
murmur at his side, and he was just able to take in that she was 
the daughter of the proprietress, when she was upon him, and 
he heard her voice. She was addressing him. Something of red 
lips he saw and laughing white teeth, and stray wisps of fine dark 
hair about the temples; but all the rest was a dream in which his 
own emotion rose like a thick cloud before his eyes and pre- 
vented his seeing accurately, or knowing exactly what he did. 
He was aware that she greeted him with a charming little bow; 
that her beautiful large eyes looked searchingly into his own; 
that the perfume he had noticed in the dark passage again as 
sailed his nostrils, and that she was bending a little toward him 
and leaning with one hand on the table at his side. She was quite 
close to him— that was the chief thing he knew— explaining that 
she had been asking after the comfort of her mother’s guests, and 
was now introducing herself to the latest arrival— himself. 

“M’sieur has already been here a few days,” he heard the 
waiter say; and then her own voice, sweet as singing, replied: 
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“Ah, but M’sieur is not going to leave us just yet, I hope. My 
mother is too old to look after the comfort of our guests prop 
erly, but now I am here I will remedy all that.” She laughed 
deliciously. “M’sieur shall be well looked after.” 

Vezin, struggling with his emotion and desire to be polite, 
half rose to acknowledge the pretty speech, and to stammer some 
so r t of reply, but as he did so his hand by chance touched her 
own that was resting upon the table, and a shock that was for all 
the world like a shock of electricity, passed from her skin into 
his body. His soul wavered and shook deep within him. He 
caught her eyes fixed upon his own with a look of most curious 
intentness, and the next moment he knew that he had sat down 
wordless again on his chair, that the girl was already halfway 
across the room, and that he was trying to eat his salad with a 
dessertspoon and a knife. 

Longing for her return, and yet dreading it, he gulped down 
the remainder of his dinner, and then went at once to his bed- 
room to be alone with his thoughts. This time the passages were 
lighted, and he suffered no exciting contretemps; yet the wind- 
ing corridor was dim with shadows, and the last portion, from 
the bend of the wall onwards, seemed longer than he had ever 
known it. It ran downhill like the pathway on a mountain side, 
and as he tiptoed softly down it he felt that by rights it ought 
to have led him clean out of the house into the heart of a great 
forest. The world was singing with him. Strange fancies filled 
his brain, and once in the room, with the door securely locked, 
he did not light the candles, but sat by the open window think- 
ing long, long thoughts that came unbidden in troops to his 
mind. 


IV 

This part of the story he told to Dr. Silence, without special 
coaxing, it is true, yet with much stammering embarrassment. 
He could not in the least understand, he said, how the girl had 
managed to affect him so profoundly, and even before he had set 
eyes upon her. For her mere proximity in the darkness had been 
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sufficient to set him on fire. He knew nothing of enchantments, 
and for years had been a stranger to anything approaching tender 
relations with any member of the opposite sex, for he was en- 
cased in shyness, and realised his overwhelming defects only too 
well. Yet this bewitching young creature came to him deliber- 
ately. Her manner was unmistakable, and she sought him out on 
every possible occasion. Chaste and sweet she was undoubtedly, 
yet frankly inviting; and she won him utterly with the first 
glance of her shining eyes, even if she had not already done so 
in the dark merely by the magic of her invisible presence. 

“You felt she was altogether wholesome and good?” queried 
the doctor. “You had no reaction of any sort— for instance, of 
alarm?” 

Vezin looked up sharply with one of his inimitable little apolo- 
getic smiles. It was some time before he replied. The mere 
memory of the adventure had suffused his shy face with blushes, 
and his brown eyes sought the floor again before he answered. 

"I don’t think I can quite say that,” he explained presently. 
“I acknowledged certain qualms, sitting up in my room after- 
wards. A conviction grew upon me that there was something 
about her— how shall I express it?— well, something unholy. It is 
not impurity in any sense, physical or mental, that I mean, but 
something quite indefinable that gave me a vague sensation of 
the creeps. She drew me, and at the same time repelled me, more 
than— than— ” 

He hesitated, blushing furiously, and unable to finish the 
sentence. 

“Nothing like it has ever come to me before or since,” he 
concluded with lame confusion. “I suppose it was, as you sug- 
gested just now, something of an enchantment. At any rate, it 
was strong enough to make me feel that I would stay in that 
awful little haunted town for years if only I could see her every 
day, hear her voice, watch her wonderful movements, and some- 
times, perhaps, touch her hand.” 

“Can you explain to me what you felt was the source of her 
power?” John Silence asked, looking purposely anywhere but 
at the narrator. 
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“I am surprised that you should ask me such a question,” 
answered Vezin, with the nearest approach to dignity he could 
manage. “I think no man can describe to another convincingly 
wherein lies the magic of the woman who ensnares him. I cer- 
tainly cannot. I can only say this slip of a girl bewitched me, and 
the mere knowledge that she was living and sleeping in the same 
house filled me with an extraordinary sense of delight. 

“But there’s one thing I can tell you,” he went on earnestly, 
his eyes aglow, “namely, that she seemed to sum up and synthesise 
in herself all the strange hidden forces that operated so mysteri- 
ously in the town and its inhabitants. She had the silken move- 
ments of the panther, going smoothly, silently to and fro, and the 
same indirect, oblique methods as the townsfolk, screening, like 
them, secret purposes of her own— purposes that I was sure had 
me for their objective. She kept me, to my terror and delight, 
ceaselessly under observation, yet so carelessly, so consummately, 
that another man less sensitive, if I may say so”— he made a dep- 
recating gesture— “or less prepared by what had gone before, 
would never have noticed it at all. She was always still, always 
reposeful, yet she seemed to be everywhere at once, so that I never 
could escape from her. I was continually meeting the stare and 
laughter of her great eyes, in the corners of the rooms, in the 
passages, calmly looking at me through the windows, or m the 
busiest parts of the public streets.” 

Their intimacy, it seems, grew very rapidly after this first 
encounter which had so violently disturbed the little man’s 
equilibrium. He was naturally very prim, and prim folk live 
mostly in so small a world that anything violently unusual may 
shake them clean out of it, and they therefore instinctively dis- 
trust originality. But Vezin began to forget his primness after 
a while. The girl was always modestly behaved, and as her 
mother’s representative, she naturally had to do with the guests 
in the hotel. It was not out of the way that a spirit of camaraderie 
should spring up. Besides, she was young, she was charmingly 
pretty, she was French, and— she obviously liked him. 

At the same time, there was something indescribable— a certain 
indefinable atmosphere of other places, other times— that made 
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him try hard to remain on his guard, and sometimes made him 
catch his breath with a sudden start. It was all rather like a 
delirious dream, half delight, half dread, he confided in a whisper 
to Dr. Silence; and more than once he hardly knew quite what 
he was doing or saying, as though he were driven forward by 
impulses he scarcely recognised as his own. 

And though the thought of leaving presented itself again and 
again to his mind, it was each time with less insistence, so that 
he stayed on from day to day, becoming more and more a part 
of the sleepy life of this dreamy mediaeval town, losing more and 
more of his recognisable personality. Soon, he felt, the Curtain 
within would roll up with an awful rush, and he would find 
himself suddenly admitted into the secret purposes of the hidden 
life that lay behind it all. Only, by that time, he would have be- 
come transformed into an entirely different being. 

And, meanwhile, he noticed various little signs of the inten- 
tion to make his stay attractive to him: flowers m his bedroom, 
a more comfortable armchair in the corner, and even special 
little extra dishes on his private table in the dining room. Con- 
versations, too, with “Mademoiselle Ilsd” became more and more 
frequent and pleasant, and although they seldom travelled be- 
yond the weather, or the details of the town, the girl, he noticed, 
was never in a hurry to bring them to an end, and often contrived 
to interject little odd sentences that he never properly under- 
stood, yet felt to be significant. 

And it was these stray remarks, full of a meaning that evaded 
him, that pointed to some hidden purpose of her own and made 
him feel uneasy. They all had to do he felt sure, with reasons 
for lus staying on in the town indefinitely. 

“And has M’sieur not even yet come to a decision?” she said 
softly in his ear, sitting beside him in the sunny yard before 
dejeuner, the acquaintance having progressed with significant 
rapidity. “Because, if it’s so difficult, we must all try together 
to help him!” 

The question startled him, following upon his own thoughts. 
It was spoken with a pretty laugh, and a stray bit of hair across 
one eye, as she turned and peered at him half roguishly. Pos- 
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sibly he did not quite understand the French of it, for her near 
presence always confused his small knowledge of the language 
distressingly. Yet the words, and her manner, and something else 
that lay behind it all in her mind, frightened him. It gave such 
point to his feeling that the town was waiting for him to make 
his mind up on some important matter. 

At the same time her voice, and the fact that she was there so 
close beside him in her soft dark dress, thrilled him inex- 
pressibly. 

“It is true I find it difficult to leave," he stammered, losing his 
way deliciously in the depth of her eyes, “and especially now 
that Mademoiselle Ils6 has come.” 

He was surprised at the success of his sentence, and quite de- 
lighted with the little gallantry of it. But at the same time he 
could have bitten his tongue off for having said it. 

“Then after all you like our little town, or you would not be 
pleased to stay on,” she said, ignoring the compliment. 

“I am enchanted with it, and enchanted with you,” he cried, 
feeling that his tongue was somehow slipping beyond the con- 
trol of his brain. And he was on the verge of saying all manner 
of other things of the wildest description, when the girl sprang 
lightly up from her chair beside him, and made to go. 

“It is soupe & I’omon to-day 1 ” she cried, laughing back at him 
through the sunlight, "and I must go and see about it. Other- 
wise, you know, M’sieur will not enjoy his dinner, and then, 
perhaps, he will leave us!” 

He watched her cross the courtyard, moving with all the grace 
and lightness of the feline race, and her simple black dress 
clothed her, he thought, exactly like the fur of the same supple 
species. She turned once to laugh to him from the porch with the 
glass door, and then stopped a moment to speak to her mother, 
who sat knitting as usual in her corner seat just inside the hall- 
way 

But how was it, then, that the moment his eye fell upon this 
ungainly woman, the pair of them appeared suddenly as other 
than they were? Whence came that transforming dignity and 
sense of power that enveloped them both as by magic? What was 
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it about that massive woman that made her appear instantly 
regal, and set her on a throne in some dark and dreadful scenery, 
wielding a sceptre over the red glare of some tempestuous orgy? 
And why did this slender stripling of a girl, graceful as a willow, 
lithe as a young leopard, assume suddenly an air of sinister 
majesty, and move with flame and smoke about her head, and the 
darkness of night beneath her feet? 

Vezm caught his breath and sat there transfixed. Then, almost 
simultaneously with its appearance, the queer notion vanished 
again, and the sunlight of day caught them both, and he heard 
her laughing to her mother about the soupe a V onion, and saw 
her glancing back at him over her dear little shoulder with 
a smile that made him think of a dew-kissed rose bending lightly 
before summer airs. 

And, indeed, the onion soup was particularly excellent that 
day, because he saw another covertlaid at his small table, and, 
with fluttering heart, heard the waiter murmur by way of ex- 
planation that “Ma’mselle Ils6 would honour M’sieur to-day at 
dejeuner , as her custom sometimes is with her mother’s guests." 

So actually she sat by him all through that delirious meal, 
talking quietly to him in easy French, seeing that he was well 
looked after, mixing the salad dressing, and even helping him 
with her own hand. And, later in the afternoon, while he was 
smoking in the courtyard, longing for a sight of her as soon as her 
duties were done, she came again to his side, and when he rose 
to meet her, she stood facing him a moment, full of a perplex- 
ing sweet shyness before she spoke: 

“My mother thinks you ought to know more of the beauties 
of our little town, and I think so, tool Would M'sieur like me 
to be his guide, perhaps? I can show him everything, for our 
family has lived here for many generations.” 

She had him by the hand, indeed, before he could find a single 
word to express his pleasure, and led him, all unresisting, out 
into the street, yet in such a way that it seemed perfectly natural 
she should do so, and without the faintest suggestion of boldness 
or immodesty. Her face glowed with the pleasure and interest 
of it, and with her short dress and tumbled hair she looked every 
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bit the charming child of seventeen that she was, innocent and 
playful, proud of her native town, and alive beyond her years to 
the sense of its ancient beauty. 

So they went over the town together, and she showed him 
what she considered its chief interest: the tumble-down old house 
where her forebears had lived; the sombre, aristocratic-looking 
mansion where her mother’s family dwelt for centuries, and the 
ancient market place where several hundred years before the 
witches had been burnt by the score. She kept up a lively running 
stream of talk about it all, of which he understood not a fiftieth 
part as he trudged along by her side, cursing his forty-five years 
and feeling all the yearnings of his early manhood revive and 
jeer at him. And, as she talked, England and Surbiton seemed 
very far away indeed, almost in another age of the world’s his- 
tory. Her voice touched something immeasurably old in him, 
something that slept deep. It lulled the surface parts of his con- 
sciousness to sleep, allowing what was far more ancient to 
awaken. Like the town, with its elaborate pretence of modern 
active life, the upper layers of his being became dulled, soothed, 
muffled, and what lay underneath began to stir in its sleep. That 
big Curtain swayed a little to and fro. Presently it might lift 
altogether. . . . 

He began to understand a little better at last. The mood of 
the town was reproducing itself in him. In proportion as his 
ordinary external self became muffled, that inner secret life, that 
was far more real and vital, asserted itself. And this girl was surely 
the high priestess of it all, the chief instrument of its accom- 
plishment. New thoughts, with new interpretations, flooded his 
mind, as she walked beside him through the winding streets, 
while the picturesque old gabled town, softly coloured in the 
sunset, had never appeared to him so wholly wonderful and 
seductive. 

And only one curious incident came to disturb and puzzle him, 
slight in itself, but utterly inexplicable, bringing white terror 
into the child’s face and a scream to her laughing lips. He had 
merely pointed to a column of blue smoke that rose from the 
burning autumn leaves and made a picture against the red roofs* 
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and had then run to the wall and called her to his side to watch 
the flames shooting here and there through the heap of rubbish. 
Yet, at the sight of it, as though taken by surprise, her face had 
altered dreadfully, and she had turned and run like the wind, 
calling out wild sentences to him as she ran, of which he had not 
understood a single word except that the fire apparently fright- 
ened her, and she wanted to get quickly away from it, and to get 
him away, too. 

Yet five minutes later she was as calm and happy again as 
though nothing had happened to alarm or waken troubled 
thoughts in her, and they had both forgotten the incident. 

They were leaning over the ruined ramparts together, listen- 
ing to the weird music of the band as he had heard it the first 
day of his arrival. It moved him again profoundly as it had done 
before, and somehow he managed to find his tongue and his best 
French. The girl leaned across the stones close beside him. No 
one was about. Driven by some remorseless engine within he 
began to stammer something— he hardly knew what— of his 
strange admiration for her. Almost at the first word she sprang 
lightly off the wall and came up smiling in front of him, just 
touching his knees as he sat there. She was hatless as usual, and 
the sun caught her hair and one side of her cheek and throat. 

“Oh, I’m so gladl’’ she cried, clapping her little hands softly 
in his face, “so very glad, because that means that if you like 
me you must also like what I do, and what I belong to." 

Already he regretted bitterly having lost control of himself. 
Something in the phrasing of her sentence chilled him. He knew 
the fear of embarking upon an unknown and dangerous sea. 

“You will take part in our real life, I mean,” she added softly, 
with an indescribable coaxing of manner, as though she noticed 
his shrinking. “You will come back to us.” 

Already this slip of a child seemed to dominate him; he felt 
her power coming over him more and more; something 
emanated from her that stole over his senses and made him 
aware that her personality, for all its simple grace, held forces 
that were stately, imposing, august. He saw her again moving 
through smoke and flame amid broken and tempestuous scenery, 
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alarmingly strong, her terrible mother by her side. Dimly this 
shone through her smile and appearance of charming innocence. 

“You will, I know,” she repeated, holding him with her eyes. 

They were quite alone up there on the ramparts, and the sen- 
sation that she was overmastering him stirred a wild sensuousness 
in his blood. The mingled abandon and reserve in her attracted 
him furiously, and all of him that was man rose up and resisted 
the creeping influence, at the same time acclaiming it with the 
full delight of lus forgotten youth. An irresistible desire came to 
him to question her, to summon what still remained to him of 
his own little personality in an effort to retain the right to his 
normal self. 

The girl had grown quiet again, and was now leaning on the 
broad wall close beside him, gazing out across the darkening 
plain, her elbows on the coping, motionless as a figure carved in 
stone He took his courage in both hands. 

“Tell me, Ilse,” he said, unconsciously imitating her own 
purring softness of voice, yet aware that he was utterly in earnest, 
“what is the meaning of this town, and what is this real life you 
speak of? And why is it that the people watch me from morning 
to night? Tell me what it all means? And, tell me,” he added 
more quickly with passion in his voice, “what you really are— 
yourself?” 

She turned her head and looked at him through half-closed 
eyelids, her growing inner excitement betraying itself by the 
faint colour that ran like a shadow across her face. 

“It seems to me,”— he faltered oddly under her gaze— “that I 
have some right to know—” 

Suddenly she opened her eyes to the full. “You love me, then?” 
she asked softly. 

“I swear,” he cried impetuously, moved as by the force of a 
rising tide, “I never felt before— I have never known any other 
girl who—” 

"Then you have the right to know,” she calmly interrupted 
his confused confession; “for love shares all secrets.” 

She paused, and a thrill like fire ran swiftly through him. Her 
words lifted him off the earth, and he felt a radiant happiness, 
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followed almost the same instant in horrible contrast by the 
thought of death. He became aware that she had turned her eyes 
upon his own and was speaking again. 

“The real life I speak of,” she whispered, ‘‘is the old, old life 
within, the life of long ago, the life to which you, too, once be- 
longed, and to which you still belong.” 

A faint wave of memory troubled the deeps of his soul as her 
low voice sank into him. What she was saying he knew instinc- 
tively to be true, even though he could not as yet understand its 
full purport. His present life seemed slipping from him as he 
listened, merging his personality in one that was far older and 
greater. It was this loss of his present self that brought to him 
the thought of death. 

“You came here,” she went on, “with the purpose of seeking 
it, and the people felt your presence and are waiting to know what 
you decide, whether you will leave them without having found 
it, or whether—” 

Her eyes remained fixed upon his own, but her face began to 
change, growing larger and darker with an expression of age. 

“It is their thoughts constantly playing about your soul that 
make you feel they watch you. They do not watch you with 
their eyes. The purposes of their inner life are calling to you, 
seeking to claim you. You were all part of the same life long, 
long ago, and now they want you back again among them.” 

Vezin’s timid heart sank with dread as he listened, but the 
girl’s eyes held him with a net of joy so that he had no wish to 
escape. She fascinated him, as it were, clean out of his normal 
self. 

“Alone, however, the people could never have caught and 
held you,” she resumed. “The motive force was not strong 
enough; it has faded through all these years. But I”— she paused 
a moment and looked at him with complete confidence in her 
splendid eyes— “I possess the spell to conquer you and hold you: 
the spell of old love. I can win you back again and make you 
live the old life with me, for the force of the ancient tie between 
us, if I choose to use it, is irresistible. And I do choose to use it. 
I still want you. And you, dear soul of my dim past”— she pressed 
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closer to him so that her breath passed across his eyes, and her 
voice positively sang— “I mean to have you, for you love me and 
are utterly at my mercy." 

Vezin heard, and yet did not hear; understood, yet did not 
understand. He had passed into a condition of exaltation. The 
world was beneath his feet, made of music and flowers, and he was 
flying somewhere far above it through the sunshine of pure de- 
light. He was breathless and giddy with the wonder of her words. 
They intoxicated him. And, still, the terror of it all, the dreadful 
thought of death, pressed ever behind her sentences. For flames 
shot through her voice out of black smoke and licked at his soul. 

And they communicated with one another, it seemed to him, 
by a process of swift telepathy, for his French could never have 
compassed all he said to her. Yet she understood perfectly, and 
what she said to him was like the recital of verses long since 
known. And the mingled pain and sweetness of it as he listened 
were almost more than his little soul could hold. 

“Yet I came here wholly by chance—” he heard himself 
saying. 

“No,” she cried with passion, “you came here because I called 
to you. I have called to you for years, and you came with the whole 
force of the past behind you. You had to come, for I own you, 
and I claim you.” 

She rose again and moved closer, looking at him with a certain 
insolence in her face— the insolence of power. 

The sun had set behind the towers of the old cathedral and 
the darkness rose up from the plain and enveloped them. The 
music of the band had ceased. The leaves of the plane trees hung 
motionless, but the chill of the autumn evening rose about them 
and made Vezin shiver. There was no sound but the sound of 
their voices and the occasional soft rustle of the girl’s dress. He 
could hear the blood rushing in his ears. He scarcely realised 
where he was or what he was doing. Some terrible magic of the 
imagination drew him deeply down into the tombs of his own 
being, telling him in no unfaltering voice that her words 
shadowed forth the truth. And this simple little French maid, 
speaking beside him with so strange an authority, he saw curi. 
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ously alter into quite another being. As he stared into her eyes, 
the picture in his mind grew and lived, dressing itself vividly to 
his inner vision with a degree of reality he was compelled to ac- 
knowledge. As once before, he saw her tall and stately, moving 
through wild and broken scenery of forests and mountain caverns, 
the glare of flames behind her head and clouds of shifting smoke 
about her feet. Dark leaves encircled her hair, flying loosely in 
the wind, and her limbs shone through the merest rags of clothing. 
Others were about her, too, and ardent eyes on all sides cast 
delirious glances upon her, but her own eyes were always for One 
only, one whom she held by the hand. For she was leading the 
dance in some tempestuous orgy to the music of chanting voices, 
and the dance she led circled about a great and awful Figure on 
a throne, brooding over the scene through lurid vapours, while 
innumerable other wild faces and forms crowded furiously about 
her in the dance. But the one she held by the hand he knew to 
be himself, and the monstrous shape upon the throne he knew 
to be her mother. 

The vision rose within him, rushing to him down the long years 
of buried time, crying aloud to him with the voice of memory 
reawakened. And then the scene faded away, and he saw the clear 
circle of the girl’s eyes gazing steadfastly into his own, and she 
became once more the pretty little daughter of the innkeepei, 
and he found his voice again. 

“And you," he whispered tremblingly— “you child of visions 
and enchantment, how is it that you so bewitch me that I loved 
you even before I saw you?” 

She drew herself up beside him with an air of rare dignity. 

“The call of the Past,” she said, “and besides,” she added 
proudly, “in the real life I am a princess—" 

“A princess!” he cried. 

“—and my mother is a queen!” 

At this, little Vezin utterly lost his head. Delight tore at his 
heart and swept him into sheer ecstasy. To hear that sweet sing- 
ing voice, and to see those adorable little lips utter such things, 
upset his balance beyond all hope of control. He took her in his 
arms and covered her unresisting face with kisses. 
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But even while he did so, and while the hot passion swept him, 
he felt that she was soft and loathsome, and that her answering 
kisses stained his very soul. . . . And when, presently, she had 
freed herself and vanished into the darkness, he stood there, lean- 
ing against the wall in a state of collapse, creeping with horror 
from the touch of her yielding body, and inwardly raging at the 
weakness that he already dimly realised must prove his undoing. 

And from the shadows of the old buildings into which she dis- 
appeared there rose in the stillness of the night a singular, long- 
drawn cry, which at first he took for laughter, but which later 
he was sure he recognised as the almost human wailing of a cat. 

v 

For a long time Vezin leant there against the wall, alone with 
his surging thoughts and emotions. He understood at length that 
he had done the one thing necessary to call down upon him the 
whole force of this ancient Past. For in those passionate kisses 
he had acknowledged the tie of olden days, and had revived it. 
And the memory of that soft impalpable caress in the darkness 
of the inn corridor came back to him with a shudder. The girl 
had first mastered him, and then led him to the one act that was 
necessaiy for her purpose. He had been waylaid, after the lapse 
of centuries— caught, and conquered. 

Dimly he realised this, and sought to make plans for his escape. 
But, for the moment at any rate, he was powerless to manage his 
thoughts or will, for the sweet, fantastic madness of the whole 
adventure mounted to his brain like a spell, and he gloried in the 
feeling that he was utterly enchanted and moving in a world so 
much larger and wilder than the one he had ever been accus- 
tomed to. 

The moon, pale and enormous, was just rising over the sealike 
plain, when at last he rose to go. Her slanting rays drew all the 
houses into new perspective, so that their roofs, already glistening 
with dew, seemed to stretch much higher into the sky than usual, 
and their gables and quaint old towers lay far away in its purple 
reaches. 
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The cathedral appeared unreal in a silver mist. He moved 
softly, keeping to the shadows; but the streets were all deserted 
and very silent; the doors were closed, the shutters fastened. Not 
a soul was astir. The hush of night lay over everything; it was 
like a town of the dead, a churchyard with gigantic and grotesque 
tombstones. 

Wondering where all the busy life of the day had so utterly 
disappeared, he made his way to a back door that entered the inn 
by means of the stables, thinking thus to reach his room unob- 
served. He reached the courtyard safely and crossed it by keeping 
close to the shadow of the wall. He sidled down it, mincing along 
on tiptoe, just as the old men did when they entered the salle a 
manger. He was horrified to find himself doing this instinctively. 
A strange impulse came to him, catching him somehow in the 
centre of his body— an impulse to drop upon all fours and run 
swiftly and silently. He glanced upwards and the idea came to 
him to leap up upon his window sill overhead instead of going 
round by the stairs. This occurred to him as the easiest and most 
natural way. It was like the beginning of some horrible trans- 
formation of himself into something else. He was fearfully 
strung up. 

The moon was higher now, and the shadows very dark along 
the side of the street where he moved. He kept among the deepest 
of them, and reached the porch with the glass doors. 

But here there was light; the inmates, unfortunately, were still 
about. Hoping to slip across the hall unobserved and reach the 
stairs, he opened the door carefully and stole m. Then he saw that 
the hall was not empty. A large dark thing lay against the wall 
on his left. At first he thought it must be household articles. Then 
it moved, and he thought it was an immense cat, distorted in some 
way by the play of light and shadow. Then it rose straight up 
before him and he saw that it was the proprietress. 

What she had been doing in this position he could only venture 
a dreadful guess, but the moment she stood up and faced him he 
was aware of some terrible dignity clothing her about that in- 
stantly recalled the girl’s strange saying that she was a queen. 
Huge and sinister she stood there under the little oil lamp; alone 
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with him in the empty hall. Awe stirred in his heart, and the 
roots of some ancient fear. He felt that he must bow to her and 
make some kind of obeisance. The impulse was fierce and irresist- 
ible, as of long habit. He glanced quickly about him. There was 
no one there. Then he deliberately inclined his head towards her. 
He bowed. 

“EnfinI M’sieur s’est done d£cid£. C’est bien alors. J’en suis 
contente.” 

Her words came to him sonorously as through a great open 
space. 

Then the great figure came suddenly across the flagged hall at 
him and seized his trembling hands. Some overpowering force 
moved with her and caught him. 

“On pourrait faire un p’tit tour ensemble, n’est-ce pas? Nous y 
allons cette nuit et il faut s’exercer un peu d’avance pour cela. 
Ils£, Ils£, viens done ici. Viens vitel” 

And she whirled him round in the opening steps of some dance 
that seemed oddly and horribly familiar. They made no sound 
on the stones, this strangely assorted couple. It was all soft and 
stealthy. And presently, when the air seemed to thicken like 
smoke, and a red glare as of flame shot through it, he was aware 
that someone else had joined them and that his hand the mother 
had released was now tightly held by the daughter. Ils6 had come 
in answer to the call, and he saw her with leaves of vervain twined 
in her dark hair, clothed in tattered vestiges of some curious gar- 
ment, beautiful as the night, and horribly, odiously, loathsomely 
seductive. 

“To the Sabbath! to the Sabbath!” they cried. “On to the 
Witches’ Sabbath!” 

Up and down that narrow hall they danced, the women on 
each side of him, to the wildest measure he had ever imagined, 
yet which he dimly, dreadfully remembered, till the lamp on the 
wall flickered and went out, and they were left in total darkness. 
And the devil woke in his heart with a thousand vile suggestions 
and made him afraid. 

Suddenly they released his hands and he heard the voice of the 
mother cry that it was time, and they must go. Which way they 
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went he did not pause to see. He only realised that he was free, 
and he blundered through the darkness till he found the stairs 
and then tore up them to his room as though all hell was at his 
heels. 

He flung himself on the sofa, with his face in his hands, and 
groaned. Swiftly reviewing a dozen ways of immediate escape, 
all equally impossible, he finally decided that the only thing to 
do for the moment was to sit quiet and wait. He must see what 
was going to happen. At least in the privacy of his own bedroom 
he would be fairly safe. The door was locked. He crossed over and 
softly opened the window which gave upon the courtyard and 
llso permitted a partial view of the hall through the glass doors. 

As he did so the hum and murmur of a great activity reached 
his ears from the streets beyond— the sound of footsteps and voices 
muffled by distance. He leaned out cautiously and listened. The 
moonlight was clear and strong now, but his own window was 
in shadow, the silver disc being still behind the house. It came 
to him irresistibly that the inhabitants of the town, who a little 
while before had all been invisible behind closed doors, were 
now issuing forth, busy upon some secret and unholy errand. He 
listened intently. 

At first everything about him was silent, but soon he became 
aware of movements going on in the house itself. Rustlings and 
cheepings came to him across that still, moonlit yard. A concourse 
of living beings sent the hum of their activity into the night. 
Things were on the move everywhere. A biting, pungent odour 
rose through the air, coming he knew not whence. Presently his 
eyes became glued to the windows of the opposite wall where the 
moonshine fell in a soft blaze. The roof overhead, and behind 
him, was reflected clearly in the panes of glass, and he saw the 
outlines of dark bodies moving with long footsteps over the tiles 
and along the coping. They passed swiftly and silently, shaped 
like immense cats, in an endless procession across the pictured 
glass, and then appeared to leap down to a lower level where he 
lost sight of them. He just caught the soft thudding of their leaps. 
Sometimes their shadows fell upon the white wall opposite, and 
then he could not make out whether they were the shadows of 
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human beings or of cats. They seemed to change swiftly from one 
to the other. The transformation looked horribly real, for they 
leaped like human beings, yet changed swiftly in the air imme- 
diately afterwards, and dropped like animals. 

The yard, too, beneath him, was now alive with the creeping 
movements of dark forms all stealthily drawing towards the porch 
with the glass doors. They kept so closely to the wall that he could 
not determine their actual shape, but when he saw that they 
passed on to the great congregation that was gathering in the 
hall, he understood that these were the creatures whose leaping 
shadows he had first seen reflected in the wmdowpanes opposite. 
They were coming from all parts of the town, reaching the ap- 
pointed meeting-place across the roofs and tiles, and springing 
from level to level till they came to the yard. 

Then a new sound caught his ear, and he saw that the windows 
all about him were being softly opened, and that to each window 
came a face. A moment later figures began dropping hurriedly 
down into the yard. And these figures, as they lowered themselves 
down from the windows, were human, he saw, but once safely 
in the yard they fell upon all fours and changed in the swiftest 
possible second into— cats— huge, silent cats. They ran in streams 
to join the main body in the hall beyond. 

So, after all, the rooms in the house had not been empty and 
unoccupied. 

Moreover, what he saw no longer filled him with amazement. 
For he remembered it all. It was familiar. It had all happened 
before just so, hundreds of times, and he himself had taken part 
in it and known the wild madness of it all. The outline of the 
old building changed, the yard grew larger, and he seemed to be 
staring down upon it from a much greater height through smoky 
vapours. And, as he looked, half remembering, the old pains of 
long ago, fierce and sweet, furiously assailed him, and the blood 
stirred horribly as he heard the Call of the Dance again in his 
heart and tasted the ancient magic of IIs£ whirling by his side. 

Suddenly he started back. A great lithe cat had leaped softly 
up from the shadows below on to the sill close to his face, an4 
was staring fixedly at him with the eyes of a human. “Come/ 
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it seemed to say, “come with us to the Dancel Change as of old! 
Transform yourself swiftly and come!” Only too well he under- 
stood the creature’s soundless call. 

It was gone again in a flash with scarcely a sound of its padded 
feet on the stones, and then others dropped by the score down 
the side of the house, past his very eyes, all changing as they fell 
and darting away rapidly, softly, towards the gathering point. 
And again he felt the dreadful desire to do likewise; to murmur 
the old incantation, and then drop upon hands and knees and 
run swiftly for the great flying leap into the air. Oh, how the 
passion of it rose within him like a flood, twisting his very en- 
trails, sending his heart’s desire flaming forth into the night for 
the old, old Dance of the Sorcerers at the Witches’ Sabbath! The 
whirl of the stars was about him; once more he met the magic of 
the moon. The power of the wind, rushing from precipice and 
forest, leaping from cliff to cliff across the valleys, tore him 
away. . . . He heard the cries of the dancers and their wild 
laughter, and with this savage girl in his embrace he danced 
furiously about the dim Throne where sat the Figure with the 
sceptre of majesty. . . . 

Then, suddenly, all became hushed and still, and the fever died 
down a little in his heart. The calm moonlight flooded a court- 
yard empty and deserted. They had started. The procession was 
off into the sky. And he was left behind— alone. 

Vezin tiptoed softly across the room and unlocked the door. 
The murmur from the streets, growing momentarily as he ad- 
vanced, met his ears. He made his way with the utmost caution 
down the corridor. At the head of the stairs he paused and listened. 
Below him, the hall where they had gathered was dark and still, 
but through opened doors and windows on the far side of the 
building came the sound of a great throng moving farther and 
farther into the distance. 

He made his way down the creaking wooden stair, dread- 
ing yet longing to meet some straggler who should point the 
way, but finding no one; across the dark hall, so lately thronged 
with living, moving things, and out through the opened front 
doors into the street. He could not believe that he was really 
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left behind, really forgotten, that he had been purposely per- 
mitted to escape. It perplexed him. 

Nervously he peered about him, and up and down the street; 
then, seeing nothing, advanced slowly down the pavement. 

The whole town, as he went, showed itself empty and deserted, 
as though a great wind had blown everything alive out of it. The 
doors and windows of the houses stood open to the night; nothing 
stirred, moonlight and silence lay over all The night lay about 
him like a cloak. The air, soft and cool, caressed his cheek like the 
touch of a great furry paw. He gained confidence and began to 
walk quickly, though still keeping to the shadowed side. No- 
where could he discover the faintest sign of the great unholy 
exodus he knew had just taken place. The moon sailed high over 
all in a sky cloudless and serene. 

Hardly realising where he was going, he crossed the open 
market-place and so came to the ramparts, whence he knew a 
pathway descended to the high road and along which he could 
make good his escape to one of the other little towns that lay to 
the northward, and so to the railway. 

But first he paused and gazed out over the scene at his feet 
where the great plain lay like a silver map of some dream country. 
The still beauty of it entered his heart, increasing his sense of 
bewilderment and unreality. No air stirred, the leaves of the 
plane trees stood motionless, the near details were defined with 
the sharpness of day against dark shadows and in the distance 
the fields and woods melted away into haze and shimmering 
mistiness. 

But the breath caught in his throat and he stood stock-still as 
though transfixed when his gaze passed from the horizon and 
fell upon the near prospect in the depth of the valley at his feet. 
The whole lower slopes of the hill, that lay hid from the bright- 
ness of the moon, were aglow, and through the glare he saw 
countless moving forms, shifting thick and fast between the open- 
ings of the trees; while overhead, like leaves driven by the wind, 
he discerned flying shapes that hovered darkly one moment 
against the sky and then settled down with cries and weird singing 
through the branches into the region that was aflame. 
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Spellbound, he stood and stared for a time that he could not 
measure. And then, moved by one of the terrible impulses that 
seemed to control the whole adventure, he climbed swiftly upon 
the top of the broad coping, and balanced a moment where the 
valley gaped at his feet. But in that very instant, as he stood 
hovering, a sudden movement among the shadows of the houses 
caught his eye, and he turned to see the outline of a large animal 
dart swiftly across the open space behind him, and land with a 
flying leap upon the top of the wall a little lower down. It ran 
like the wind to his feet and then rose up beside him upon the 
ramparts. A shiver seemed to run through the moonlight, and 
his sight trembled for a second. His heart pulsed fearfully. Us£ 
stood beside him, peering into his face. 

Some dark substance, he saw, stained the girl’s face and skin, 
shining in the moonlight as she stretched her hands towards him; 
she was dressed in wretched tattered garments that yet became 
her mightily, rue and vervain twined about her temples; her 
eyes glittered with unholy light. He only just controlled the wild 
impulse to take her in his arms and leap with her from their giddy 
perch into the valley below. 

“See!” she cried, pointing with an arm on which the rags 
fluttered in the rising wind towards the forest aglow in the dis- 
tance. “See where they await usl The woods are alive! Already 
the Great Ones are there, and the dance will soon begin! The 
salve is here! Anoint yourself and come!” 

Though a moment before the sky was clear and cloudless, yet 
even while she spoke the face of the moon grew dark and the 
wind began to toss in the crests of the plane trees at his feet. Stray 
gusts brought the sounds of hoarse singing and crying from the 
lower slopes of the hill, and the pungent odour he had already 
noticed about the courtyard of the inn rose about him in the air. 

* Transform, transform!” she cried again, her voice rising like 
a song. “Rub well your skin before you fly. Come! Come with 
me to the Sabbath, to the madness of its furious delight, to the 
sweet abandonment of its evil worship! Seel the Great Ones are 
there, and the terrible Sacraments prepared. The Throne is occu- 
pied. Anoint and cornel Anoint and cornel” 
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She grew to the height of a tree beside him, leaping upon the 
wall with flaming eyes and hair strewn upon the night. He too 
began to change swiftly. Her hands touched the skin of his face 
and neck, streaking him with the burning salve that sent the old 
magic into his blood with the power before which fades all that 
is good. 

A wild roar came up to his ears from the heart of the wood, and 
the girl, when she heard it, leaped upon the wall in the frenzy 
of her wicked joy. 

“Satan is there!” she screamed, rushing upon him and striving 
to draw him with her to the edge of the wall. “Satan has come! 
The Sacraments call us! Come, with your dear apostate soul, and 
we will worship and dance till the moon dies and the world is 
forgotten!” 

Just saving himself from the dreadful plunge, Vezin struggled 
to release himself from her grasp, while the passion tore at his 
reins and all but mastered him. He shrieked aloud, not knowing 
what he said, and then he shrieked again. It was the old impulses, 
the old awful habits instinctively finding voice, for though it 
seemed to him that he merely shrieked nonsense, the words he 
uttered really had meaning in them, and were intelligible. It was 
the ancient call. And it was heard below It was answered. 

The wind whistled at the skirts of his coat as the air round him 
darkened with many flying forms crowding upwards out of the 
valley. The crying of hoarse voices smote upon his ears, coming 
closer. Strokes of wind buffeted him, tearing him this way and 
that along the crumbling top of the stone wall; and Ils£ clung to 
him with her long shining arms, smooth and bare, holding him 
fast about the neck. But not Ils£ alone, for a dozen of them sur- 
rounded him, dropping out of the air. The pungent odour of the 
anointed bodies stifled him, exciting him to the old madness 
of the Sabbath, the dance of the witches and sorcerers doing 
honour to the personified Evil of the world 

"Anoint and away! Anoint and away!” they cried in wild 
chorus about him. “To the Dance that never dies! To the sweet 
and fearful fantasy of evil!” 

Another moment and he would have yielded and gone, for his 
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will turned soft and the flood of passionate memory all but over* 
whelmed him, when— so can a small thing alter the whole course 
of an adventure— he caught his foot upon a loose stone in the 
edge of the wall, and then fell with a sudden crash onto the 
ground below. But he fell towards the houses, in the open space 
of dust and cobblestones, and fortunately not into the gaping 
death of the valley on the farther side. 

And they, too, came in a tumbling heap about him, like flies 
upon a piece of wood, but as they fell he was released for a 
moment from the power of their touch, and in that brief instant 
of freedom there flashed into his mind the sudden intuition that 
saved him. Before he could regain his feet he saw them scrabbling 
awkwardly back upon the wall, as though bat-like they could 
only fly by dropping from a height, and had no hold upon him in 
the open. Then, seeing them perched there in a row like cats 
upon a roof, all dark and singularly shapeless, their eyes like 
lamps, the sudden memory came back to him of list’s terror at 
the sight of fire. 

Quick as a flash he found his matches and lit the dead leaves 
that lay under the wall. 

Dry and withered, they caught fire at once, and the wind car- 
ried the flame in a long line down the length of the wall, licking 
upwards as it ran; and with shrieks and wailings, the crowded 
row of forms upon the top melted away into the air on the other 
side, and were gone with a great rush and whirring of their 
bodies down into the heart of the haunted valley, leaving Vezin 
breathless and shaken in the middle of the deserted ground. 

“Ils6l” he called feebly; “Ilsd!” for his heart ached to think 
that she was really gone to the great Dance without him, and 
that he had lost the opportunity of its fearful joy. Yet at the same 
time his relief was so great, and he was so dazed and troubled in 
mind with the whole thing, that he hardly knew what he 
was saying, and only cried aloud in the fierce storm of his 
emotion. . . . 

The fire under the wall ran its course, and the moonlight came 
out again, soft and clear, from its temporary eclipse. With one 
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last shuddering look at the ruined ramparts, and a feeling of 
horrid wonder for the haunted valley beyond, where the shapes 
still crowded and flew, he turned his face towards the town and 
slowly made his way in the direction of the hotel. 

And as he went, a great wailing of cries, and a sound of howling, 
follow'ed him from the gleaming forest below, growing fainter 
and fainter with the bursts of wind as he disappeared between 
the houses. 


VI 

“It may seem lather abrupt to you, this sudden tame ending,” 
said Arthur Vezin, glancing with flushed face and timid eyes at 
Dr. Silence sitting there with his notebook, “but the fact is— er— 
from that moment my memory seems to have failed rather. I have 
no distinct recollection of how I got home or what precisely I did. 

“It appears I never went back to the inn at all. I only dimly 
recollect racing down a long white road in the moonlight, past 
woods and villages, still and deserted, and then the dawn came 
up, and I saw the towers of a biggish town and so came to a 
station. 

“But, long before that, I remember pausing somewhere on the 
road and looking back to where the hill-town of my adventure 
stood up m the moonlight, and thinking how exactly like a great 
monstrous cat it lay there upon the plain, its huge front paws 
lying down the two mam streets, and the twin and broken towers 
of the cathedral marking its tom ears against the sky. That picture 
stays in my mind with the utmost vividness to this day. 

“Another thing remains in my mind from that escape— namely, 
the sudden sharp reminder that I had not paid my bill, and the 
decision I made, standing there on the dusty highroad, that the 
small' baggage I had left behind would more than settle for my 
indebtedness. 

“For the rest, I can only tell you that I got coffee and bread at 
a cate on the outskirts of this town I had come to, and soon after 
found my way to the station and caught a train later in the day. 
That same evening I reached London.” 
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"And how long altogether,’’ asked John Silence quietly, “do 
you think you stayed in the town of the adventure?’’ 

Vezin looked up sheepishly. 

“I was coming to that,” he resumed, with apologetic wrigglings 
of his body. “In London I found that I was a whole week out 
in my reckoning of time. I had stayed over a week in the town, 
and it ought to have been September 15th— instead of which it 
was only September lothl” 

"So that, in reality, you had only stayed a night or two in the 
inn?” queried the doctor. 

Vezin hesitated before replying. He shuffled upon the mat. 

"I must have gained time somewhere,” he said at length— 
"somewhere or somehow. I certainly had a week to my credit. I 
can’t explain it. I can only give you the fact.” 

“And this happened to you last year, since when you have 
never been back to the place?” 

“Last autumn, yes,” murmured Vezin; “and I have never dared 
to go back. I think I never want to.” 

“And, tell me,” asked Dr. Silence at length, when he saw that 
the little man had evidently come to the end of his words and 
had nothing more to say, “had you ever read up the subject of 
the old witchcraft practices during the Middle Ages, or been at 
all interested in the subject?” 

“Never!” declared Vezin emphatically. “I had never given a 
thought to such matters so tar as I know—” 

“Or to the question of reincarnation, perhaps?” 

“Never— before my adventure; but I have since,” he replied 
significantly. 

There was, however, something still on the man’s mind that 
he wished to relieve himself of by confession, yet could with diffi- 
culty bring himself to mention; and it was only after the sympa- 
thetic tactfulness of the doctor had provided numerous openings 
that he at length availed himself of one of them, and stammered 
that he would like to show him the marks he still had on his neck 
where, he said, the girl had touched him with her anointed 
hands. 

He took off his collar after infinite fumbling hesitation, and 
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lowered his shirt a little for the doctor to see. And there, on the 
surface of the skin, lay a faint reddish line across the shoulder 
and extending a little way down the back towards the spine. It 
certainly indicated exactly the position an arm might have taken 
in the act of embracing. And on the other side of the neck, slightly 
higher up, was a similar mark, though not quite so clearly defined. 

‘‘That was where she held me that night on the ramparts,” he 
whispered, a strange light coming and going in his eyes. 

It was some weeks later when I again found occasion to consult 
John Silence concerning another extraordinary case that had 
come under my notice, and we fell to discussing Vezin’s story. 
Since hearing it, the doctor had made investigations on his own 
account, and one of his secretaries had discovered that Vezin’s 
ancestors had actually lived for generations in the very town 
where the adventure came to him. Two of them, both women, 
had been tried and convicted as witches, and had been burned 
alive at the stake. Moreover, it had not been difficult to prove 
that the very inn where Vezin stayed was built about 1700 upon 
the spot where the funeral pyres stood and the executions took 
place. The town was a sort of headquarters for all the sorcerers 
and witches of the entire region, and after conviction they were 
burnt there literally by scores. 

“It seems strange,” continued the doctor, “that Vezin should 
have remained ignorant of all this; but, on the other hand, it was 
not the kind of history that successive generations would have 
been anxious to keep alive, or to repeat to their children. There- 
fore I am inclined to think he still knows nothing about it. 

“The whole adventure seems to have been a very vivid revival 
of the memories of an earlier life, caused by coming directly 
into contact with the living forces still intense enough to hang 
about the place, and, by a most singular chance too, with the very 
souls who had taken part with him in the events of that particular 
life. For the mother and daughter who impressed him so strangely 
must have been leading actors, with himself, in die scenes and 
practices of witchcraft which at that period dominated the im- 
aginations of the whole country. 
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"One has only to read the histories of the times to know that 
these witches claimed the power of transforming themselves into 
various animals, both for the purposes of disguise and also to 
convey themselves swiftly to the scenes of their imaginary orgies. 
Lycanthropy, or the power to change themselves into wolves, was 
everywhere believed in, and the ability to transform themselves 
into cats by rubbing their bodies with a special salve or ointment 
provided by Satan himself, found equal credence. The witchcraft 
trials abound in evidences of such universal beliefs.” 

Dr. Silence quoted chapter and verse from many writers on 
the subject, and showed how every detail of Vezin’s adventure 
had a basis in the practices of those dark days. 

“But that the entire affair took place subjectively in the man’s 
own consciousness, I have no doubt,” he went on, in reply to 
my questions; “for my secretary who has been to the town to in- 
vestigate, discovered his signature in the visitors’ book, and 
proved by it that he had arrived on September 8th, and left sud- 
denly without paying his bill. He left two days later, and they 
still were in possession of his dirty brown bag and some tourist 
clothes. I paid a few francs in settlement of his debt, and have sent 
his luggage on to him. The daughter was absent from home, but 
the proprietress, a large woman very much as he described her, 
told my secretary that he had seemed a very strange, absent- 
minded kind of gentleman, and after his disappearance she had 
feared for a long time that he had met with a violent end in the 
neighbouring forest where he used to roam about alone. 

“I should like to have obtained a personal interview with the 
daughter so as to ascertain how much was subjective and how 
much actually took place with her as Vezin told it. For her dread 
of fire and the sight of burning must, of course, have been the in- 
tuitive memory of her former painful death at the stake, and 
have thus explained why he fancied more than once that he saw 
her through smoke and flame.” 

“And that mark on his skin, for instance?” I inquired. 

“Merely the marks produced by hysterical brooding,” he re- 
plied, “like the stigmata of the religieuses, and the bruises which 
appear on the bodies of hypnotised subjects who have been told 
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to expect them. This is very common and easily explained. Only 
it seems curious that these marks should have remained so long 
in Vezin’s case. Usually they disappear quickly.” 

“Obviously he is still thinking about it all, brooding, and living 
it all over again,” I ventured. 

“Probably. And this makes me fear that the end of his trouble is 
not yet. We shall hear of him again. It is a case, alasl I can do 
little to alleviate.” 

Dr. Silence spoke gravely and with sadness in his voice. 

“And what do you make of the Frenchman in the train?” I 
asked further— “the man who warned him against the place, 
a cause du sommeil et a cause des chats f Surely a very singular 
incident?” 

“A very singular incident indeed,” he made answer slowly, 
“and one I can only explain on the basis of a highly improbable 
coincidence—” 

“Namely?” 

“That the man was one who had himself stayed in the town and 
undergone there a similar experience. I should like to find this 
man and ask him. But the crystal is useless here, for I have no 
slightest clue to go upon, and I can only conclude that some sin- 
gular psychic affinity, some force still active in his being out of 
the same past life, drew him thus to the personality of Vezin, 
and enabled him to fear what might happen to him, and thus to 
warn him as he did. 

“Yes,” he presently continued, half talking to himself, “I sus- 
pect in this case that Vezin was swept into the vortex of forces 
arising out of the intense activities of a past life, and that he lived 
over again a scene in which he had often played a leading part 
centuries before. For strong actions set up forces that are so slow 
to exhaust themselves, they may be said in a sense never to die. 
In this case they were not vital enough to render the illusion 
complete, so that the little man found himself caught in a very 
distressing confusion of the present and the past; yet he was suffi- 
ciently sensitive to recognise that it was true, and to fight against 
the degradation of returning, even in memory, to a former and 
lower state of development. 
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“Ah yes!” he continued, crossing the floor to gaze at the darken- 
ing sky, and seemingly quite oblivious of my presence, "sub- 
liminal up-rushes of memory like this can be exceedingly painful, 
anti sometimes exceedingly dangerous. I only trust that this 
gentle soul may soon escape from this obsession of a passionate 
and tempestuous past. But I doubt it, I doubt it.” 

His voice was hushed with sadness as he spoke, and when he 
turned back into the room again there was an expression of pro- 
found yearning upon his face, the yearning of a soul whose desire 
to help is sometimes greater than his power. 
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ConfeSSion 


the fog swirled slowly round him, driven by a heavy move- 
ment of its own, for of course there was no wind. It hung in 
poisonous thick coils and loops; it rose and sank; no light pene- 
trated it directly from street lamp or motorcar, though here and 
there some big shop window shed a glimmering patch upon its 
ever-shifting curtain. 

O’Reilly’s eyes ached and smarted with the incessant effort to 
see a foot beyond his face. The optic nerve grew tired, and sight, 
accordingly, less accurate. He coughed as he shuffled forward 
cautiously through the choking gloom. Only the stifled rumble 
of crawling traffic persuaded him he was in a crowded city at all 
—this, and the vague outlines of groping figures, hugely mag- 
nified, emerging suddenly and disappearing again, as they fum- 
bled along inch by inch towards uncertain destinations. 

The figures, however, were human beings; they were real. 
That much he knew. He heard their muffled voices, now close, 
now distant, strangely smothered always. He also heard the tap- 
ping of innumerable sticks, feeling for iron railings or the kerb. 
These phantom outlines represented living people. He was not 
alone. 

It was the dread of finding himself quite alone that haunted 
him, for he was still unable to cross an open space without assist- 
ance. He had the physical strength, it was the mind that failed 
him. Midway the panic terror might descend upon him, he would 
shake all over, his will dissolve, he would shriek for help, run 
wildly— into the traffic probably— or, as they called it in his North 
Ontario home, “throw a fit” in the street before advancing wheels. 
He was not yet entirely cured, although under ordinary condi- 
tions he was safe enough, as Dr. Henry had assured him. 

When he left Regent’s Park by Tube an hour ago the air was 
clear, the November sun shone brightly, the pale blue sky was 
cloudless, and the assumption that he could manage the journey 
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across London Town alone was justified. The following day he 
was to leave for Brighton for the week of final convalescence: this 
little preliminary test of his powers on a bright November after- 
noon was all to the good. Doctor Henry furnished minute in- 
structions: “You change at Piccadilly Circus— without leaving 
the underground station, mind— and get out at South Kensington. 
You know the address of your V.A.D. friend. Have your cup of 
tea with her, then come back the same way to Regent’s Park. 
Come back before dark— say six o’clock at latest. It’s better.” He 
had described exactly what turns to take after leaving the station, 
so many to the right, so many to the left; it was a little confusing, 
but the distance was short. "You can always ask. You can’t pos- 
sibly go wrong.” 

The unexpected fog, however, now blurred these instructions 
in a confused jumble in his mind. The failure of outer sight re- 
acted upon memory. The V.A.D. besides had warned him that 
her address was “not easy to find the first time The house lies in 
a backwater. But with your ‘backwoods’ instincts you’ll prob- 
ably manage it better than any Londoner!” She, too, had not cal- 
culated upon the fog. 

When O’Reilly came up the stairs at South Kensington Station, 
he emerged into such murky darkness that he thought he was 
still underground. An impenetrable world lay round him. Only 
a raw bite in the damp atmosphere told him he stood beneath an 
open sky. For some little time he stood and stared— a Canadian 
soldier, his home among clear brilliant spaces, now face to face 
for the first time in his life with that thing he had so often read 
about— a bad London fog. With keenest interest and surprise he 
“enjoyed” the novel spectacle for perhaps ten minutes, watching 
die people arrive and vanish, and wondering why the station 
lights stopped dead the instant they touched the street— then, with 
a sense of adventure— it cost an effort— he left the covered building 
and plunged into the opaque sea beyond. 

Repeating to himself the directions he had received— first to 
the right, second to the left, once more to the left, and so forth— 
he checked each turn, assuring himself it was impossible to go 
Wrong. He made correct if slow progress, until someone blun- 
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dered into him with an abrupt and startling question: “Is this 
right, do you know, for South Kensington Station?” 

It was the suddenness that startled him; one moment there was 
no one, the next they were face to face, another, and the stranger 
had vanished into the gloom with a courteous word of grateful 
thanks. But the little shock of interruption had put memory out 
of gear. Had he already turned twice to the right, or had he not? 
O’Reilly realised sharply he had forgotten his memorised instruc- 
tions. He stood still, making strenuous efforts at recovery, but 
each effort left him more uncertain than before. Five minutes 
later he was lost as hopelessly as any townsman who leaves his 
tent in the backwoods without blazing the trees to ensure finding 
his way back again. Even the sense of direction, so strong in him 
among his native forests, was completely gone. There were no 
stars, there was no wind, no smell, no sound of running water. 
There was nothing anywhere to guide him, nothing but occa- 
sional dim outlines, groping, shuffling, emerging and disappear- 
ing in the eddying fog, but rarely coming within actual speaking, 
much less touching, distance. He was lost utterly; more, he was 
alone. 

Yet not quite alone— the thing he dreaded most. There were 
figures still in his immediate neighbourhood. They emerged, 
vanished, reappeared, dissolved. No, he was not quite alone. He 
saw these thickenings of the fog, he heard their voices, the tapping 
of their cautious sticks, their shuffling feet as well. They were 
real. They moved, it seemed, about him in a circle, never coming 
very close. 

“But they’re real,” he said to himself aloud, betraying the weak 
point in his armour. “They’re human beings right enough. I’m 
positive of that.” 

He had never argued with Dr. Henry— he wanted to get well; 
he had obeyed implicitly, believing everything the doctor told 
him— up to a point. But he had always had his own idea about 
these “figures,” because, among them, were often enough his 
own pals from the Somme, Gallipoli, the Mespot horror, too. 
And he ought to know his own pals when he saw them! At the 
same time he knew quite well he had been “shocked,” his being 
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dislocated, half dissolved as it were, his system pushed into some 
lopsided condition that meant inaccurate registration. True. He 
grasped that perfectly. But, in that shock and dislocation, had he 
not possibly picked up another gear? Were there not gaps and 
broken edges, pieces that no longer dovetailed, fitted as usual, 
interstices, in a word? Yes, that was the word— interstices. Cracks, 
so to speak, between his perception of the outside world and his 
inner interpretation of these? Between memory and recognition? 
Between the various states of consciousness that usually dove- 
tailed so neatly that the joints were normally imperceptible? 

His state, he well knew, was abnormal, but were his symptoms 
on that account unreal? Could not these “interstices” be used by 
—others? When he saw his “figures,” he used to ask himself: “Are 
not these the real ones, and the others— the human beings— 
unreal?” 

This question now revived in him with a new intensity. Were 
these figures in the fog real or unreal? The man who had asked 
the way to the station, was he not, after all, a shadow merely > 

By the use of his cane and foot and what of sight was left to 
him he knew that he was on an island. A lamppost stood up solid 
and straight beside him, shedding its faint patch of glimmering 
light. Yet there were railings, however, that puzzled him, for his 
stick hit the metal rods distinctly in a series. And there should 
be no railings round an island. Yet he had most certainly crossed 
a dreadful open space to get where he was. His confusion and be- 
wilderment increased with dangerous rapidity. Panic was not 
far away. 

He was no longer on an omnibus route. A rare taxi crawled 
past occasionally, a whitish patch at the window indicating an 
anxious human face; now and again came a van or cart, the driver 
holding a lantern as he led the stumbling horse. These comforted 
him, rare though they were. But it was the figures that drew his 
attention most. He was quite sure they were real. They were 
human beings like himself. 

For all that, he decided he might as well be positive on the 
point. He tried one accordingly— a big man who rose suddenly 
before him out of the very earth. 
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“Can you give me the trail to Morley Place?" he asked. 

But his question was drowned by the other’s simultaneous 
inquiry in a voice much louder than his own. 

“I say, is this right for the Tube station, d’you know? I’m 
utterly lost. I want South Ken.” 

And by the time O’Reilly had pointed the direction whence 
he himself had just come, the man was gone again, obliterated, 
swallowed up, not so much as his footsteps audible, almost as if— 
it seemed again— he never had been there at all. 

This left an acute unpleasantness in him, a sense of bewilder- 
ment greater than before. He waited five minutes, not daring to 
move a step, then tried another figure, a woman this time, who, 
luckily, knew the immediate neighbourhood intimately. She 
gave him elaborate instructions in the kindest possible way, then 
vanished with incredible swiftness and ease into the sea of gloom 
beyond. The instantaneous way she vanished was disheartening, 
upsetting: it was so uncannily abrupt and sudden. Yet she com- 
forted him. Morley Place, according to her version, was not two 
hundred yards from where he stood. He felt his way forward, 
step by step, using his cane, crossing a giddy open space, kicking 
the kerb with each boot alternately, coughing and choking all the 
time as he did so. 

“They were real, I guess, anyway,” he said aloud. “They were 
both real enough all right. And it may lift a bit soon!” He was 
making a great effort to hold himself in hand. He was already 
fighting, that is. He realised this perfectly. The only point was— 
the reality of the figures. “It may lift now any minute,” he re- 
peated louder. In spite of the cold, his skin was sweating profusely. 

But, of course, it did not lift. The figures, too, became fewer. 
No carts were audible. He had followed the woman’s directions 
carefully, but now found himself in some byway, evidently, 
where pedestrians at the best of times were rare. There was dull 
silence all about him. His foot lost the kerb, his cane swept the 
empty air, striking nothing solid, and panic rose upon him with 
its shuddering, icy grip. He was alone, he knew himself alone, 
worse still— he was in another open space. 

It took him fifteen minutes to cross that open space, most of 
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the way upon his hands and knees, oblivious of the icy slime that 
stained his trousers, froze his fingers, intent only upon feeling 
solid support against his back and spine again. It was an endless 
period. The moment of collapse was close, the shriek already 
rising in his throat, the shaking of the whole body uncontrollable, 
when— his outstretched fingers struck a friendly kerb, and he saw 
a glimmering patch of diffused radiance overhead. With a great, 
quick effort he stood upright, and an instant later his stick rattled 
along an area railing. He leaned against it, breathless, panting, 
his heart beating painfully while the street lamp gave him the 
further comfort of its feeble gleam, the actual flame, however, 
invisible. He looked this way and that; the pavement was de- 
serted. He was engulfed in the dark silence of the fog. 

But Morley Place, he knew, must be very close by now. He 
thought of the friendly little V.A.D. he had known in France, of 
a warm bright fire, a cup of tea and a cigarette. One more effort, 
he reflected, and all these would be his. He pluckily groped his 
way forward again, crawling slowly by the area railings. If things 
got really bad again, he would ring a bell and ask for help, much 
as he shrank from the idea. Provided he had no more open spaces 
to cross, provided he saw no more figures emerging and vanishing 
like creatures born of the fog and dwelling within it as within 
their native element— it was the figures he now dreaded more than 
anything else, more than even the loneliness— provided the panic 
sense— 

A faint darkening of the fog beneath the next lamp caught his 
eye and made him start. He stopped. It was not a figure this time, 
it was the shadow of the pole grotesquely magnified. No, it moved. 
It moved towards him. A flame of fire followed by ice flowed 
through him. It was a figure— close against his face. It was a 
woman. 

The doctor’s advice came suddenly back to him, the counsel 
that had cured him of a hundred phantoms: 

"Do not ignore them. Treat them as real. Speak and go with 
them. You will soon prove their unreality then. And they will 
leave you . . .” 
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He made a brave, tremendous effort. He was shaking. One 
hand clutched the damp and icy area railing. 

“Lost your way like myself, haven’t you, ma’am?” he said in a 
voice that trembled. “Do you know where we are at all? Morley 
Place I'm looking for—” 

He stopped dead. The woman moved nearer and for the first 
time he saw her face clearly. Its ghastly pallor, the bright, fright- 
ened eyes that stared with a kind of dazed bewilderment into 
his own, the beauty, above all, arrested his speech midway. The 
woman was young, her tall figure wrapped m a dark fur coat. 

“Can I help you?” he asked impulsively, forgetting his own 
terror for the moment. He was more than startled. Her air of 
distress and pain stirred a peculiar anguish in him. For a moment 
she mad e no answer, thrusting her white face closer as if examin- 
ing him, so close, indeed, that he controlled with difficulty his 
instinct to shrink back a little. 

“Where am I?” she asked at length, searching his eyes intently. 
“I’m lost— I’ve lost myself. I can’t find my way back.” Her voice 
was low, a curious wailing in it that touched his pity oddly. He 
felt his own distress merging in one that was greater. 

“Same here,” he replied more confidently. “I’m terrified of 
being alone, too. I’ve had shellshock, you know. Let’s go to- 
gether. We’ll find a way together—” 

“Who are you?” the woman murmured, still staring at him 
with her big bright eyes, their distress, however, no whit lessened. 
She gazed at him as though aware suddenly of his presence. 

He told her briefly. “And I’m going to tea with a V.A.D. friend 
in Morley Place. What’s your address? Do you know the name of 
the street?” 

She appeared not to hear him, or not to understand exactly; it 
was as if she was not listening again. 

“I came out so suddenly, so unexpectedly,” he heard the low 
voice with pain in every syllable; “I can’t find my way home 
again. Just when I was expecting him too—” She looked about her 
with a distraught expression that made O’Reilly long to carry 
her in his arms to safety then and there. “He may be there now- 
waiting for me at this very moment— and I can’t get back.” And 
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so sad was her voice that only by an effort did O’Reilly prevent 
himself putting out his hand to touch her. More and more he 
forgot himself in his desire to help her. Her beauty, the wonder 
of her strange bright eyes in the pallid face, made an immense 
appeal. He became calmer. This woman was real enough. He 
asked again the address, the street and number, the distance she 
thought it was. “Have you any idea of the direction, ma’am, any 
idea at all? We’ll go together and—” 

She suddenly cut him short. She turned her head as if to listen, 
so that he saw her profile a moment, the outline of the slender 
neck, a glimpse of jewels just below the fur. 

“Hark! I hear him calling! I remember . . . !” And she was 
gone from his side into the swirling fog. 

Without an instant’s hesitation O’Reilly followed her, not only 
because he wished to help, but because he dared not be left alone. 
The presence of this strange, lost woman comforted him, he must 
not lose sight of her, whatever happened. He had to run, she went 
so rapidly, ever just in front, moving with confidence and cer- 
tainty, turning nght and left, crossing the street, but never stop- 
ping, never hesitating, her companion always at her heels in 
breathless haste, and with a growing terror that he might lose 
her any minute. The way she found her direction through the 
dense fog was marvellous enough, but O’Reilly’s only thought 
was to keep her in sight, lest his own panic redescend upon him 
with its inevitable collapse in the dark and lonely street. It was 
a wild and panting pursuit, and he kept her in view with diffi- 
culty, a dim fleeting outline always a few yards ahead of him. She 
did not once turn her head, she uttered no sound, no cry, she 
hurried forward with unfaltering instinct. Nor did the chase 
occur to him once as singular; she was his safety, and that was ail 
he realised. 

One thing, however, he remembered afterwards, though at the 
actual time he no more than registered the detail, paying no at- 
tention to it— a definite perfume she left upon the atmosphere, 
one, moreover, that he knew, although he could not find its name 
as he ran. It was associated vaguely, for him, with something un- 
pleasant, something disagreeable. He connected it with misery 
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and pain. It gave him a feeling of uneasiness. More than that he 
did not notice at the moment, nor could he remember— he cer- 
tainly did not try— where he had known this particular scent 
before. 

Then suddenly the woman stopped, opened a gate and passed 
into a small private garden — so suddenly that O’Reilly, close upon 
her heels, only just avoided tumbling into her. “You’ve found 
it?” he cried. “May I come in a moment with you? Perhaps you’ll 
Jet me telephone to the doctor?” 

She turned instantly. Her face, close against his own, was livid. 

"Doctor 1” she repeated in an awful whisper. The word meant 
terror to her. O’Reilly stood amazed. For a second or two neither 
of them moved. The woman seemed petrified. 

“Dr. Henry, you know,” he stammered, finding his tongue 
again. in his care. He’s in Harley Street.” 

Her face cleared as suddenly it had darkened, though the 
original expression of bewilderment and pain still hung in her 
great eyes. But the terror left them, as though she suddenly 
lorgot some association that had revived it. 

“My home,” she murmured. ‘ My home is somewhere here, x’m 
near it. I must get back— in time— tor him. I must. He’s coming 
to me.” And with these extraordinary words she turned, walked 
up the narrow path, and stood upon the porch of a two-storey 
house before her companion had recovered from his astonish 
ment sufficiently to move or utter a syllable in reply. The front 
door, he saw, was ajar. It had been left open. 

For five seconds, perhaps for ten, he hesitated; it was the fear 
that the door would close and shut him out that brought the 
decision to his will and muscles. He ran up the steps and followed 
the woman into a dark hall where she had already preceded him, 
and amid whose blackness she now had finally vanished. He 
closed the door, not knowing exactly why he did so, and knew at 
once by an instinctive feeling that the house he now found him- 
self in with this unknown woman was empty and unoccupied. In 
a house, however, he felt safe. It was the open streets that were 
his danger. He stood waiting, listening a moment before he spoke; 
and he heard the woman moving down the passage from door to 
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door, repeating to herself in her low voice of unhappy wailing 
some words he could not understand: 

“Where is it? Oh, where is it? I must get back . . 

O’Reilly then found himself abruptly stricken with dumbness, 
as though, with these strange words, a haunting terror came up 
and breathed against him in the darkness. 

“Is she after all a figure?” ran in letters of fire across his 
numbed brain. "Is she unreal— or real?” 

Seeking relief m action of some kind he put out a hand auto- 
matically, feeling along the wall for an electric switch, and 
though he found it by some miraculous chance, no answering 
glow responded to the click. 

And the woman’s voice from the darkness: “Ahl Ahl At last 
I’ve found it. I’m home again— at last ... I” He heard a door 
open and close upstairs. He was on the ground floor now— alone. 
Complete silence followed. 

In the conflict of various emotions— fear for himself lest his 
panic should return, fear for the woman who had led him into 
this empty house and now deserted him upon some mysterious 
errand of her own that made him think of madness— in this con- 
flict that held him a moment spellbound, there was a yet bigger 
ingredient demanding instant explanation, but an explanation 
that he could not find. Was the woman real or was she unreal? 
Was she a human being or a "figure”? The horror of doubt ob- 
sessed him with an acute uneasiness that betrayed itself in a re- 
turn of that unwelcome inner trembling he knew was dangerous. 

What saved him from a crise that must have had most danger- 
ous results for his mind and nervous system generally, seems 
to have been the outstanding fact that he felt more for the woman 
than for himself. His sympathy and pity had been deeply moved; 
her voice, her beauty, her anguish and bewilderment, all un- 
common, inexplicable, mysterious, formed together a claim that 
drove self into the background. Added to this was the detail that 
she had left him, gone to another floor without a word, and now, 
behind a closed door in a room upstairs, found herself face to 
face at last with the unknown object of her frantic search— 
with “it,” whatever "it” might be. Real or unreal, figure or 
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human being, the overmastering impulse of his being was that 
he must go to her. 

It was this clear impulse that gave him decision and energy 
to do what he then did. He struck a match, he found a stump 
of candle, he made his way by means of this flickering light along 
the passage and up the carpetless stairs. He moved cautiously, 
stealthily, though not knowing why he did so. The house, he 
now saw, was indeed untenanted; dust-sheets covered the 
piled-up furniture; he glimpsed, through doors ajar, pictures 
screened upon the walls, brackets draped to look like hooded 
heads. He went on slowly, steadily, moving on tiptoe as though 
conscious of being watched, noting the well of darkness in the 
hall below, the grotesque shadows that his movements cast on 
walls and ceiling. The silence was unpleasant, yet, remembering 
that the woman was “expecting” someone, he did not wish it 
broken. He reached the landing and stood still. Closed doors on 
both sides of a corridor met his sight, as he shaded the candle to 
examine the scene. Behind which of these doors, he asked him- 
self, was the woman, figure or human being, now alone with “it”! 

There was nothing to guide him, but an instinct that he must 
not delay sent him forward again upon his search. He tried a 
door on the right— an empty room, with the furniture hidden 
by dust-sheets, and the mattress rolled up on the bed. He tried 
a second door, leaving the first one open behind him, and it was, 
similarly, an empty bedroom. Coming out into the corridor again 
he stood a moment waiting, then called aloud in a low voice that 
yet woke echoes unpleasantly in the hall below: “Where are you? 
1 want to help— which room are you in?” 

There was no answer; he was almost glad he heard no sound, 
for he knew quite well that he was waiting really for another 
sound— the steps of him who was “expected.” And the idea of 
meeting with this unknown third sent a shudder through him, 
as though related to an interview he dreaded with his whole 
heart, and must at all costs avoid. Waiting another moment or 
two, he noted that his candlestump was burning low, then crossed 
the landing with a feeling, at once of hesitation and determina- 
tion, towards a door opposite to him. He opened it; he did not 
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halt on the threshold. Holding the candle at arm’s length, he 
went boldly in. 

And instantly his nostrils told him he was right at last, (or a 
whiff of the strange perfume, though this time much stronger 
than before, greeted him, sending a new quiver along his nerves. 
He knew now why it was associated with unpleasantness, with 
pain, with misery, for he recognised it— the odour of a hospital. 
In this room a powerful anaesthetic had been used— and recently. 

Simultaneously with smell, sight brought its message too. On 
the large double bed behind the door on his right lay, to his 
amazement, the woman in the dark fur coat. He saw the jewels 
on the slender neck; but the eyes he did not see, for they were 
closed— closed too, he grasped at once, in death. The body lay 
stretched at full length, quite motionless. He approached. A 
dark thin streak that came from the parted lips and passed down- 
wards over the chin, losing itself then in the fur collar, was a 
trickle of blood. It was hardly dry. It glistened. 

Strange it was perhaps that, while imaginary fears had the 
power to paralyse him, mind and body, this sight of something 
real had the effect of restoring confidence. The sight of blood 
and death, amid conditions often ghastly and even monstrous, 
was no new thing to him. He went up quietly, and with steady 
hand he felt the woman’s cheek, the warmth of recent life still 
m its softness. The final cold had not yet mastered this empty 
form whose beauty, in its perfect stillness, had taken on the new 
strange sweetness of an unearthly bloom. Pallid, silent, un- 
tenanted, it lay before him, lit by the flicker of his guttering 
candle. He lifted the fur coat to feel for the unbeating heart. A 
couple of hours ago at most, he judged, this heart was working 
busily, the breath came through those parted lips, the eyes were 
shining in full beauty. His hand encountered a hard knob— the 
head of a long steel hat-pin driven through the heart up to 
its hilt. 

He knew then which was the figure— which was the real and 
which the unreal. He knew also what had been meant by “it.” 

But before he could think or reflect what action he must take, 
before he could straighten himself even from his bent position 
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over the body on the bed, there sounded through the empty 
house below the loud clang of the front door being closed. And 
instantly rushed over him that other fear he had so long for- 
gotten— fear for himself. The panic of his own shaken nerves 
descended with irresistible onslaught. He turned, extinguishing 
the candle in the violent trembling of his hand, and tore head- 
long from the room. 

The following ten minutes seemed a nightmare in which he 
was not master of himself and knew not exactly what he did. All 
he realized was that steps already sounded on the stairs, coming 
quickly nearer. The flicker of an electric torch played on the 
banisters, whose shadows ran swiftly sideways along the wall as 
the hand that held the light ascended. He thought in a frenzied 
second of police, of his presence in the house, of the murdered 
woman. It was a sinister combination. Whatever happened, he 
must escape without being so much as even seen. His heart raced 
madly. He darted across the landing into the room opposite, 
whose door he had luckily left open. And by some incredible 
chance, apparently, he was neither seen nor heard by the man 
who, a moment later, reached the landing, entered the room 
where the body of the woman lay, and closed the door carefully 
behind him. 

Shaking, scarcely daring to breathe lest his breath be audible, 
O’Reilly, in the grip of his own personal terror, remnant of his 
unrured shock of war, had no thought of what duty might de- 
mand or not demand of him. He thought only of himself. He 
realized one clear issue— that he must get out of the house with- 
out being heard or seen. Who the newcomer was he did not 
know, beyond an uncanny assurance that it was not he whom 
the woman had "expected,” but the murderer himself, and that 
it was the murderer, in his turn, who was expecting this third 
person. In that room with death at his elbow, a death he had 
himself brought about but an hour or two ago, the murderer 
now hid in waiting for his second victim. And the door wa» 
closed. 

Yet any minute it might open again, cutting off retreat. 

O’Reilly crept out, stole across the landing, reached the head 
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of the stairs, and began, with the utmost caution, the perilous 
descent. Each time the bare boards creaked beneath his weight, 
no matter how stealthily this weight was adjusted, his heart 
missed a beat. He tested each step before he pressed upon it, 
distributing as much of his weight as he dared upon the banisters. 
It was a little more than halfway down that, to his horror, his 
foot caught in a projecting carpet tack; he slipped on the polished 
wood, and only saved himself from falling headlong by a wild 
clutch at the railing, making an uproar that seemed to him like 
the explosion of a hand-grenade in the forgotten trenches. His 
nerves gave way then, and panic seized him. In the silence that 
followed the resounding echoes he heard the bedroom door open- 
ing on the floor above. 

Concealment was now useless. It was impossible, too. He took 
the last flight of stairs in a series of leaps, four steps at a time, 
reached the hall, flew across it, and opened the front door, just as 
his pursuer, electric torch in hand, covered half the stairs be- 
hind him. Slamming the door, he plunged headlong into the 
welcome, all-obscuring fog outside. 

The fog had now no terrors for him, he welcomed its con- 
cealing mantle; nor did it matter in which direction he ran so 
long as he put distance between him and the house of death. The 
pursuer had, of course, not followed him into the street. He 
crossed open spaces without a tremor. He ran in a circle never- 
theless, though without being aware he did so. No people were 
about, no single groping shadow passed him, no boom of traffic 
reached his ears, when he paused for breath at length against an 
area railing Then for the first time he made the discovery tnat 
he had no hat. He remembered now. In examining the body, 
partly out of respect, partly perhaps unconsciously, he had taken 
it off and laid it— on the very bed. 

It was there, a telltale bit of damning evidence, in the house 
of death. And a series of probable consequences flashed through 
his mind like lightning. It was a new hat fortunately; more 
fortunate still, he had not yet written name or initials in it; but 
the maker’s mark was there for all to read, and the police would 
go immediately to the shop where he had bought it only two days 
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before. Would the shop-people remember his appearance? 
Would his visit, the date, the conversation be recalled? He 
thought it was unlikely; he resembled dozens of men; he had no 
outstanding peculiarity. He tried to think, but his mind was 
confused and troubled, his heart was beating dreadfully, he felt 
desperately ill. He sought vainly for some story to account for 
his being out in the fog and far from home without a hat. No 
single idea presented itself. He clung to the icy railings, hardly 
able to keep upright, collapse very near— when suddenly a figure 
emerged from the fog, paused a moment to stare at him, put out 
a hand and caught him, and then spoke. 

“You’re ill, my dear sir,” said a man's kindly voice. “Can I be 
of any assistance? Come, let me help you.” He had seen at once 
that it was not a case of drunkenness. “Come, take my arm, 
won’t you? I’m a physician. Luckily, too, you are just out- 
side my very house Come in.” And he half dragged, half pushed 
O’Reilly, now bordering on collapse, up the steps and opened 
the door with his latchkey. 

“Felt ill suddenly— lost in the fog . . . terrified, but be all 
right soon, thanks awfully—” the Canadian stammered his grati- 
tude, already feeling better. He sank into a chair in the hall, 
while the other put down a paper parcel he had been carrying, 
and led him presently into a comfortable room; a fire burned 
brightly; the electric lamps were pleasantly shaded; a decanter 
of whisky and a siphon stood on a small table beside a big arm- 
chair; and before O’Reilly could find another word to say the 
other had poured him out a glass and bade him sip it slowly, 
without troubling to talk till he felt better. 

“That will revive you. Better drink it slowly. You should 
never have been out a night like this. If you’ve far to go, better 
let me put you up—” 

“Very kind, very kind, indeed,” mumbled O’Reilly, recover- 
ing rapidly in the comfort of a presence he already liked and 
felt even drawn to. 

“No trouble at all,” returned the doctor. “I’ve been at the 
front, you know. I can see what your trouble is— shellshock. I’ll 
be bound.” 
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The Canadian, much impressed by the other’s quick diagnosis, 
noted also his tact and kindness. He had made no reference to 
the absence of a hat, for instance. 

“Quite true,” he said. “I’m with Dr. Henry, in Harley Street,” 
and he added a few words about his case. The whisky worked 
its effect, he revived more and more, feeling better every minute. 
The other handed him a cigarette; they began to talk about his 
symptoms and recovery; confidence returned in a measure, 
though he still felt badly frightened. The doctor’s manner and 
personality did much to help, for there was strength and gentle- 
ness i.. the face, though the features showed unusual determina- 
tion, softened occasionally by a sudden hint as of suffering m the 
bright, compelling eyes. It was the face, thought O’Reilly, of a 
man who had seen much and probably been through hell, but of 
a man who was simple, good, sincere. Yet not a man to trifle with; 
behind his gentleness lay something very stern. This effect of 
character and personality woke the other’s respect in addition to 
his gratitude. His sympathy was stirred. 

“You encourage me to make another guess,” the man was 
saying, after a successful reading of the impromptu patient’s 
state, “that you have had, namely, a severe shock quite recently, 
and”— he hesitated for the merest fraction of a second— “that it 
would be a relief to you,” he went on, the skilful suggestion in 
the voice unnoticed by his companion, “it would be wise as well, 
if you could unburden yourself to— someone— who would under- 
stand.” He looked at O’Reilly with a kindly and very pleasant 
smile. “Am I not right, perhaps?” he asked in his gentle tone. 

"Someone who would understand,” repeated the Canadian. 
“ rhs» ’s my trouble exactly. You’ve hit it It’s all so incredible.” 

Th^ other smiled. “The more incredible,” he suggested, “the 
greater your need for expression. Suppression, as you may know, 
is dangerous in cases like this. You think you have hidden it, 
but it bides its time and comes up later, causing a lot of trouble. 
Confession, you know”— he emphasized the word— “confession is 
good for the soull” 

“You’re dead right,” agreed the other. 

"Now, if you can, bring yourself to tell it to someone who will 
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listen and believe— to myself, for instance. I am a doctor, familiar 
with such things. I shall regard all you say as a professional confi- 
dence, of course; and, as we are strangers, my belief or disbelief 
is of no particular consequence. I may tell you in advance ot 
your story, however— I think I can promise it— that I shall believe 
all you have to say.” 

O’Reilly told his story without more ado, for the suggestion 
of the skilled physician had found easy soil to work in. During 
the recital his host’s eyes never once left his own. He moved no 
single muscle of his body. His interest seemed intense. 

"A bit tall, isn’t it?” said the Canadian, when his tale was 
finished. "And the question is—” he continued with a threat of 
volubility which the other checked instantly. 

“Strange, yes, but incredible, no,” the doctor interrupted. “I 
see no reason to disbelieve a single detail of what you have just 
told me. Things equally remarkable, equally incredible, happen 
in all large towns, as I know from personal experience. I could 
give you instances.” He paused a moment, but his companion, 
staring into his eyes with interest and curiosity, made no com- 
ment. “Some years ago, in fact,” continued the other, "I knew 
of a very similar case— strangely similar.” 

“Really! I should be immensely interested—” 

"So similar that it seems almost a coincidence. You may find 
it hard, in your turn, to credit it.” He paused again, while 
O’Reilly sat forward in his chair to listen. “Yes,” pursued the 
doctor slowly, “I think everyone connected with it is now dead. 
There is no reason why I should not tell it, for one confidence 
deserves another, you know. It happened during the Boer War 
—as long ago as that,” he added with emphasis. “It is really a 
very commonplace story in one way, though very dreadful in 
another, but a man who has served at the front will understand 
and— I’m sure— will sympathize.” 

“I’m sure of that,” offered the other readily. 

“A colleague of mine, now dead, as I mentioned— a surgeon, 
with a big practice, mamed a young and charming girl. They 
lived happily together for several years. His wealth made her very 
comfortable. His consulting room, I must tell you, was some 
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distance from his house— just as this might be— so that she was 
never bothered with any of his cases. Then came the war. Like 
many others, though much over age, he volunteered. He gave 
up his lucrative practice and went to South Africa. His income, 
of course, stopped; the big house was closed; his wife found her 
life of enjoyment considerably curtailed. This she considered a 
great hardship, it seems. She felt a bitter grievance against him. 
Devoid of imagination, without any power of sacrifice, a selfish 
type, she was yet a beautiful, attractive woman— and young. The 
inevitable lover came upon the scene to console her. They 
planned to run away together. He was rich. Japan they thought 
would suit them. Only, by some ill luck, the husband got wind of 
it and arrived in London just in the nick of time.” 

“Well rid of her,” put in O’Reilly, “/ think.” 

The doctor waited a moment. He sipped his glass. Then his 
eyes fixed upon his companion’s face somewhat sternly. 

“Well rid of her, yes,” he continued, “only he determined to 
make that riddance final. He decided to kill her— and her lover. 
You see, he loved her.” 

O’Reilly made no comment. In his own country this method 
with a faithless woman was not unknown. His interest was very 
concentrated. But he was thinking, too, as he listened, thinking 
hard. 

“He planned the time and place with care,” resumed the other 
in a lower voice, as though he might possibly be overheard. 
“They met, he knew, in the big house, now closed, the house 
where he and his young wife had passed such happy years during 
their prosperity. The plan failed, however, in an important detail 
—the woman came at the appointed hour, but without her lover. 
She found death waiting for her— it was a painless death. Then 
her lover, who was to arrive half an hour later, did not come at 
all. The door had been left open for him purposely. The house 
was dark, its rooms shut up, deserted; there was no caretaker 
even. It was a foggy night— just like this.” 

“And the other?” asked O'Reilly in a failing voice. “The 
lover-” 
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“A man did come in,” the doctor went on calmly, “but it was 
not the lover. It was a stranger.” 

"A stranger?” the other whispered. “And the surgeon— where 
was he all the time?” 

“Waiting outside to see him enter— concealed in the fog. He 
saw the man go in. Five minutes later he followed, meaning to 
complete his vengeance, his act of justice, whatever you like to 
call it. But the man who had come in was a stranger— he came 
in by chance— just as you might have done— to shelter from the 
fog— or— ” 

O’Reilly, though with a great effort, rose abruptly to his 
feet. He had an appalling feeling that the man facing him was 
mad. He had a keen desire to get outside, fog or no fog, to 
leave this room, to escape from the calm accents of this insistent 
voice. The effect of the whisky was still in his blood. He felt no 
lack of confidence. But words came to him with difficulty. 

“I think I’d better be pushing off now, doctor,” he said 
clumsily. “But I feel I must thank you very much for all your 
kindness and help.” He turned and looked hard into the keen 
eyes facing him. “Your friend,” he asked in a whisper, "the 
surgeon— I hope— I mean, was he ever caught?” 

“No,” was the grave reply, the doctor standing up in front 
of him, “he was never caught.” 

O’Reilly waited a moment before he made another remark. 
"Well,” he said at length, but in a louder tone than before, “I 
think— I’m glad.” He went to the door without shaking hands. 

"You have no hat,” mentioned the voice behind him. “If you’ll 
wait a moment I’ll get you one of mine. You need not trouble 
to return it.” And the doctor passed him, going into the hall. 
There was a sound of tearing paper. O’Reilly left the house a 
moment later with a hat upon his head, but it was not till he 
reached the Tube station half an hour afterwards that he realized 
it was his own. 
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( H. H. M U N R O )* 


1870-1916 

The Open Window 


“my aunt will be down presently, Mr. Nuttel,” said a very self- 
possessed young lady of fifteen; “in the meantime you must try 
and put up with me.” 

Framton Nuttel endeavoured to say the correct something 
which should duly flatter the niece of the moment without un- 
duly discounting the aunt that was to come. Privately he doubted 
more than ever whether these formal visits on a succession of 
total strangers would do much towards helping the nerve cure 
which he was supposed to be undergoing. 

“I know how it will be,” his sister had said when he was pre- 
paring to migrate to this rural retreat, “you will bury yourself 
down there and not speak to a living soul, and your nerves will 
be worse than ever from moping. I shall just give you letters 
of introduction to all the people I know there. Some of them, as 
far as I can remember, were quite nice.” 

Framton wondered whether Mrs. Sappleton, the lady to whom 
he was presenting one of the letters of introduction, came into 
the nice division. 

“Do you know many of the people round here?” asked the 
niece, when she judged that they had had sufficient silent com- 
munion. 

“Hardly a soul,” said Framton. “My sister was staying here, 
at the rectory, you know, some four years ago, and she gave me 
letters of introduction to some of the people here.” 

He made the last statement in a tone of distinct regret. 

“Then you know practically nothing about my aunt?” pur- 
sued the self-possessed young lady. 

“Only her name and address,” admitted the caller. He was 
wondering whether Mrs. Sappleton was in the married or 


# A note on Saki (H H Munro) appears with the story “Sredni Vashtar" on 
page 1*7 .—Eds. 
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widowed state. An indefinable something about the room seemed 
to suggest masculine habitation. 

“Her great tragedy happened just three years ago," said the 
child; “that would be since your sister’s time." 

"Her tragedy?" asked Framton; somehow in this restful coun- 
try spot tragedies seemed out of place. 

“You may wonder why we keep that window wide open on 
an October afternoon," said the niece, indicating a large French 
window that opened on to a lawn. 

“It is quite warm for the time of the year,” said Framton; 
“but has that window got anything to do with the tragedy?” 

“Out through that window, three years ago to a day, her hus- 
band and her two young brothers went off for their day’s shoot- 
ing. They never came back. In crossing the moor to their 
favourite snipe-shooting ground they were all three engulfed in 
a treacherous piece of bog. It had been that dreadful wet sum- 
mer, you know, and places that were safe in other years gave 
way suddenly without warning. Their bodies were never re- 
covered. That was the dreadful part of it.” Here the child’s voice 
lost its self-possessed note and became falteringly human. “Poor 
aunt always thinks that they will come back some day, they and 
the little brown spaniel that was lost with them, and walk in at 
that window just as they used to do. That is why the window is 
kept open every evening till it is quite dusk. Poor dear aunt, 
she has often told me how they went out, her husband with 
his white waterproof coat over his arm, and Ronnie, her youngest 
brother, singing ‘Bertie, why do you bound?’ as he always did 
to tease her, because she said it got on her nerves. Do you know, 
sometimes on still, quiet evenings like this, I almost get a creepy 
feeling that they will all walk in through that window—” 

She broke off with a little shudder. It was a relief to Framton 
when the aunt bustled into the room with a whirl of apologies for 
being late in making her appearance. 

“I hope Vera has been amusing you?” she said. 

"She has been very interesting,” said Framton. 

“I hope you don’t mind the open window,” said Mrs. Sapple- 
ton briskly; “my husband and brothers will be home directly 
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from shooting, and they always come in this way. They’ve beeti 
out for snipe in the marshes to-day, so they'll make a fine mese 
over my poor carpets. So like you men-folks, isn’t it?” 

She rattled on cheerfully about the shooting and the scarcity 
of birds, and the prospects for duck in the winter. To Framton 
it was all purely horrible. He made a desperate but only partially 
successful effort to turn the talk on to a less ghastly topic; he 
was conscious that his hostess was giving him only a fragment of 
her attention, and her eyes were constantly straying past him 
to the open window and the lawn beyond. It was certainly an 
unfortunate coincidence that he should have paid his visit on this 
tragic anniversary. 

“The doctors agree in ordering me complete rest, an absence 
of mental excitement, and avoidance of anything in the nature of 
violent physical exercise,” announced Framton, who laboured 
under the tolerably widespread delusion that total strangers 
and chance acquaintances are hungry for the least detail of one’s 
ailments and infirmities, their cause and cure. “On the matter of 
diet they are not so much in agreement,” he continued. 

“No?” said Mrs. Sappleton, in a voice which only replaced a 
yawn at the last moment. Then she suddenly brightened into 
alert attention— but not to what Framton was saying. 

“Here they are at last!” she cried. “Just in time for tea, and 
don’t they look as if they were muddy up to the eyes!” 

Framton shivered slightly and turned toward the niece with a 
look intended to convey sympathetic comprehension. The child 
was staring out through the open window with dazed horror in 
her eyes. In a chill shock of nameless fear Framton swung round 
in his seat and looked in the same direction. 

In the deepening twilight three figures were walking across 
the lawn towards the window; they all carried guns under their 
arms, and one of them was additionally burdened with a white 
coat hung over his shoulders. A tired brown spaniel kept close 
at their heels. Noiselessly they neared the house, and then a 
hoarse young voice chanted out of the dusk: “I said, Bertie, why 
do you bound?” 

Framton grabbed wildly at his stick and hat; the hall door, the 
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gravel drive, and the front gate were dimly noted stages in his 
headlong retreat. A cyclist coming along the road had to run 
into the hedge to avoid imminent collision. 

“Here we are, my dear,” said the bearer of the white mackin- 
tosh, coming in through the window; “fairly muddy, but most of 
it’s dry. Who was that who bolted out as we came up?” 

“A most extraordinary man, a Mr. Nuttel,” said Mrs. Sapple- 
ton; “could only talk about his illness, and dashed off without a 
word of good-bye or apology when you arrived. One would think 
he had seen a ghost.” 

“I expect it was the spaniel,” said the niece calmly; “he told 
me he had a horror of dogs. He was once hunted into a cemetery 
somewhere on the banks of the Ganges by a pack of pariah dogs, 
and had to spend the night in a newly dug grave with the crea- 
tures snarling and grinning and foaming just above him. Enough 
to make anyone lose their nerve.” 

Romance at short notice was her specialty. 



OLIVER ONIONS 


1S7J- 

The Beckoning Fair One 


Possibly because 1 1 was such an easy butt for obvious jokes, George Oliver Onions 
had hts name legally changed to George Oliver , but his stortes have always been 
published under the name of Oliver Onions Before taking up writing as a pro - 
fesstoti, he studied art for three years in London, and for a while longer, on a 
scholarship, in Parts, 

He ts a slow, careful writer, and works over his material again and again until 
he has it set down to hts own satisfaction Hts earlier books were cynical , and filled 
with disgust at the evil that human beings do to one another This emotion also 
suffuses hts ghost stortes with a particularly sinister atmosphere 

Among the tales collected in the volume Widdershins, in 1911, was " The Beckon- 
ing Fair One”— certainly one of the finest and most terrifying ghost stories ever 
written Many people consider it the very best Do not, at any rate, try it out 
late at ntght, especially tf you are alone m the house. 


I 

the three or four “To Let” boards had stood within the low 
paling as long as the inhabitants of the little triangular “Square” 
could remember, and if they had ever been vertical it was a very 
long time ago. They now overhung the palings each at its own 
angle, and resembled nothing so much as a row of wooden chop- 
pers, ever in the act of falling upon some passer-by, yet never 
cutting off a tenant for the old house from the stream of his 
fellows. Not that there was ever any great “stream” through the 
square; the stream passed a furlong and more away, beyond the 
intricacy of tenements and alleys and byways that had sprung 
up since the old house had been built, hemming it in completely; 
and probably the house itself was only suffered to stand pend- 
ing the falling-in of a lease or two, when doubtless a clearance 
would be made of the whole neighbourhood. 

it was of gloomy old red brick, and built into its walls were 
the crowns and clasped hands and other insignia of insurance 
companies long since defunct. The children of the secluded 
square had swung upon the low gate at the end of the entrance 
alley until little more than the solid top bar of it remained, and 
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the alley itself ran past boarded basement windows on which 
tramps had chalked their cryptic marks. The path was washed 
and worn uneven by the spilling of water from the eaves of the 
encroaching next house, and cats and dogs had made the ap- 
proach their own. The chances of a tenant did not seem such as 
to warrant the keeping of the “To Let” boards in a state of 
legibility and repair, and as a matter of fact they were not so 
kept. 

For six months Oleron had passed the old place twice a day or 
oftener, on his way from his lodgings to the room, ten minutes’ 
walk away, he had taken to work in; and for six months no 
hatchet-like notice-board had fallen across his path. This might 
have been due to the fact that he usually took the other side of 
the square. But he chanced one morning to take the side that 
ran past the broken gate and the rain-worn entrance alley, and 
to pause before one of the inclined boards. The board bore, be- 
sides the agent’s name, the announcement, written apparently 
about the time of Oleron’s own early youth, that the key was to 
be had at Number Six. 

Now Oleron was already paying, for his separate bedroom and 
workroom, more than an author who, without private means, 
habitually disregards his public, can afford; and he was paying 
in addition a small Tent for the storage of the greater part of 
his grandmother’s furniture. Moreover, it invariably happened 
that the book he wished to read in bed was at his working- 
quarters half a mile and more away, while the note or letter he 
had sudden need of during the day was as likely as not to be in 
the pocket of another coat hanging behind his bedroom door. 
And there were other inconveniences in having a divided domi- 
cile. Therefore Oleron, brought suddenly up by the hatchet-like 
notice-board, looked first down through some scanty privet 
bushes at the boarded basement windows, then up at the blank 
and grimy windows of the first floor, and so up to the second 
floor and the flat stone coping of the leads. He stood for a minute 
thumbing his lean and shaven jaw; then, with another glance 
at the board, he walked slowly across the square to Number Six. 

He knocked, and waited for two or three minutes, but, al- 
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though the door stood open, teceived no answer. He was knock- 
ing again when a long-nosed man in shirt-sleeves appeared. 

“I was arsking a blessing on our food,” he said in severe ex- 
planation. 

Oleron asked if he might have the key of the old house; and 
the long-nosed man withdrew again. 

Oleron waited for another five minutes on the step; then 
the man, appearing again and masticating some of the food of 
which he had spoken, announced that the key was lost. 

"But you won’t want it,” he said. “The entrance door isn't 
closed, and a push’ll open any of the others. I’m a agent for it, 
if you’re thinking of taking it—” 

Oleron recrossed the square, descended the two steps at the 
broken gate, passed along the alley, and turned in at the old wide 
doorway. To the right, immediately within the door, steps de- 
scended to the roomy cellars, and the staircase before him had 
a carved rail, and was broad and handsome and filthy. Oleron 
ascended it, avoiding contact with the rail and wall, and stopped 
at the first landing. A door facing him had been boarded up, but 
he pushed at that on his right hand, and an insecure bolt or 
staple yielded. He entered the empty first floor. 

He spent a quarter of an hour in the place, and then came 
out again. Without mounting higher, he descended and re- 
crossed the square to the house of the man who had lost the key. 

“Can you tell me how much the rent is?” he asked. 

The man mentioned a figure, the comparative lowness of 
which seemed accounted for by the character of the neighbour- 
hood and the abominable state of unrepair of the place. 

“Would it be possible to rent a single floor?” 

The long-nosed man did not know; they might. . . . 

"Who are they?” 

The man gave Oleron the name of a firm of lawyers in Lincoln’s 
Inn. 

“You might mention my name— Barrett,” he added. 

Pressure of work prevented Oleron from going down to 
Lincoln’s Inn that afternoon, but he went on the morrow, 
ind was instantly offered the whole house as a purchase for fifty 
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pounds down, the remainder of the purchase money to remain 
on mortgage. It took him half an hour to disabuse the lawyer’s 
mind of the idea that he wished anything more of the place than 
to rent a single floor of it. This made certain hums and haws 
of a difference, and the lawyer was by no means certain that it 
lay within his power to do as Oleron suggested; but it was finally 
extracted from him that, provided the notice boards were allowed 
to remain up, and that, provided it was agreed that in the event 
of the whole house letting, the arrangement should terminate 
automatically without further notice, something might be done. 
That the old place should suddenly be let over his head seemed to 
Oleron the slightest of risks to take, and he promised a decision 
within a week. On the morrow he visited the house again, went 
through it from top to bottom, and then went home to his lodg- 
ings to take a bath. 

He was immensely taken with that portion of the house he 
had already determined should be his own. Scraped clean and 
repainted, and with that old furniture of Oleron’s grandmother’s, 
it ought to be entirely charming. He went to the storage ware- 
house to refresh his memory of his half-forgotten belongings, 
and to take measurements; and thence he went to a decorator’s. 
He was very busy with his regular work, and could have wished 
that the notice-board had caught his attention either a few 
months eailier or else later in the year; but the quickest way 
would be to suspend work entirely until after his removal. . . . 

A fortnight later his first floor was painted throughout in a 
tender, elder-flower white, the paint was dry, and Oleron was 
in the middle of his installation. He was animated, delighted; 
and he rubbed his hands as he polished and made disposals of 
his grandmother’s effects— the tall lattice-paned china cupboard 
with its Derby and Mason and Spode, the large folding Sheraton 
table, the long, low bookshelves (he had had two of them 
“copied”), the chairs, the Sheffield candlesticks, the riveted rose- 
bowls. These things he set against his newly painted elder-white 
walls— walls of wood panelled in the happiest proportions, and 
moulded and coffered to the low-seated window recesses in a 
mood of gaiety and rest that the builders of rooms no longer 
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know. The ceilings were lofty, and faintly painted with an old 
pattern of stars; even the tapering mouldings of his iron fireplace 
were as delicately designed as jewellery; and Oleron walked about 
tubbing his hands, frequently stopping for the mere pleasure of 
the glimpses from white room to white room. . . . 

"Charming, charming I" he said to himself. “I wonder what 
Elsie Bengough will think of thisl” 

He bought a bolt and a Yale lock for his door, and shut off 
his quarters from the rest of the house. If he now wanted to 
read in bed, his book could be had for stepping into the next 
room. All the time, he thought how exceedingly lucky he was to 
get the place. He put up a hatrack in the little square hall, and 
hung up his hats and caps and coats; and passers through the 
small triangular square late at night, looking up over the little 
serried row of wooden “To Let” hatchets, could see the light 
within Oleron’s red blinds, or else the sudden darkening of one 
blind and the illumination of another, as Oleron, candlestick 
in hand, passed from room to room, making final settlings of his 
furniture, or preparing to resume the work that his removal had 
interrupted. 


ii 

As far as the chief business of his life— his writing— was con- 
cerned, Paul Oleron treated the world a good deal better than 
he was treated by it; but he seldom took the trouble to strike a 
balance, or to compute how far, at forty-four years of age, he 
was behind his points on the handicap. To have done so wouldn’t 
have altered matters, and it might have depressed Oleron. He 
had chosen his path, and was committed to it beyond possibility 
of withdrawal. Perhaps he had chosen it in the days when he had 
been easily swayed by something a little disinterested, a little 
generous, a little noble; and had he ever thought of questioning 
himself he would still have held to it that a life without nobility 
and generosity and disinterestedness was no life for him. Only 
quite recently, and rarely, had he even vaguely suspected that 
there was more in it than this; but it was no good anticipating 
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the day when, he supposed, he would reach that maximum point 
of his powers beyond which he must inevitably decline, and be 
left face to face with the question whether it would not have 
profited him better to have ruled his life by less exigent ideals. 

In the meantime, his removal into the old house with the 
insurance marks built into its brick merely interrupted Romilly 
Bishop at the fifteenth chapter. 

As this tall man with the lean, ascetic face moved about his 
new abode, arranging, changing, altering, hardly yet into his 
working stride again, he gave the impression of almost spinster- 
like precision and nicety. For twenty years past, in a score of 
lodgings, garrets, flats, and rooms furnished and unfurnished, 
he had been accustomed to do many things for himself, and he 
had discovered that it saves time and temper to be methodical. 
He had arranged with the wife of the long-nosed Barrett, a stout 
Welsh woman with a falsetto voice, the Merionethshire accent of 
which long residence in London had not perceptibly modified, 
to come across the square each morning to prepare his breakfast, 
and also to “turn the place out” on Saturday mornings; and for 
the rest, he even welcomed a little housework as a relaxation from 
the strain of writing. 

His kitchen, together with the adjoining strip of an apartment 
into which a modern bath had been fitted, overlooked the alley 
at the side of the house, and at one end of it was a large closet 
with a door, and a square sliding hatch in the upper part of the 
door. This had been a powder-closet, and through the hatch the 
elaborately dressed head had been thrust to receive the click 
and puff of the powder-pistol. Oleron puzzled a little over this 
closet; then, as its use occurred to him, he smiled faintly, a little 
moved, he knew not by what. ... He would have to put it to a 
very different purpose from its original one; it would probably 
have to serve as his larder. . . . It was in this closet that he made a 
discovery. The back of it was shelved, and, rummaging on an 
upper shelf that ran deeply into the wall, Oleron found a couple 
of mushroom-shaped old wooden wig-stands. He did not know 
how they had come to be there. Doubtless the painters had turned 
them up somewhere or other, and had put them there. But his 
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five rooms, as a whole, were short of cupboard and closet room; 
and it was only by the exercise of some ingenuity that he was 
able to find places for the bestowal of his household linen, his 
boxes, and his seldom-used but not-to-be-destroyed accumula- 
tions of papers. 

It was in the early spring that Oleron entered on his tenancy, 
and he was anxious to have Romtlly ready for publication in the 
coming autumn. Nevertheless, he did not intend to force its pro- 
duction. Should it demand longer in the doing, so much the 
worse; he realised its importance, its crucial importance, in his 
artistic development, and it must have its own length and time. 
In the workroom he had recently left he had been making ex- 
cellent progress; Romilly had begun, as the saying is, to speak 
and act of herself; and he did not doubt she would continue to 
do so the moment the distraction of his removal was over. This 
distraction was almost over; he told himself it was time he pulled 
himself together again; and on a March morning he went out, 
returned again with two great bunches of yellow daffodils, placed 
one bunch on his mantelpiece between the Sheffield sticks and 
the other on the table before him, and took out the half-com- 
pleted manuscript of Romilly Bishop. 

But before beginning work he went to a small rosewood cabinet 
and took from a drawer his cheque-book and pass-book. He 
totted them up, and his monklike face grew thoughtful. His 
installation had cost him more than he had intended it should, 
and his balance was rather less than fifty pounds, with no im- 
mediate prospect of more. 

“Hm! I’d forgotten rugs and chintz curtains and so forth 
mounted up so,” said Oleron. “But it would have been a pity to 
spoil the place for the want of ten pounds or so. . . . Well, 
Romilly simply must be out for the autumn, that’s all. So here 
goes-” 

He drew his papers towards him. 

But he worked badly; or, rather, he did not work at all. The 
square outside had its own noises, frequent and new, and 
Oleron could only hope that he would speedily become accus* 
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tomed to these. First came hawkers, with their carts and cries; 
at midday the children, returning from school, trooped into the 
square and swung on Oleron’s gate; and when the children had 
departed again for afternoon school, an itinerant musician with 
a mandolin posted himself beneath Oleron’s window and began 
to strum. This was a not unpleasant distraction, and Oleron, 
pushing up his window, threw the man a penny. Then he re- 
turned to his table again. . . . 

But it was no good. He came to himself, at long intervals, 
to find that he had been looking about his room and wondering 
how it had formerly been furnished— whether a settee in butter- 
cup or petunia satin had stood under the farther window, 
whether from the centre moulding of the light lofty ceiling had 
depended a glimmering crystal chandelier, or where the tambour- 
frame or the picquet-table had stood. . . . No, it was no good; 
he had far better be frankly doing nothing than getting fruit- 
lessly tired; and he decided that he would take a walk, but, 
chancing to sit down for a moment, dozed in his chair instead. 

“This won’t do,” he yawned when he awoke at half-past four 
in the afternoon; “I must do better than this to-morrow—” 

And he felt so deliciously lazy that for some minutes he even 
contemplated the breach of an appointment he had for the eve- 
ning. 

The next morning he sat down to work without even per- 
mitting himself to answer one of his three letters— two of them 
tradesmen’s accounts, the third a note from Miss Bengough, 
forwarded from his old address. It was a jolly day of white and 
blue, with a gay noisy wind and a subtle turn in the colour ol 
growing things; and over and over again, once or twice a minute, 
his room became suddenly light and then subdued again, as the 
shining white clouds rolled north-eastwards over the square. The 
soft fitful illumination was reflected in the polished surface o£ 
the table and even in the footworn old floor; and the morning 
noises had begun again. 

Oleron made a pattern of dots on the paper before him, and 
then broke off to move the jar of daffodils exactly opposite 
the centre of a creamy panel. Then he wrote a sentence that ran 
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continuously for a couple of lines, after which it broke off into 
notes and jottings. For a time he succeeded in persuading him- 
self that in making these memoranda he was really working; and 
then he rose and began to pace his room. As he did so, he was 
struck by an idea. It was that the place might possibly be a little 
better for more positive colour. It was, perhaps, a thought too 
pale— mild and sweet as a kind old face, but a little devitalised, 
even wan. . . .Yes, decidedly it would bear a robuster note- 
more and richer flowers, and possibly some warm and gay stuff 
for cushions for the window seats. . . . 

"Of course, I really can’t afford it,” he muttered, as he went for 
a two-foot and began to measure the width of the window re- 
cesses. . . . 

In stooping to measure a recess, his attitude suddenly changed 
to one of interest and attention. Presently he rose again, rub- 
bing his hands with gentle glee. 

“Oho, oho!” he said “These look to me very much like win- 
dow boxes, nailed up. We must look into this! Yes, those are 
boxes, or I’m . . . oho, this is an adventure!” 

On that wall of his sitting-room there were two windows (the 
third was in another corner), and, beyond the open bedroom 
door, on the same wall, was another. The seats of all had been 
painted, repainted, and painted again; and Oleron’s investigating 
finger had barely detected the old nailheads beneath the paint. 
Under the ledge over which he stooped an old keyhole also had 
been puttied up. Oleron took out his penknife. 

He worked carefully for five minutes, and then went into the 
kitchen for a hammer and chisel. Driving the chisel cautiously 
under the seat, he started the whole lid slightly. Again using the 
penknife, he cut along the hinged edge and outward along the 
ends; and then he fetched a wedge and a wooden mallet. 

“Now for our little mystery—” he said. 

The sound of the mallet on the wedge seemed, in that sweet 
and pale apartment, somehow a little brutal— nay, even shock- 
ing. The panelling rang and rattled and vibrated to the blows 
like a sounding-board. The whole house seemed to echo; from 
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the roomy cellarage to the garrets above a flock of echoes seemed 
to awake; and the sound got a little on Oleron’s nerves. All at 
once he paused, fetched a duster, and muffled the mallet. . . . 
When the edge was sufficiently raised he put his fingers under 
it and lifted. The paint flaked and starred a little; the rusty old 
nails squeaked and grunted; and the lid came up, laying open 
the box beneath. Oleron looked into it. Save for a couple of 
inches of scurf and mould and old cobwebs it was empty. 

“No treasure there,” said Oleron, a little amused that he 
should have fancied there might have been. Romilly will still 
have to be out by the autumn. Let’s have a look at the others.” 

He turned to the second window. 

The raising of the two remaining seats occupied him until well 
into the afternoon. That of the bedroom, like the first, was 
empty; but from the second seat of his sitting-room he drew out 
something yielding and folded and furred over an inch thick with 
dust. He carried the object into the kitchen, and having swept 
it over a bucket, took a duster to it. 

It was some sort of a large bag, of an ancient friezelike mate- 
rial, and when unfolded it occupied the greater part of the small 
kitchen floor. In shape it was an irregular, a very irregular, tri- 
angle, and it had a couple of wide flaps, with the remains of straps 
and buckles. The patch that had been uppermost in the folding 
was of a faded yellowish brown; but the rest of it was of shades of 
crimson that varied according to the exposure of the parts of it. 

“Now whatever can that have been?” Oleron mused as he stood 
surveying it. . . . "I give it up. Whatever it is, it’s settled my 
work for to-day, I’m afraid—” 

He folded the object up carelessly and thrust it into a corner 
of the kitchen; then, taking pans and brushes and an old knife, 
he returned to the sitting-room and began to scrape and to wash 
and to line with paper his newly discovered receptacles When 
he had finished, he put his spare boots and books and papers into 
them; and he closed the lids again, amused with his little adven- 
ture, but also a little anxious for the hour to come when he should 
settle fairly down to his work again. 
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It piqued Oleron a little that his friend. Miss Bengough, 
should dismiss with a glance the place he himself had found 
so singularly winning. Indeed she scarcely lifted her eyes to it. 
But then she had always been more or less like that— a little 
indifferent to the graces of life, careless of appearances, and 
perhaps a shade more herself when she ate biscuits from a paper 
bag than when she dined with greater observance of the con- 
venances. She was an unattached journalist of thirty-four, large, 
showy, fair as butter, pink as a dog-rose, reminding one of a 
florist’s picked specimen bloom, and given to sudden and ample 
movements and moist and explosive utterances. She “pulled a 
better living out of the pool’’ (as she expressed it) than Oleron 
did, and by cunningly disguised puffs of drapers and haberdashers 
she “pulled” also the greater part of her very varied wardrobe. 
She left small whirlwinds of air behind her when she moved, in 
which her veils and scarves fluttered and spun. 

Oleron heard the flurry of her skirts on his staircase and her 
single loud knock at his door when he had been a month in his 
new abode. Her garments brought in the outer air, and she flung 
a bundle of ladies’ journals down on a chair. 

“Don’t knock off for me,” she said across a mouthful of large- 
headed hatpins as she removed her hat and veil. “I didn’t know 
whether you were straight yet, so I’ve brought some sandwiches 
for lunch. You’ve got coffee, I suppose?— No, don’t get up— I'll 
find the kitchen—” 

“Oh, that’s all right. I’ll clear these things away. To tell the 
truth, I’m rather glad to be interrupted,” said Oleron. 

He gathered his work together and put it away. She was al- 
ready in the kitchen; he heard the running of water into the 
kettle. He joined her, and ten minutes later followed her back 
to the sitting-room with the coffee and sandwiches on a tray. They 
sat down, with the tray on a small table between them. 

“Well, what do you think of the new place?" Oleron asked as 
she poured out coffee. 
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“Hml . . . Anybody’d think you were going to get married, 
Paul.” 

He laughed. 

“Oh, no. But it’s an improvement on some of them, isn't it?” 

“Is it? I suppose it is; I don’t know. I liked the last place, in 
spite of the black ceiling and no water-tap. How’s Romilly r ’ 

Oleron thumbed his chin. 

"Hml I’m rather ashamed to tell you. The fact is, I’ve not 
got on very well with it. But it will be all right on the night, as 
you used to say.” 

“Stuck?” 

“Rather stuck.” 

“Got any of it you care to read to me? . . .” 

Oleron had long been in the habit of reading portions of his 
work to Miss Bengough occasionally Her comments were always 
quick and practical, sometimes directly useful, sometimes indi- 
rectly suggestive. She, in return for his confidence, always kept 
all mention of her own work sedulously from him. His, she said, 
was “real work”; hers merely filled space, not always even gram- 
matically. 

“I’m afraid there isn’t,” Oleron replied, still meditatively dry- 
sliaving his chin. Then he added, with a little burst of candour, 
“The fact is, Elsie, I’ve not written— not actually written— very 
much more of it — any more of it, in fact. But, of course, that 
doesn’t mean I haven’t progressed. I’ve progressed, in one sense, 
rather alarmingly. I’m now thinking of reconstructing the whole 
thing.” 

Miss Bengough gave a gasp. “Reconstructing!” 

“Making Romilly herself a different type of woman. Somehow, 
I've begun to feel that I’m not getting the most out of her. As- 
she stands, I’ve certainly lost interest in her to some extent." 

“But— but— ” Miss Bengough protested, “you had her so real, 
so living Pauli” 

Oleron smiled faintly. He had been quite prepared for Miss 
Bengough’s disapproval. He wasn’t surprised that she liked 
Roimlly as she at present existed; she would. Whether she realised 
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it or not, there was much of herself in his fictitious creation. 
Naturally Romilly would seem “real,” “living,” to her. . . . 

“But are you really serious, Paul?” Miss Bengough asked pres- 
ently, with a round-eyed stare. 

“Quite serious.” 

“You’re really going to scrap those fifteen chapters?” 

“I didn’t exactly say that.” 

“That fine, rich love scene?” 

“I should only do it reluctantly, and for the sake of something 
I thought better.” 

“And that beautiful, beautiful description of Romilly on the 
shore?” 

“It wouldn’t necessarily be wasted,” he said a little uneasily. 

But Miss Bengough made a large and windy gesture, and 
then let him have it. 

“Really, you are too trying!” she broke out. “I do wish some- 
times you’d remember you’re human, and live in a world' You 
know I’d be the last to wish you to lower your standard one inch, 
but it wouldn’t be lowering it to bring it within human compre- 
hension. Oh, you’re sometimes altogether too godlike' . . .Why, 
it would be a wicked, criminal waste of your powers to destroy 
those fifteen chapters! Look at it reasonably, now. You’ve been 
working for nearly twenty years; you’ve now got what you’ve 
been working for almost within your grasp; your affairs are at 
a most critical stage (oh, don’t tell me, I know you’re about at 
the end of your money); and here you are, deliberately proposing 
to withdraw a thing that will probably make your name, and 
to substitute for it something that ten to one nobody on earth 
will ever want to read-and small blame to them! Really, you try 
my patience!” 

Oleron had shaken his head slowly as she had talked It was 
an old story between them. The noisy, able, practical journalist 
was an admirable friend— up to a certain point; beyond that 
* • • well, each of us knows that point beyond which we stand 
alone. Elsie Bengough sometimes said that had she had one-tenth 
part of Oleron’s genius there were few things she could not have 
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done— thus making that genius a quantitatively divisible thing, 
a sort of ingredient, to be added to or subtracted from in the 
admixture of his work. That it was a qualitative thing, essential, 
indivisible, informing, passed her comprehension. Their spirits 
parted company at that point. Oleron knew it. She did not appear 
to know it. 

“Yes, yes, yes,” he said a little wearily, by and by, “practically 
you’re quite right, entirely right, and I haven’t a word to say. 
If I could only turn Romilly over to you, you’d make an enormous 
success of her. But that can’t be, and I, for my part, am seriously 
doubting whether she’s worth my while. You know what that 
means.” 

"What does it mean?” she demanded bluntly. 

“Well,” he said, smiling wanly, “what does it mean when 
you’re convinced a thing isn’t worth doing? You simply don’t 
do it.” 

Miss Bengough’s eyes swept the ceiling for assistance against 
this impossible man. 

“What utter rubbish! ” she broke out at last. “Why, when 1 saw 
you last you were simply oozing Romilly; you were turning her 
off at the rate of four chapters a week; if you hadn't moved you’d 
have had her three-parts done by now. What on earth possessed 
you to move right in the middle of your most important work?” 

Oleron tried to put her off with a recital of inconveniences, 
but she wouldn’t have it. Perhaps in her heart she partly sus- 
pected the reason. He was simply mortally weary of the narrow 
circumstances of his life. He had had twenty years of it— twenty 
years of garrets and roof-chambers and dingy flats and shabby 
lodgings, and he was tired of dingmess and shabbinesc. The 
reward was as far off as ever— or if it was not, he no longer cared 
as once he would have cared to put out his hand and take it. It 
is all very well to tell a man who is at the point of exhaustion 
that only another effort is required of him; if he cannot make it 
he is as far off as ever. . . . 

“Anyway,” Oleron summed up, “I’m happier here than I’ve 
been for a long time. That’s some sort of a justification.” 

“And doing no work,” said Miss Bengough pointedly. 
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At that a trifling petulance that had been gathering in Oleron 
came to a head. 

“And why should I do nothing but work?” he demanded. “How 
much happier am I for it? I don’t say I don’t love my work— 
when it’s done; but I hate doing it. Sometimes it’s an intolerable 
burden that I simply long to be rid of. Once in many weeks it 
has a moment, one moment, of glow and thrill for me; I remem- 
ber the days when it was all glow and thrill; and now I’m forty- 
four, and it’s becoming drudgery. Nobody wants it; I’m ceasing 
to want it myself; and if any ordinary sensible man were to ask 
me whether I didn’t think I was a fool to go on, I think I should 
agree that I was.” 

Miss Bengough’s comely pink face was serious. 

“But you knew all that, many, many years ago, Paul— and still 
you chose it,” she said in a low voice. 

“Well, and how should I have known?” he demanded. “I didn’t 
know. I was told so. My heart, if you like, told me so, and I 
thought I knew. Youth always thinks it knows; then one day it 
discovers that it is nearly fifty—” 

"Forty-four, Paul—” 

“-forty-four, then— and it finds that the glamour isn’t in front, 
but behind. Yes, I knew and chose, if that’s knowing and choos- 
ing .. . but it’s a costly choice we’re called on to make when 
we’re young!” 

Miss Bengough’s eyes were on the floor. Without moving 
them she said, “You’re not regretting it, Paul?” 

“Am I not?” he took her up. “Upon my word, I’ve lately 
thought I am! What do I get in return for it all?” 

“You know what you get,” she replied. 

He might have known from her tone what else he could have 
had for the holding up of a finger— herself. She knew, but could 
not tell him, that he could have done no better thing for himself. 
Had he, any time these ten years, asked her to marry him, she 
would have replied quietly, “Very well; when?” He had never 
thought of it. . . . 

“Yours is the real work,” she continued quietly. “Without you 
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we jackals couldn’t exist. You and a few like you hold everything 
upon your shoulders.” 

For a minute there was a silence. Then it occurred to Oleron 
that this was common vulgar grumbling. It was not his habit. 
Suddenly he rose and began to stack cups and plates on the tray. 

“Sorry you catch me like this, Elsie,” he said, with a little 
laugh. . . No, I’ll take them out; then we’ll go for a walk 
if you like. . . .” 

He carried out the tray, and then began to show Miss Ben- 
gough round his flat. She made few comments. In the kitchen 
she asked what an old faded square of reddish frieze was, that 
Mrs. Barrett used as a cushion for her wooden chair. 

“That? I should be glad if you could tell me what it is,” Oleron 
replied as he unfolded the bag and related the story of its finding 
in the window seat. 

"I think I know what it is,” said Miss Bengough. “It’s been 
used to wrap up a harp before putting it into its case.” 

“By Jove, that’s probably just what it was,” said Oleron. "I 
could make neither head nor tail of it. ...” 

. They finished the tour of the flat, and returned to the sitting- 
room. 

“And who lives in the rest of the house?” Miss Bengough asked. 

“I dare say a tramp sleeps in the cellar occasionally. Nobody 
else.” 

“Hml . . . Well, I’ll tell you what I think about it, if you 
like.” 

“I should like.” 

“You’ll never work here.” 

"Oh?” said Oleron quickly. "Why not?” 

“You’ll never finish Romilly here. Why, I don’t know, but you 
won’t. I know it. You’ll have to leave before you get on with 
that book.” 

He mused for a moment, and then said: 

"Isn’t that a little— prejudiced, Elsie?” 

"Perfectly ridiculous. As an argument it hasn’t a leg to stand 
on. But there it is,” she replied, her mouth once more full of 
the large-headed hatpins. 
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Oleron was reaching down his hat and coat. He laughed. 

“I can only hope you’re entirely wrong,” he said, “for I shall 
be in a serious mess if Romilly isn’t out in the autumn.” 

IV 

As Oleron sat by his fire that evening, pondering Miss 
Bengough’s prognostication that difficulties awaited him in his 
work, he came to the conclusion that it would have been far 
better had she kept her beliefs to herself. No man does a thing 
better for having his confidence damped at the outset, and to 
speak of difficulties is in a sense to make them. Speech itself 
becomes a deterrent act, to which other discouragements accrete 
until the very event of which warning is given is as likely as not 
to come to pass. He heartily confounded her. An influence 
hostile to the completion of Romilly had been born. 

And in some illogical, dogmatic way women seem to have, 
she had attached this antagonistic influence to his new abode. 
Was ever anything so absurdl “You’ll never finish Romilly here.” 
. . . Why not? Was this her idea of the luxury that saps the 
springs of action and brings a man down to indolence and drop- 
ping out of the race? The place was well enough— it was entirely 
charming, for that matter— but it was not so demoralising as all 
that! No; Elsie had missed her mark that time. . . . 

He moved his chair to look round the room that smiled, 
positively smiled, in the firelight. He too smiled, as if pity was 
to be entertained for a maligned apartment. Even that slight 
lack of robust colour he had remarked was not noticeable in the 
soft glow. The drawn chintz curtains— they had a flowered and 
trellised pattern, with baskets and oaten pipes— fell in long quiet 
folds to the window seats; the rows of bindings in old bookcases 
took the light richly; the last trace of sallowness had gone with 
the daylight; and, if the truth must be told, it had been Elsie 
herself who had seemed a little out of the picture. 

That reflection struck him a little, and presently he returned 
to it. Yes, the room had, quite accidently, done Miss Bengough 
a disservice that afternoon. It had, in some subtle but unmistak- 
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able way, placed her, marked a contrast of qualities. Assuming 
for the sake of argument the slightly ridiculous proposition that 
the room in which Oleron sat was characterised by a certain 
sparsity and lack of vigour, so much the worse for Miss Bengough; 
she certainly erred on the side of redundancy and general much- 
ness. And if one must contrast abstract qualities, Oleron inclined 
to the austere in taste. . . . 

Yes, here Oleron had made a distinct discovery; he wondered 
he had not made it before. He pictured Miss Bengough again 
as she had appeared that afternoon— large, showy, moistly pink, 
with that quality of the prize bloom exuding, as it were, from 
her; and instantly she suffered in his thought. He even recog- 
nised now that he had noticed something odd at the time, and 
that unconsciously his attitude, even while she had been there, 
had been one of criticism. The mechanism of her was a little 
obvious; her melting humidity was the result of analysable 
processes; and behind her there had seemed to lurk some dim 
shape emblematic of mortality. He had never, during the ten 
years of their intimacy, dreamed for a moment of asking her to 
marry him, none the less, he now felt for the first time a thankful- 
ness that he had not done so. . . . 

Then, suddenly and swiftly, his face flamed that he should 
be thinking thus of his friend. Whatl Elsie’ Bengough, with 
whom he had spent weeks and weeks of afternoons— she, the 
good chum, on whose help he would have counted had all the rest 
of the world failed him— she, whose loyalty to him would not, 
he knew, swerve as long as there was breath in her— Elsie to be 
even in thought dissected thus! He was an ingrate and a cad. . . . 

Had she been there in that moment he would have abased 
himself before her. 

For ten minutes and more he sat, still gazing into the fire, with 
that humiliating red fading slowly from his cheeks. All was still 
within and without, save for a tiny musical tinkling that came 
from his kitchen— the dripping of water from an imperfectly 
turned-off tap into the vessel beneath it. Mechanically he began 
to beat with his fingers to the faintly heard falling of the drops; 
the tiny regular movement seemed to hasten that shameful with- 
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drawal from his face. He grew cool once more; and when he re- 
sumed his meditation he was all unconscious that he took it up 
again at the same point. . . . 

It was not only her florid superfluity of build that he had ap- 
proached in the attitude of criticism; he was conscious also of the 
wide differences between her mind and his own. He felt no 
thankfulness that up to a certain point their natures had ever 
run companionably side by side; he was now full of questions 
beyond that point. Their intellects diverged; there was no deny- 
ing it; and, looking back, he was inclined to doubt whether there 
had been any real coincidence. True, he had read his writings 
to her and she had appeared to speak comprehendmgly and to 
the point; but what can a man do who, having assumed that an- 
other sees as he does, is suddenly brought up sharp by something 
that falsifies and discredits all that has gone before? He doubted 
all now. ... It did for a moment occur to him that the man 
who demands of a friend more than can be given to him is in 
danger of losing that friend, but he put the thought aside. 

Again he ceased to think, and again moved his finger to the 
distent dripping of the tap. . . . 

And now (he resumed by and by), if these things were true of 
Elsie Bengough, they were also true of the creation of which she 
was the prototype— Romilly Bishop. And since he could say of 
Romilly what for very shame he could not say of Elsie, he gave 
his thoughts rein. He did so in that smiling, fire-lighted room, to 
the accompaniment of the faintly heard tap. 

There was no longer any doubt about it; he hated the central 
character of his novel. Even as he had described her physically 
she overpowered the senses; she was coarse-fibred, overcoloured, 
rank. It became true the moment he formulated his thought; 
Gulliver had described the Brobdingnagian maids-of-honour 
thus: and mentally and spiritually she corresponded— was un- 
sensitive, limited, common. The model (he closed his eyes for 
a moment)— the model stuck out through fifteen vulgar and 
blatant chapters to such a pitch that, without seeing the reason, 
he had been unable to begin the sixteenth. He marvelled that it 
had only just dawned upon him. 

(876] 



The Beckoning Fair One 

And this was to have been his Beatrice, his visionl As Elsie she 
was to have gone into the furnace of his art, and she was to have 
come out the Woman all men desire! Her thoughts were to have 
been culled from his own finest, her form from his dearest dreams, 
and her setting wherever he could find one fit for her worth. He 
had brooded long before making the attempt; then one day he 
had felt her stir within him as a mother feels a quickening, and 
he had begun to write, and so he had added chapter to chapter. . . . 

And those fifteen sodden chapters were what he had produced! 

Again he sat, softly moving his finger. . . . 

Then he bestirred himself. 

She must go, all fifteen chapters of her. That was settled. For 
what was to take her place his mind was a blank; but one thing 
at a time; a man is not excused from taking the wrong course 
because the right one is not immediately revealed to him. Better 
would come if it was to come; in the meantime— 

He rose, fetched the fifteen chapters, and read them over be* 
fore he should drop them into the fire. 

But instead of putting them into the fire he let them fall from 
his hand. He became conscious of the dripping of the tap again. 
It had a tinkling gamut of four or five notes, on which it rang 
irregular changes, and it was foolishly sweet and dulcimer-like. 
In his mind Oleron could see the gathering of each drop, its 
little tremble on the lip of the tap, and the tiny percussion of its 
fall “Plink— plunk,” minimised almost to inaudibility. Follow- 
ing the lowest note there seemed to be a brief phrase, irregularly 
repeated; and presently Oleron found himself waiting for the 
recurrence of this phrase. It was quite pretty. . . . 

But it did not conduce to wakefulness, and Oleron dozed over 
his fire. 

When he awoke again the fire had burned low and the flames 
of the candles were licking the rims of the Sheffield sticks. Slug- 
gishly he rose, yawned, went his nightly round of doorlocks and 
window fastenings, and passed into his bedroom. Soon, he slept 
soundly. 

But a curious little sequel followed on the morrow. Mrs. Bar- 
rett usually tapped, not at his door, but at the wooden wall 
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beyond which lay Oleron’s bed; and then Oleron rose, put on his 
dressing-gown, and admitted her. He was not conscious that as 
he did so that morning he hummed an air; but Mrs. Barrett 
lingered with her hand on the doorknob and her face a little 
averted and smiling. 

“De-ar me!” her soft falsetto rose. “But that will be a very o-ald 
tune, Mr. Oleron! I will not have heard it this for-ty years!" 

“What tune?” Oleron asked. 

“The tune, indeed, that you was humming, sir.” 

Oleron had his thumb in the flap of a letter. It remained there. 

“I was humming? . . . Sing it, Mrs. Barrett.” 

Mrs. Barrett prut-prutted. 

“I have no voice for singing, Mr. Oleron; it was Ann Pugh was 
the singer of our family; but the tune will be very o-ald, and it 
is called ‘The Beckoning Fair One.’ ” 

“Try to sing it,” said Oleron, his thumb still in the envelope; 
and Mrs. Barrett, with much dimpling and confusion, hummed 
the air. 

“They do say it was sung to a harp, Mr. Oleron, and it will be 
very o-ald,” she concluded. 

“And I was singing that?” 

“Indeed you wass. I would not be likely to tell you lies." 

With a “Very well— let me have breakfast,” Oleron opened his 
letter; but the trifling circumstance struck him as more odd than 
he would have admitted to himself. The phrase he had hummed 
had been that which he had associated with the falling from 
the tap on the evening before. 


v 

Even more curious than that the commonplace dripping of an 
ordinary water-tap should have tallied so closely with an actually 
existing air was another result it had, namely, that it awakened, 
or seemed to awaken, m Oleron an aDnormai sensitiveness to 
other noises of the old house. It has been remarked that silence 
obtains its fullest and most impressive quality when it is broken 
by some minute sound; and, truth to tell, the place was never 
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still. Perhaps the mildness of the spring air operated on its torpid 
old timbers; perhaps Oleron’s fires caused it to stretch its old 
anatomy; and certainly a whole world of insect life bored and 
burrowed in its baulks and joists. At any rate Oleron had only 
to sit quiet in his chair and to wait for a minute or two in order 
to become aware of such a change in the auditory scale as comes 
upon a man who, conceiving the midsummer woods to be motion- 
less and still, all at once finds his ear sharpened to the crepitation 
of a myriad insects. 

And he smiled to think of man’s arbitrary distinction between 
that which has life and that which has not. Here, quite apart 
from such recognisable sounds as the scampering of mice, the 
falling of plaster behind his panelling, and the popping of purses 
or coffins from his fire, was a whole house talking to him had he 
but known its language. Beams settled with a tired sigh into 
their old mortices; creatures ticked m the walls; joints cracked, 
boards complained; with no palpable stirring of the air, window 
sashes changed their positions with a soft knock in their frames. 
And whether the place had life in this sense or not, it had at all 
events a winsome personality. It needed but an hour of musing 
for Oleron to conceive the idea that, as his own body stood in 
friendly relation to his soul, so, by an extension and an attenua- 
tion, his habitation might fantastically be supposed to stand in 
some relation to himself. He even amused himself with the far- 
fetched fancy that he might so identify himself with the place 
that some future tenant, taking possession, might regard it as in 
a sense haunted. It would be rather a joke if he, a perfectly harm- 
less author, with nothing on his mind worse than a novel he had 
discovered he must begin again, should turn out to be laying 
the foundation of a future ghost! . . . 

In proportion, however, as he felt this growing attachment to 
the fabric of his abode, Elsie Bengough, from being merely un- 
attracted, began to show a dislike of the place that was more and 
more marked. And she did not scruple to speak of her aversion. 

“It doesn’t belong to to-day at all, and for you especially it’s 
bad,” she said with decision. "You’re only too ready to let go your 
hold on actual things and to slip into apathy; you ought to be in 
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a place with concrete floors and a patent gas meter and a trades- 
men’s lift. And it would do you all the good in the world if you 
had a job that made you scramble and rub elbows with your 
fellow-men. Now, if I could get you a job, for, say, two or three 
days a week, one that would allow you heaps of time for your 
proper work— would you take it?” 

Somehow, Oleron resented a little being diagnosed like this. 
He thanked Miss Bengough, but without a smile. 

“Thank you, but I don’t think so. After all, each of us has 
his own life to live,” he could not refrain from adding. 

“His own life to livel . . . How long is it since you were out, 
Paul?” 

“About two hours.” 

“I don’t mean to buy stamps or to post a letter. How long is it 
since you had anything like a stretch?” 

“Oh, some little time perhaps. I don’t know.” 

"Since I was here last?” 

"I haven’t been out much.” 

"And has Romilly progressed much better for your being 
cooped up?” 

“I think she has. I’m laying the foundations of her. I shall 
begin the actual writing presently.” 

It seemed as if Miss Bengough had forgotten their tussle about 
the first Romilly. She frowned, turned half away, and then 
quickly turned again. 

"Ah! ... So you’ve still got that ridiculous idea in your 
head?” 

“If you mean,” said Oleron slowly, “that I’ve discarded the 
old Romilly, and am at work on a new one, you’re right. I have 
still got that idea in my head.” 

Something uncordial in his tone struck her; but she was a 
fighter. His own absurd sensitiveness hardened her. She gave a 
“Pshaw!” of impatience. 

“Where is the old one?” she demanded abruptly. 

“Why?” asked Oleron. 

“I want to see it. I want to show some of it to you. I want, if 
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you're not wool-gathering entirely, to bring you back to your 
senses.” 

This time it was he who turned his back. But when he turned 
round again he spoke more gently. 

"It’s no good, Elsie. I’m responsible for the way I go, and you 
must allow me to go it— even if it should seem wrong to you 
Believe me, I am giving thought to it. . . . The manuscript? 1 
was on the point of burning it, but I didn’t. It’s in that window 
seat, if you must see it.” 

Miss Bengough crossed quickly to the window seat, and lifted 
the lid. Suddenly she gave a little exclamation, and put the back 
of her hand to her mouth. She spoke over her shoulder: 

"You ought to knock those nails in, Paul,” she said. 

He strode to her side. 

“What? What is it? What’s the matter?” he asked. “I did knock 
them in— or, rather, pulled them out.” 

“You left enough to scratch with,” she replied, showing her 
hand. From the upper wrist to the knuckle of the little finger a 
welling red wound showed. 

"Good— graciousl” Oleron ejaculated. . . . “Here, come to 
the bathroom and bathe it quickly—” 

He hurried her to the bathroom, turned on warm water, and 
bathed and cleansed the bad gash. Then, still holding the hand, 
he turned cold water on it, uttering broken phrases of astonish- 
ment and concern. 

“Good Lord, how did that happen! As far as I knew I’d . . . 
is this water too cold? Does that hurt? I can’t imagine how on 
earth . . . there; that’ll do—” 

"No— one moment longer— I can bear it,” she murmured, her 
eyes closed. . . . 

Presently he led her back to the sitting-room and bound the 
hand in one of his handkerchiefs; but his face did not lose its 
expression of perplexity. He had spent half a day in opening and 
making serviceable the three window boxes, and he could not 
conceive how he had come to leave an inch and a half of rusty 
nail standing in the wood. He himself had opened the lids of each 
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of them a dozen times and had not noticed any nail; but there 
it was. . . . 

"It shall come out now, at all events,” he muttered, as he went 
for a pair of pincers. And he made no mistake about it that time. 

Elsie Bengough had sunk into a chair, and her face was rather 
white; but in her hand was the manuscript of Romilly. She had 
not finished with Romilly yet. Presently she returned to the 
charge. 

"Oh, Paul, it will be the greatest mistake you ever, ever made 
if you do not publish this!” she said. 

He hung his head, genuinely distressed. He couldn’t get that 
incident of the nail out of his head, and Romilly occupied a 
second place in his thoughts for the moment. But still she in- 
sisted; and when presently he spoke it was almost as if he asked 
her pardon for something. 

“What can I say, Elsie? I can only hope that when you see the 
new version, you’ll see how Tight I am. And if in spite of all you 
don’t like her, well . . .” he made a hopeless gesture. “Don’t 
you see that I must be guided by my own lights?’’ 

She was silent. 

“Come, Elsie,” he said gently. “We’ve got along well so far; 
don’t let us split on this.” 

The last words had hardly passed his lips before he regretted 
them. She had been nursing her injured hand, with her eyes 
unce more closed; but her lips and lids quivered simultaneously. 
Her voice shook as she spoke. 

"I can’t help saying it, Paul, but you are so greatly changed.” 

"Hush, Elsie,” he murmured soothingly; “you’ve had a shock; 
rest tor a while. How could I change?” 

“I don’t know, but you are. You’ve not been yourself ever 
iince you came here. I wish you’d never seen the place. It’s 
(topped your work, it’s making you into a person I hardly know, 
md it’s made me horribly anxious about you. . . . Oh, how my 
hand is beginning to throb!” 

“Poor child!” he murmured. “Will you let me take you to a 
doctor and have it properly dressed?” 
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“No— I shall be all right presently— I’ll keep it raised—” 

She put her elbow on the back of her chair, and the bandaged 
hand rested lightly on his shoulder. 

At that touch an entirely new anxiety stirred suddenly within 
him. Hundreds of times previously, on their jaunts and ex- 
cursions, she had slipped her hand within his arm as she might 
have slipped it into the arm of a brother, and he had accepted 
the little affectionate gesture as a brother might have accepted it. 
But now, for the first time, there rushed into his mind a hundred 
startling questions. Her eyes were still closed, and her head had 
fallen pathetically back, and there was a lost and ineffable smile 
on her parted lips. The truth broke in upon him. Good Godl 
. . . And he had never divined it! 

And stranger than all was that, now that he did see that she 
was lost in love of him, there came to him, not sorrow and 
humility and abasement, but something else that he struggled 
in vain against— something entirely strange and new, that, had 
he analysed it, he would have found to be petulance and irrita- 
tion and resentment and ungentleness. The sudden selfish 
prompting mastered him before he was aware. He all but gave 
it words. What was she doing there at all? Why was she not 
getting on with her own work? Why was she here interfering 
with his 5 Who had given her this guardianship over him that 
lately she had put forward so assertively?— “Changed?” It was 
she, not himself, who had changed. . . . 

But by the time she had opened her eyes again he had over- 
come his resentment sufficiently to speak gently, albeit with re- 
serve. 

“I wish you would let me take you to a doctor.” 

She rose. 

“No, thank you, Paul,” she said. “I’ll go now. If I need a dress- 
ing I’ll get one, take the other hand, please. Good-bye—” 

He did not attempt to detain her. He walked with her to the 
foot of the stairs. Halfway along the narrow alley she turned. 

"It would be a long way to come if you happened not to be 
in,” she said; “I’ll send you a postcard the next time.” 

At the gate she turned again. 
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"Leave here, Paul,” she said, with a mournful look. "Every- 
thing’s wrong with this house.” 

Then she was gone. 

Oleron returned to his room. He crossed straight to the 
window box. He opened the lid and stood long looking at it. 
Then he closed it again and turned away. 

“That’s rather frightening,” he muttered. "It’s simply not pos- 
sible that I should not have removed that nail. . . .” 


VI 

Oleron knew very well what Elsie had meant when she had 
said that her next visit would be preceded by a postcard. She, too, 
had realised that at last, at last he knew— knew, and didn’t want 
her. It gave him a miserable, pitiful pang, therefore, when she 
came again within a week, knocking at the door unannounced. 
She spoke from the landing; she did not intend to stay, she said; 
and he had to press her before she would so much as enter. 

Her excuse for calling was that she had heard of an inquiry for 
short stories that he might be wise to follow up. He thanked 
her. Then, her business over, she seemed anxious to get away 
again. Oleron did not seek to detain her; even he saw through 
the pretext of the stories; and he accompanied her down the 
stairs. 

But Elsie Bengough had no luck whatever in that house. A 
second accident befell her. Halfway down the staircase there was 
the sharp sound of splintering wood, and she checked a loud cry. 
Oleron knew the woodwork to be old, but he himself had 
ascended and descended frequently enough without mishap. . . . 

Elsie had put her foot through one of the stairs. 

He sprang to her side in alarm. 

“Oh, I sayl My poor girl!” 

She laughed hysterically. 

“It’s my weight— I know I’m getting fat—” 

“Keep still— let me clear these splinters away,” he muttered be- 
tween his teeth. 
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She continued to laugh and sob that it was her weight— she 
was getting fat— 

He thrust downwards at the broken boards. The extrication 
was no easy matter, and her torn boot showed him how badly 
the foot and ankle within it must be abraded. 

“Good God— good God!” he muttered over and over again. 

“I shall be too heavy for anything soon,” she sobbed and 
laughed. 

But she refused to reascend and to examine her hurt. 

“No, let me go quickly— let me go quickly,” she repeated. 

“But it’s a frightful gash!” 

“No— not so bad— let me get away quickly— I’m— I’m not 
wanted.” 

At her word, that she was not wanted, his head dropped as if 
she had given him a buffet. 

“Elsie!” he choked, brokenly and shocked. 

But she too made a quick gesture, as if she put something 
violently aside. 

“Oh, Paul, not that — not you — of course I do mean that too in 
a sense— oh, you know what I mean! . . . But if the other can’t 
be, spare me this now! I— I wouldn’t have come, but— but oh, 
I did, I did try to keep away!” 

It was intolerable, heartbreaking; but what could he do— what 
could he say? He did not love her. . . . 

“Let me go— I’m not wanted— let me take away what’s left of 
me—” 

“Dear Elsie— you are very dear to me—” 

But again she made the gesture, as of putting something 
violently aside. 

“No, not that— not anything less— don’t offer me anything less 
—leave me a little pride—” 

“Let me get my hat and coat— let me take you to a doctor,” 
he muttered. 

But she refused. She refused even the support of his arm. She 
gave another unsteady laugh. 

“I’m sorry I broke your stairs, Paul. . . . You will go and see 
about the short stories, won’t you?” 
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He groaned. 

“Then if you won’t see a doctor, will you go across the square 
and let Mrs. Barrett look at you? Look, there’s Barrett passing 
now—” 

The long-nosed Barrett was looking curiously down the alley, 
but as Oleron was about to call him he made off without a word. 
Elsie seemed anxious for nothing so much as to be clear of the 
place, and finally promised to go straight to a doctor, but insisted 
on going alone. 

"Good-bye,” she said. 

And Oleron watched her until she was past the hatchet-like 
"To Let” boards, as if he feared that even they might fall upon 
her and maim her. 

That night Oleron did not dine. He had far too much on his 
mind. He walked from room to room of his flat, as if he could 
have walked away from Elsie Bengough’s haunting cry that still 
rang in his ears. “I’m not wanted— don’t offer me anything less- 
let me take away what’s left of me—” 

Oh, if he could only have persuaded himself that he loved 
her! 

He walked until twilight fell; then, without lighting candles, 
he stirred up the fire and flung himself into a chair. 

Poor, poor Elsie! . . . 

But even while his heart ached for her, it was out of the ques- 
tion. If only he had known! If only he had used common obser- 
vation! But those walks, those sisterly takings of the arm— what 
a fool he had been! . . . Well, it was too late now. It was she, 
not he, who must now act— act by keeping away. He would help 
her all he could. He himself would not sit m her presence. If 
she came, he would hurry her out again as fast as he could. . . . 
Poor, poor Elsie! 

His room grew dark; the fire burned dead, and he continued 
to sit, wincing from time to time as a fresh tortured phrase rang 
again in his ears. 

Then suddenly, he knew not why, he found himself anxious 
for her in a new sense— uneasy about her personal safety. A hor- 
rible fancy that even then she might be looking over an embank- 
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ment down into dark water, that she might even now be glancing 
up at the hook on the door, took him. Women had been known 
to do those things. . . . Then there would be an inquest, and 
he himself would be called upon to identify her, and would be 
asked how she had come by an ill-healed wound on the hand and 
a bad abrasion of the ankle. Barrett would say that he had seen 
her leaving his house. . . . 

Then he recognised that his thoughts were morbid. By an 
effort of will he put them aside, and sat for a while listening to 
the faint creakings and tickings and rappings within his panel- 
ling. . . . 

If only he could have married her! . . . But he couldn’t. Her 
face had risen before him again as he had seen it on the stairs, 
drawn with pain and ugly and swollen with tears. Ugly— yes, posi- 
tively blubbered; if tears were women’s weapons, as they were 
said to be, such tears were weapons turned against themselves 
. . . suicide again. . . . 

Then all at once he found himself attentively considering her 
two accidents. 

Extraordinary they had been, both of them. He could not have 
left that old nail standing in the wood; why, he had fetched tools 
specially from the kitchen; and he was convinced that that step 
that had broken beneath her weight had been as sound as the 
others. It was inexplicable. If these things could happen, any- 
thing could happen. There was not a beam nor a jamb in the 
place that might not fall without warning, not a plank that might 
not crash inwards, not a nail that might not become a dagger. 
The whole place was full of life even now; as he sat there in the 
dark he heard its crowds of noises as if the house had been one 
great microphone. . . . 

Only half conscious that he did so, he had been sitting foi 
some time identifying these noises, attributing to each crack or 
creak or knock its material cause; but there was one noise which, 
again not fully conscious of the omission, he had not sought to 
account for. It had last come some minutes ago; it came again 
now— a sort of soft sweeping rustle that seemed to hold an almost 
inaudibly minute crackling. For half a minute or so it had 
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Oleron’s attention; then his heavy thoughts were of Elsie Ben- 
gough again. 

He was nearer to loving her in that moment than he had ever 
been. He thought how to some men their loved ones were but the 
dearer for those poor mortal blemishes that tell us we are but 
sojourners on earth, with a common fate not far distant that 
makes it hardly worth while to do anything but love for the time 
remaining. Strangling sobs, blearing tears, bodies buffeted by 
sickness, hearts and minds callous and hard with the rubs of the 
world— how little love there would be were these things a barrier 
to love! In that sense he did love Elsie Bengough. What her 
happiness had never moved in him her sorrow almost awoke. . . . 

Suddenly his meditation went. His ear had once more become 
conscious of that soft and repeated noise— the long sweep with 
the almost inaudible crackle in it. Again and again it came, with 
a curious insistence and urgency. It quickened a little as he be- 
came increasingly attentive ... it seemed to Oleron that it 
grew louder. . . . 

All at once he started bolt upright in his chair, tense and listen- 
ing. The silky rustle came again; he was trying to attach it to 
something. . . . 

The next moment he had leapt to his feet, unnerved and 
terrified. His chair hung poised for a moment, and then went 
over, setting the fire-irons clattering as it fell. There was only 
one noise in the world like that which had caused him to spring 
thus to his feet . . . 

The next time it came Oleron felt behind him at the empty 
air with his hand, and backed slowly until he found himself 
against the wall. 

"God in heaven!” The ejaculation broke from Oleron’s lips. 
The sound had ceased. 

The next moment he had given a high cry. 

“What is it? What’s there? Who’s there?" 

A sound of scuttling caused his knees to bend under him for 
a moment; but that, he knew, was a mouse. That was not some- 
thing that his stomach turned sick and his mind reeled to enter- 
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tain. That other sound, the like of which was not in the world) 
had now entirely ceased; and again he called. . . . 

He called and continued to call; and then another terror, a 
terror of the sound of his own voice, seized him. He did not dare 
to call again. His shaking hand went to his pocket for a match, 
but found none. He thought there might be matches on the 
mantelpiece— 

He worked his way to the mantelpiece round a little recess, 
without for a moment leaving the wall. Then his hand en- 
countered the mantelpiece, and groped along it. A box of 
matches fell to the hearth. He could just see them in the fire- 
light, but his hand could not pick them up until he had 
cornered them inside the fender. 

Then he rose and struck a light. 

The room was as usual. He struck a second match. A candle 
stood on the table. He lighted it, and the flame sank for a mo- 
ment and then burned up clear. Again he looked round. 

There was nothing. 

There was nothing, but there had been something, and might 
still be something. Formerly, Oleron had smiled at the fantastic 
thought that, by a merging and interplay of identities between 
himself and his beautiful room, he might be preparing a ghost 
for the future, it had not occurred to him that there might have 
been a similar merging and coalescence in the past. Yet with this 
staggering impossibility he was now face to face. Something did 
persist in the house; it had a tenant other than himself, and that 
tenant, whatsoever or whosoever, had appalled Oleron’s soul 
by producing the sound of a woman brushing her hair. 


VII 

Without quite knowing how he came to be there Oleron found 
himself striding over the loose board he had temporarily placed 
on the step broken by Miss Bengough. He was hatless, and 
descending the stairs. Not until later did there return to him a 
hazy memory that he had left the candle burning on the table, 
had opened the door no wider than was necessary to allow the 

f 88ql 



Tales of the Supernatural 

passage of his body, and had sidled out, closing the door softly 
behind him. At the foot of the stairs another shock awaited him. 
Something dashed with a flurry up from the disused cellars and 
disappeared out of the door. It was only a cat, but Oleron gave 
a childish sob. 

He passed out of the gate, and stood for a moment under the 
“To Let” boards, plucking foolishly at his lip and looking up at 
the glimmer of light behind one of his red blinds. Then, still 
looking over his shoulder, he moved stumblingly up the square. 
There was a small public house round the comer; Oleron had 
never entered it; but he entered it now, and put down a shilling 
that missed the counter by inches. 

* £— b— bran— brandy,” he said, and then stooped to look for 
the shilling. 

He had the little sawdusted bar to himself; what company there 
was— carters and labourers and the small tradesmen of the neigh- 
bourhood— was gathered in the farther compartment, beyond the 
space where the white-haired landlady moved among her taps 
and bottles. Oleron sat down on a hardwood settee with a per- 
forated seat, drank half his brandy and then, thinking he might 
as well drink it as spill it, finished it. 

Then he fell to wondering which of the men whose voices 
he heard across the public house would undertake the removal 
of his effects on the morrow. 

In the meantime he ordered more brandy. 

For he did not intend to go back to that room where he had 
left the candle burning. Oh no! He couldn’t have faced even 
the entry and the staircase with the broken step— certainly not 
that pith-white, fascinating room. He would go back for the pres- 
ent to his old arrangement, of workroom and separate sleeping- 
quarters; he would go to his old landlady at once— presently— 
when he had finished his brandy— and see if she could put him 
up for the night. His glass was empty now. . . . 

He rose, had it refilled, and sat down again. 

And if anybody asked his reason for removing again? Oh, he 
had reason enough— reason enough! Nails that put themselves 
back into wood again and gashed people’s hands, steps that broke 
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when you trod on them, and women who came into a man’s place 
and brushed their hair in the dark were reasons enough 1 He was 
querulous and injured about it all. He had taken the place for 
himself, not for invisible women to brush their hair in; that 
lawyer fellow in Lincoln’s Inn should be told so, too, before 
many hours were out; it was outrageous, letting people in for 
agreements like that! 

A cut-glass partition divided the compartment where Oleron 
sat from the space where the white-haired landlady moved; but 
it stopped seven or eight inches above the level of the counter. 
There was no partition at the farther bar. Presently Oleron, rais- 
ing his eyes, saw that faces were watching him through the aper- 
ture. The faces disappeared when he looked at them. 

He moved to a comer where he could not be seen from the 
other bar; but this brought him into line with the white-haired 
landlady. 

She knew him by sight— had doubtless seen him passing and 
repassing; and presently she made a remark on the weather. 
Oleron did not know what he replied, but it sufficed to call forth 
the further remark that the winter had been a bad one for in- 
fluenza, but that the spring weather seemed to be coming at 
last. . . . Even this slight contact with the commonplace 
steadied Oleron a little; an idle, nascent wonder whether the 
landlady brushed her hair every night, and, if so, whether it gave 
out those little electric cracklings, was shut down with a snap; 
and Oleron was better. . . . 

With his next glass of brandy he was all for going back to his 
flat. Not go back? Indeed, he would go backl They should very 
soon see whether he was to be turned out of his place like thatl 
He began to wonder why he was doing the rather unusual thing 
he was doing at that moment, unusual for him— sitting hatless, 
drinking brandy, in a public house. Suppose he were to tell the 
white-haired landlady all about it— to tell her that a caller had 
scratched her hand on a nail, had later had the bad luck to put 
her foot through a rotten stair, and that he himself, in an old 
house full of squeaks and creaks and whispers, had heard a 
minute noise and had bolted from it in fright— what would she 
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think of him? That he was mad, of course. . . . Pshaw I The real 
truth of the matter was that he hadn’t been doing enough work 
to occupy him. He had been dreaming his days away, filling his 
head with a lot of moonshine about a new Romilly (as if the old 
one was not good enough), and now he was surprised that the 
devil should enter an empty head! 

Yes, he would go back. He would take a walk in the air first— 
he hadn’t walked enough lately— and then he would take him- 
self in hand, settle the hash of that sixteenth chapter of Romilly 
(fancy, he had actually been fool enough to think of destroying 
fifteen chapters!) and thenceforward he would remember that 
he had obligations to his fellow-men and work to do in the world. 
There was the matter in a nutshell. 

He finished his brandy and went out. 

He had walked for some time before any other bearing of 
the matter than that on himself occurred to him. At first, the 
fresh air had increased the heady effect of the brandy he had 
drunk; but afterwards his mind grew clearer than it had been 
since morning. And the clearer it grew, the less final did his 
boastful self-assurances become, and the firmer his conviction 
that, when all explanations had been made, there remained 
something that could not be explained. His hysteria of an hour 
before had passed; he grew steadily calmer; but the disquieting 
conviction remained. A deep fear took possession of him. It was a 
fear for Elsie. 

For something in his place was inimical to her safety. Of 
themselves, her two accidents might not have persuaded him of 
this; but she herself had said it, “I’m not wanted here. . . .” 
And she had declared that there was something wrong with 
the place. She had seen it before he had. Well and good. One 
thing stood out clearly: namely, that if this was so, she must be 
kept away for quite another reason than that which had so con- 
founded and humiliated Oleron. Luckily she had expressed her 
intention of staying away; she must be held to that intention. 
He must see to it. 

And he must see to it all the more that he now saw his first 
impulse, never to set foot in the place again, was absurd. People 
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did not do that kind of thing. With Elsie made secure, he could 
not with any respect to himself suffer himself to be turned out 
by a shadow, nor even by a danger merely because it was a 
danger. He had to live somewhere, and he would live there. 
He must return. 

He mastered the faint chill of fear that came with the decision, 
and turned in his walk abruptly. Should fear grow on him again 
he would, perhaps, take one more glass of brandy. . . . 

But by the time he reached the short street that led to the 
square he was too late for more brandy. The little public house 
was still lighted, but closed, and one or two men were standing 
talking on the kerb. Oleron noticed that a sudden silence fell on 
them as he passed, and he noticed further that the long-nosed 
Barrett, whom he passed a little lower down, did not return his 
good night. He turned in at the broken gates, hesitated merely 
an instant in the alley, and then mounted his stairs again. 

Only an inch of candle remained in the Sheffield stick, and 
Oleron did not light another one. Deliberately he forced himself 
to take it up and to make the tour of his five rooms before re- 
tiring. It was as he returned from the kitchen across his little 
hall that he noticed that a letter lay on the floor. He carried it 
into his sitting-room, and glanced at the envelope before open- 
ing it. 

It was unstamped, and had been put into the door by hand. 
Its handwriting was clumsy, and it ran from beginning to end 
without comma or period. Oleron read the first line, turned to 
the signature, and then finished the letter. 

It was from the man Barrett, and it informed Oleron that he, 
Barrett, would be obliged if Mr. Oleron would make other ar- 
rangements for the preparing of his breakfasts and the cleaning- 
out of his place. The sting lay in the tail, that is to say, the post- 
script. This consisted of a text of Scripture. It embodied an allu- 
sion that could only be to Elsie Bengough. . . . 

A seldom-seen frown had cut deeply into Oleron ’s brow Sol 
That was itl Very well; they would see about that on the morrow. 

. . . For the rest, this seemed merely another reason why Elsie 
should keep away. . . . 
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Then his suppressed rage broke out. . . . 

The foul-minded lot! The devil himself could not have given 
a leer at anything that had ever passed between Paul Oleron and 
Elsie Bengough, yet this nosing rascal must be prying and talk- 
ing! . . . 

Oleron crumpled the paper up, held it in the candle flame, 
and then ground the ashes under his heel. 

One useful purpose, however, the letter had served: it had 
created in Oleron a wrathful blaze that effectually banished pale 
shadows. Nevertheless, one other puzzling circumstance was to 
close the day. As he undressed, he chanced to glance at his bed. 
The coverlets bore an impress as if somebody had lain on them. 
Oleron could not remember that he himself had lain down dur- 
ing the day— off-hand, he would have said that certainly he had 
not; but after all he could not be positive. His indignation for 
Elsie, acting possibly with the residue of the brandy in him, 
excluded all other considerations; and he put out his candle, lay 
down, and passed immediately into a deep and dreamless sleep, 
which, in the absence of Mrs. Barrettls morning call, lasted al- 
most once round the clock. 


VIII 

To the man who pays heed to that voice within him which 
warns him that twilight and danger are settling over his soul, 
terror is apt to appear an absolute thing, against which his heart 
must be safeguarded in a twmk unless there is to take place an 
alteration in the whole range and scale of his nature. Mercifully, 
he has never far to look for safeguards. Of the immediate and 
small and common and momentary things of life, of usages and 
observances and modes and conventions, he builds up fortifica- 
rions against the powers of darkness. He is even content that, 
not terror only, but joy also, should for working purposes be 
placed m the category of the absolute things; and the last treason 
he will commit will be that breaking down of terms and limits 
that strikes, not at one man, but at the welfare of the souls of all. 

In his own person, Oleron began to commit this treason. He 
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began to commit it by admitting the inexplicable and horrible 
to an increasing familiarity. He did it insensibly, uncon- 
sciously, by a neglect of the things that he now regarded it as an 
impertinence in Elsie Bengough to have prescribed. Two months 
before, the words “a haunted house,” applied to his lovely be- 
musing dwelling, would have chilled his marrow; now, his scale 
of sensation becoming depressed, he could ask “Haunted by 
what?” and remain unconscious that horror, when it can be 
proved to be relative, by so much loses its proper quality. He 
was setting aside the landmarks. Mists and confusion had begun 
to enwrap him. 

And he was conscious of nothing so much as of a voracious in- 
quisitiveness. He wanted to know. He was resolved to know. 
Nothing but the knowledge would satisfy him; and craftily he 
cast about for means whereby he might attain it. 

He might have spared his craft. The matter was the easiest 
imaginable. As in time past he had known, in his writing, mo- 
ments when his thoughts had seemed to rise of themselves and 
to embody themselves in words not to be altered afterwards, so 
now the questions he put himself seemed to be answered even 
in the moment of their asking. There was exhilaration in th^ 
swift, easy processes. He had known no such joy in his own 
power since the days when his writing had been a daily fresh- 
ness and a delight to him. It was almost as if the course he must 
pursue was being dictated to him. 

And the first thing he must do, of course, was to define the 
problem. He defined it in terms of mathematics. Granted that 
he had not the place to himself; granted that the old house had 
inexpressibly caught and engaged his spirit; granted that, by 
virtue of the common denominator of the place, this unknown 
co-tenant stood in some relation to himself: what next? Clearly, 
the nature of the other numerator must be ascertained. 

And how? Ordinarily this would not have seemed simple, but 
to Oleron it was now pellucidly clear. The key, of course, lay in 
his half-written novel— or rather, in both Romillys, the old and 
the proposed new one. 

A little while before Oleron would have thought himself mad 
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to have embraced such an opinion; now he accepted the dizzying 
hypothesis without a quiver, 

He began to examine the first and second Romillys. 

From the moment of his doing so the thing advanced by leaps 
and bounds. Swiftly he reviewed the history of the Romilly of 
the fifteen chapters. He remembered clearly now that he had 
found her insufficient on the very first morning on which he had 
sat down to work in his new place. Other instances of his aversion 
leaped up to confirm his obscure investigation. There had come 
the night when he had hardly forborne to throw the whole thing 
into the fire; and the next morning he had begun the planning 
of the new Romilly. It had been on that morning that Mrs. 
Barrett, overhearing him humming a brief phrase that the drip- 
ping of a tap the night before had suggested, had informed him 
that he was singing some air he had never in his life heard before, 
called “The Beckoning Fair One.” . . . 

The Beckoning Fair One! . . . 

With scarcely a pause in thought he continued: 

The first Romilly having been definitely thrown over, the 
second had instantly fastened herself upon him, clamouring for 
birth in his brain. He even fancied now, looking back, that there 
had been something like passion, hate almost, m the supplant- 
ing, and that more than once a stray thought given to his dis- 
carded creation had— (it was astonishing how credible Oleron 
found the almost unthinkable idea)— had offended the sup- 
planter. 

Yet that a malignancy almost homicidal should be extended 
to his fiction’s poor mortal prototype. . . . 

In spite of his inuring to a scale in which the horrible was now 
a thing to be fingered and turned this way and that, a “Good 
God!” broke from Oleron. 

This intrusion of the first Romilly’ s prototype into his thought 
again was a factor that for the moment brought his inquiry into 
the nature of his problem to a termination; the mere thought of 
Elsie was fatal to anything abstract. For another thing, he could 
not yet think of that letter of Barrett’s, nor of a little scene tha* 
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had followed it, without a mounting of colour and a quick con- 
traction of the brow. For, wisely or not, he had had that argu- 
ment out at once. Striding across the square on the following 
morning, he had bearded Barrett on his own doorstep. Coming 
back again a few minutes later, he had been strongly of opinion 
that he had only made matters worse. The man had been vague- 
ness itself. He had not been able to be either challenged or brow- 
beaten into anything more definite than a muttered farrago in 
which the words “Certain things . . . Mrs. Barrett ... re- 
spectable house ... if the cap fits . . . proceedings that shall 
be nameless,” had been constantly repeated. 

“Not that I make any charge—” he had concluded. 

“Charge!” Oleron had cried. 

“I ’ave my idears of things, as I don’t doubt you ’ave yours—” 

“Ideas— mine!” Oleron had cried wrathfully, immediately 
dropping his voice as heads had appeared at windows of the 
square. “Look you here, my man, you’ve an unwholesome mind, 
which probably you can’t help, but a tongue which you can help, 
and shall! If there is a breath of this repeated . . .” 

“I’ll not be talked to on my own doorstep like this by any- 
body . . .” Barrett had blustered. . . . 

“You shall, and I’m doing it . . .” 

“Don’t you forget there’s a Gawd above all. Who ’as said . . .” 

“You’re a low scandalmonger! . . .” 

And so forth, continuing badly what was already badly begun. 
Oleron had returned wrathfully to his own house, and thence- 
forward, looking out of his windows, had seen Barrett’s face at 
odd times, lifting blinds or peering round curtains, as if he 
sought to put himself m possession of Heaven knew what evi- 
dence, in case it should be required of him. 

The unfortunate occurrence made certain minor differences 
in Oleron’s domestic arrangements. Barrett’s tongue, he 
gathered, had already been busy; he was looked at askance by 
the dwellers of the square; and he judged it better, until he 
should be able to obtain other help, to make his purchases of 
provisions a little farther afield rather than at the small shops 
of the immediate neighbourhood. For the rest, housekeeping 
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Was no new thing to him, and he would resume his old bachelor 
habits. . . . 

Besides, he was deep in certain rather abstruse investigations, 
in which it was better that he should not be disturbed. 

He was looking out of his window one midday rather tired, 
not very well, and glad that it was not very likely he would have 
to stir out of doors, when he saw Elsie Bengough crossing the 
square towards his house. The weather had broken; it was a raw 
and gusty day; and she had to force her way against the wind 
that set her ample skirts bellying about her opulent figure and 
her veil spinning and streaming behind her 

Oleron acted swiftly and instinctively. Seizing his hat, he 
sprang to the door and descended the stairs at a run. A sort of 
panic had seized him. She must be prevented from setting foot 
in the place. As he ran along the alley he was conscious that his 
eyes went up to the eaves as if something drew them. He did not 
know that a slate might not accidentally fall. . . . 

He met her at the gate, and spoke with curious volubleness. 

“This is really too bad, Elsiel Just as I’m urgently called awayj 
I’m afraid it can’t be helped though, and that you’ll have to 
think me an inhospitable beast.” He poured it out just as it came 
into his head. 

She asked if he was going to town. 

“Yes, yes— to town,” he replied. “I’ve got to call on— on 
Chambers. You know Chambers, don’t you? No, I remember 
you don’t; a big man you once saw me with. ... I ought to have 
gone yesterday, and”— this he felt to be a brilliant effort— “and 
he’s going out of town this afternoon. To Brighton. I had a 
letter from him this morning." 

He took her arm and led her up the square. She had to remind 
him that his way to town lay in the other direction. 

“Of course— how stupid of me!” he said, with a little loud 
laugh. “I’m so used to going the other way with you— of course; 
it’s the other way to the bus. Will you come along with me? I am 
so awfully sorry it’s happened like this. . . .” 

They took the street to the bus terminus. 

This time Elsie bore no signs of having gone throu gh interior 
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struggles. If she detected anything unusual in his manner she 
made no comment, and he, seeing her calm, began to talk less 
recklessly through silences. By the time they reached the bus 
terminus, nobody, seeing the pallid-faced man without an over- 
coat and the large ample-skirted girl at his side, would have sup- 
posed that one of them was ready to sink on his knees for thank- 
fulness that he had, as he believed, saved the other from a wildly 
unthinkable danger. 

They mounted to the top of the bus, Oleron protesting that 
he should not miss his overcoat, and that he found the day, if 
anything, rather oppressively hot. They sat down on a front 
seat. 

Now that this meeting was forced upon him, he had some- 
thing else to say that would make demands upon his tact. It had 
been on his mind for some time, and was, indeed, peculiarly diffi- 
cult to put. He revolved it for some minutes, and then, re- 
membering the success of his story of a sudden call to town, cut 
the knot of his difficulty with another lie. 

“I’m thinking of going away for a little while, Elsie,” he said. 

She merely said, "Oh?” 

“Somewhere for a change. I need a change. I think I shall go 
to-morrow, or the day after. Yes, to-morrow, I think.” 

"Yes,” she replied. 

“I don’t quite know how long I shall be,” he continued. “I 
shall have to let you know when I am back.” 

“Yes, let me know,” she replied in an even tone. 

The tone was, for her, suspiciously even. He was a little un- 
easy. 

“You don’t ask me where I’m going,” he said, with a little 
cumbrous effort to rally her. 

She was looking straight before her, past the bus-driver. 

“I know,” she said. 

He was startled. “How, you know?” 

“You’re not going anywhere,” she replied. 

He found not a word to say. It was a minute or so before she 
continued, in the same controlled voice she had employed from 
the start. 


[ 899 ] 



Tales of the Supernatural 

“You’re not going anywhere. You weren’t going out this morn- 
ing. You only came out because 1 appeared; don’t behave as if 
we were strangers, Paul.” 

A flush of pink had mounted to his cheeks. He noticed that 
the wind had given her the pmk of early rhubarb. Still he found 
nothing to say. 

“Of course, you ought to go away,” she continued. "I don’t 
know whether you look at yourself often in the glass, but you’re 
rather noticeable. Several people have turned to look at you this 
morning. So, of course, you ought to go away. But you won’t, 
and I know why.” 

He shivered, coughed a little, and then broke silence. 

“Then if you know, there’s no use in continuing this discus- 
sion,” he said curtly. 

“Not for me, perhaps, but there is for you,” she replied. "Shall 
I tell you what I know?” 

“No,” he said in a voice slightly raised. 

“No?” she asked, her round eyes earnestly on him. 

"No.” 

Again he was getting out of patience with her; again he was 
conscious of the strain. Her devotion and fidelity and love 
plagued him; she was only humiliating both herself and him. It 
would have been bad enough had he ever, by word or deed, 
given her cause for thus fastening herself on him . . . but there; 
that was the worst of that kind of life for a woman. Women such 
as she, business women, in and out of offices all the time, always, 
whether they realised it or not, made comradeship a cover for 
something else. They accepted the unconventional status, came 
and went freely, as men did, were honestly taken by men at their 
own valuation— and then it turned out to be the other thing 
after all, and they went and fell in love. No wonder there was 
gossip in shops and squares and public houses! In a sense the 
gossipers were in the right of it. Independent, yet not efficient; 
with some of womanhood’s graces foregone, and yet with all the 
woman’s hunger and need; half sophisticated, yet not wise; 
Oleron was tired of it all. . . . 
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And it was time he told her so. 

“I suppose,” he said tremblingly, looking down between his 
knees, “I suppose the real trouble is in the life women who earn 
their own living are obliged to lead.” 

He could not tell in what sense she took the lame generality: 
she merely replied, "I suppose so.” 

“It can’t be helped,” he continued, “but you do sacrifice a 
good deal.” 

She agreed: a good deal; and then she added after a moment, 
“What, for instance?” 

“You may or may not be gradually attaining a new status, but 
you’re in a false position to-day.” 

“It was very likely,” she said; “she hadn’t thought of it much 
in that light—” 

"And,” he continued desperately, “you’re bound to suffer. Your 
most innocent acts are misunderstood, motives you never 
dreamed of are attributed to you; and m the end it comes to”— 
he hesitated a moment and then took the plunge,— “to the side- 
long look and the leer.” 

She took his meaning with perfect ease. She merely shivered a 
little as she pronounced the name. 

“Barrett?” 

His silence told her the rest. 

Anything further that was to be said must come from her. It 
came as the bus stopped at a stage and fresh passengers mounted 
the stairs. 

"You’d better get down here and go back, Paul,” she said. “I 
understand perfectly— perfectly. It isn’t Barrett. You’d be able 
to deal with Barrett. It’s merely convenient for you to say it’s Bar- 
rett. I know what it is . . . but you said I wasn’t to tell you that. 
Very well. But before you go let me tell you why I came up this 
morning.” 

In a dull tone he asked her why. Again she looked straight 
before her as she replied: 

“I came to force your hand. Things couldn’t go on as they have 
been going, you know; and now that’s all over.” 

“All over,” he repeated stupidly. 
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'AH over. I want you now to consider yourself, as far as I’m 
concerned, perfectly free. I make only one reservation." 

He hardly had the spirit to ask her what that was. 

"If I merely need you," she said, "please don’t give that a 
thought; that’s nothing; I shan’t come near for that. But,” she 
dropped her voice, “if you’re in need of me, Paul— I shall know if 
you are, and you will be— then I shall come at no matter what 
cost. You understand that?” 

He could only groan. 

"So that’s understood,” she concluded. "And I think that’s all. 
Now go back. I should advise you to walk back, for you’re shiver- 
ing— good-bye— ” 

She gave him a cold hand, and he descended. He turned on the 
edge of the kerb as the bus started again. For the first time in all 
the years he had known her she parted from him with no smile 
and no wave of her long arm. 


IX 

He stood on the kerb plunged in misery, looking after her as 
long as she remained in sight; but almost instantly with her dis- 
appearance he felt the heaviness lift a little from his spirit. She 
had given him his liberty; true, there was a sense in which he 
had never parted with it, but now was no time for splitting hairs; 
he was free to act, and all was clear ahead. Swiftly the sense of 
lightness grew on him: it became a positive rejoicing in his 
liberty; and before he was halfway home he had decided what 
must be done next. 

The vicar of the parish in which his dwelling was situated lived 
within ten minutes of the square. To his house Oleron turned 
his steps. It was necessary that he should have all the information 
he could get about this old house with the insurance marks and 
the sloping "To Let” boards, and the vicar was the person most 
likely to be able to furnish it. This last preliminary out of the 
way, and— ahal Oleron chuckled— things might be expected to 
happenl 
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But he gained less information than he had hoped for. The 
house, the vicar said, was old— but there needed no vicar to tell 
Oleron that; it was reputed (Oleron pricked up his ears) to be 
haunted— but there were few old houses about which some 
rumour did not circulate among the ignorant; and the deplorable 
lack of Faith of the modem world, the vicar thought, did not 
tend to dissipate these superstitions. For the rest, his manner was 
the soothing manner of one who prefers not to make statements 
without knowing how they will be taken by his hearer. Oleron 
smiled as he perceived this. 

“You may leave my nerves out of the question,” he said. “How 
long has the place been empty?” 

“A dozen years, I should say,” the vicar replied 

“And the last tenant— did you know him— or her?” Oleron 
was conscious of a tingling of his nerves as he offered the vicar 
the alternative of sex. 

“Him,” said the vicar. “A man. If I remember rightly, his name 
was Madley; an artist. He was a great recluse; seldom went out 
of the place, and—” the vicar hesitated and then broke into a 
little gush of candour "—and since you appear to have come for 
this information, and since it is better that the truth should be 
told than that garbled versions should get about, I don’t mind 
saying that this man Madley died there, under somewhat unusual 
circumstances. It was ascertained at the post-mortem that there 
was not a particle of food m his stomach, although he was found 
to be not without money. And his frame was simply worn out. 
Suicide was spoken of, but you’ll agree with me that deliberate 
starvation is, to say the least, an uncommon form of suicide. An 
open verdict was returned.” 

“Ah!” said Oleron. . . . “Does there happen to be any com- 
prehensive history of this parish?” 

“No; partial ones only. I myself am not guiltless of having made 
a number of notes on its purely ecclesiastical history, its registers 
and so forth, which I shall be happy to show you if you would 
care to see them; but it is a large parish, I have only one curate, 
and my leisure, as you will readily understand . . .” 

The extent of the parish and the scantiness of the vicar’s leisure 
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occupied the remainder of the interview, and Oleron thanked the 
vicar, took his leave, and walked slowly home. 

He walked slowly for a reason, twice turning away from the 
house within a stone ’s-throw of the gate and taking another turn 
of twenty minutes or so. He had a very ticklish piece of work 
now before him; it required the greatest mental concentration; 
it was nothing less than to bring his mind, if he might, into such 
a state of unpreoccupation and receptivity that he should see the 
place as he had seen it on that morning when, his removal ac- 
complished, he had sat down to begin the sixteenth chapter of 
the first Romilly. 

For, could he recapture that first impression, he now hoped for 
far more from it. Formerly he had carried no end of mental 
lumber. Before the influence of the place had been able to find 
him out at all, it had had the inertia of those dreary chapters to 
overcome. No results had shown. The process had been one of 
slow saturation, charging, filling up to a biim. But now he was 
light, unburdened, rid at last both of that Romilly and of her 
prototype. Now for the new unknown, coy, jealous, bewitching. 
Beckoning Fair 1 . . . 

At half-past two of the afternoon he put his key into the Yale 
lock, entered, and closed the door behind him. . . . 

His fantastic attempt was instantly and astonishingly success- 
ful. He could have shouted with triumph as he entered tne room; 
it was as if he had escaped into it. Once more, as in the days when 
his writing had had a daily freshness and wonder and promise for 
him, he was conscious of that new ease and mastery and exhilara- 
tion and release. The air of the place seemed to hold more 
oxygen; as if his own specific gravity had changed, his very tread 
seemed less ponderable. The flowers in the bowls, the fair pro- 
portions of the meadowsweet-coloured panels and mouldings, 
the polished floor, and the lofty and faintly starred ceiling, fairly 
laughed their welcome. Oleron actually laughed back, and spoke 
aloud. 

"Oh, you’re pretty, prettyl” he flattered it. 

Then he lay down on his couch. 

He spent that afternoon as a convalescent who expected a dear 
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visitor mignt have spent it— in a delicious vacancy, smiling now 
and then as if in his sleep, and ever lifting drowsy and contented 
eves to his alluring surroundings. He lay thus until darkness 
came, and, with darkness, the nocturnal noises of the old 
house. . . . 

But if he waited for any specific happening, he waited in vain. 

He waited similarly in vain on the morrow, maintaining, 
tnough with less ease, that sensitised-platelike condition of his 
mind. Nothing occurred to give it an impression. Whatever it 
was which he so patiently wooed, it seemed to be both shy and 
exacting. 

Then on the third day he thought he understood. A look of 
gentle drollery and cunning came into his eyes, and he chuckled. 

“Oho, ohol . . . Well, if the wind sits in that quarter we must 
see what else there is to be done. What is there, now? . . . No, I 
won’t send for Elsie; we don’t need a wheel to break the butterfly 
on; we won’t go to those lengths, my butterfly. . . .” 

He was standing musing, thumbing his lean jaw, looking 
aslant; suddenly he crossed to his hall, took down his hat, and 
went out. 

“My lady is coquettish, is she? Well, we’ll see what a little 
leglect will do,” he chuckled as he went down the stairs. 

He sought a railway station, got into a train, and spent the rest 
of the day in the country. Oh, yes Oleron thought he was the 
man to deal with Fair Ones who beckoned, and invited, and then 
took refuge in shyness and hanging backl 

He did not return until after eleven that night. 

"Now, my Fair Beckoner!” he murmured as he walked along 
^he alley and felt in his pocket for his keys. . . . 

Inside his flat, he was perfectly composed, perfectly deliberate, 
exceedingly careful not to give himself away. As if to intimate 
that he intended to retire immediately, he lighted only a single 
candle; and as he set out with it on his nightly round he affected 
to yawn. He went first into his kitchen. There was a full moon, 
and a lozenge of moonlight, almost peacock-blue by contrast with 
nis candle-flame, lay on the floor. The window was uncurtained, 
and he could see the reflection of the candle, and, faintly, that of 
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his own face, as he moved about. The door of the powder-closet 
stood a little ajar, and he closed it before sitting down to remove 
his boots on the chair with the cushion made of the folded harp- 
bag. From the kitchen he passed to the bathroom. There, another 
slant of blue moonlight cut the window sill and lay across the 
pipes on the wall. He visited his seldom-used study, and stood 
for a moment gazing at the silvered roofs across the square. Then, 
walking straight through his sitting-room, his stockinged feet 
making no noise, he entered his bedroom and put the candle on 
the chest of drawers. His face all this time wore no expression 
save that of tiredness. He had never been wilier nor more alert. 

His small bedroom fireplace was opposite the chest of drawers 
on which the mirror stood, and his bed and the window occupied 
the remaining sides of the room. Oleron drew down his blind, 
took off his coat, and then stooped to get his slippers from under 
the bed. 

He could have given no reason for the conviction, but that the 
manifestation that for two days had been withheld was close at 
hand he never for an instant doubted. Nor, though he could nor 
for the faintest guess of the shape it might take, did he experience 
fear. Startling or surprising it might be, he was prepared for 
that; but that was all; his scale of sensation had become depressed. 
His hand moved this way and that under the bed m search of 
his slippers. . . . 

But for all his caution and method and preparedness, his heart 
all at once gave a leap and a pause that was almost horrid. His 
hand had found the slippers, but he was still on his knees; save 
tor this circumstance he would have fallen. The bed was a low 
one; the groping for the slippers accounted for the turn of his 
head to one side; and he was careful to keep the attitude until 
he had partly recovered his self-possession. When presently he 
rose there was a drop of blood on his lower lip where he had 
caught at it with his teeth, and his watch had jerked out of the 
pocket of his waistcoat and was dangling at the end of its short 
leather guard. . . . 

Then, before the watch had ceased its little oscillation, he was 
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In the middle of his mantelpiece there stood a picture, a pov- 
trait of his grandmother; he placed himself before this picture, 
so that he could see in the glass of it the steady flame of the candle 
that burned behind him on the chest of drawers. He could see 
also in the picture-glass the little glancings of light from the bevels 
and facets of the objects about the mirror and candle. But he 
could see more. These twinklings and reflections and re-reflec- 
tions did not change their position, but there was one gleam 
that had motion. It was fainter than the rest, and it moved up 
and down through the air. It was the reflection of the candle on 
Oleron’s black vulcanite comb, and each of its downward move- 
ments was accompanied bv a silky and crackling rustle. 

Oleron, watching what went on in the glass of his grand- 
mother’s portrait, continued to play his part. He felt for his 
dangling watch and began slowly to wind it up. Then, for a mo- 
ment ceasing to watch, he began to empty his trousers pockets and 
to place methodically in a little row on the mantelpiece the pen- 
nies and halfpennies he took from them. The sweeping, minutely 
electric noise filled the whole bedroom, and had Oleron altered 
his point of observation he could have brought the dim gleam of 
the moving comb so into position that it would almost have out- 
lined his grandmother’s head. 

Any other head of which it might have been following the out 
line was invisible. 

Oleron finished the emptying of his pockets, then, under covei 
of another simulated yawn, not so much summoning his resolu 
tion as overmastered by an exorbitant curiosity, he swung sud- 
denly round. That which was being combed was still not to be 
seen, but the comb did not stop. It had altered its angle a little, 
and had moved a little to the left. It was passing, in fairly regular 
sweeps, from a point rather more than five feet from the ground, 
in a direction roughly vertical, to another point a few inches 
below the level of the chest of drawers. 

Oleron continued to act to admiration. He walked to his little 
washstand in the comer, poured out water, and began to wash 
his hands. He removed his waistcoat, and continued his prepara- 
tions for bed. The combing did not cease, and he stood for z 
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moment in thought. Again his eyes twinkled. The next was very 
cunning— 

''Hml ... I think I’ll read for a quarter of an hour," he said 
aloud. . . . 

He passed out of the room. 

He was away a couple of minutes; when he returned again the 
room was suddenly quiet. He glanced at the chest of drawers; 
the comb lay still, between the collar he had removed and a pair 
of gloves. Without hesitation Oleron put out his hand and picked 
it up. It was an ordinary eighteen-penny comb, taken from a card 
in a chemist’s shop, of a substance of a definite specific gravity, 
and no more capable of rebellion against the Laws by which it 
existed than are the worlds that keep their orbits through the 
void. Oleron put it down again; then he glanced at the bundle 
of papers he held in his hand. What he had gone to fetch had 
oeen the fifteen chapters of the original Romilly. 

“Hml” he muttered as he threw the manuscript into a chair. 

. . . “As I thought. . . . She’s just blindly, ragingly, murder- 
ously jealous.” 

On the night after that, and on the following night, and for 
many nights and days, so many that he began to be uncertain 
about the count of them, Oleron, courting, cajoling, neglecting, 
threatening, beseeching, eaten out with unappeased curiosity 
and regardless that his life was becoming one consuming passion 
and desire, continued his search for the unknown co-numerator 
of his abode. 


x 

As time went on, it came to pass that few except the postman 
mounted Oleron’s stairs, and since men who do not write letters 
receive few, even the postman’s tread became so infrequent that 
it was not heard more than once or twice a week. There came a 
letter from Oleron’s publishers, asking when they might expect 
to receive the manuscript of his new book; he delayed for some 
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days to answer it, and finally forgot it. A second letter came, which 
also he failed to answer. He received no third. 

The weather grew bright and warm. The privet bushes among 
the chopperlike notice-boards flowered, and in the streets where 
Oleron did his shopping the baskets of flower-women lined the 
kerbs. Oleron purchased flowers daily; his room clamoured for 
flowers, fresh and continually renewed; and Oleron did not stint 
its demands. Nevertheless, the necessity for going out to buy 
them began to irk him more and more, and it was with a greater 
and ever greater sense of relief that he returned home again. He 
began to be conscious that again his scale of sensation had suf- 
fered a subtle change— a change that was not restoration to its 
former capacity, but an extension and enlarging that once more 
included terror. It admitted it in an entirely new form Lux orco, 
tenehree Jovi. The name of this terror was agoraphobia. Oleron 
had begun to dread air and space and the horror that might 
pounce upon the unguarded back. 

Presently he so contrived it that his food and flowers were de- 
livered daily at his door. He rubbed his hands when he had hit 
upon this expedient. That was betterl Now he could please him- 
self whether he went out or not. . . . 

Quickly he was confirmed in his choice. It became his pleasure 
to remain immured. 

But he was not happy— or, if he was, his happiness took an 
extraordinary turn. He fretted discontentedly, could sometimes 
have wept for mere weakness and misery; and yet he was dimly 
conscious that he would not have exchanged his sadness for all 
the noisy mirth of the world outside. And speaking of noise: 
noise, much noise, now caused him the acutest discomfort. It was 
hardly more to be endured than that new-born fear that kept him, 
on the increasingly rare occasions when he did go out, sidling 
close to walls and feeling friendly railings with his hand. He 
moved from room to room softly and in slippers, and sometimes 
stood for many seconds closing a door so gently that not a sound 
broke the stillness that was in itself a delight. Sunday now be- 
came an intolerable day to him, for, since the coming of the fine 
weather, there had begun to assemble in the square under his 
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windows each Sunday morning certain members of the sect to 
which the long-nosed Barrett adhered. These came with a great 
drum and large brass-bellied instruments; men and women up- 
lifted anguished voices, struggling with their God; and Barrett 
himself, with upraised face and closed eyes and working brows, 
prayed that the sound of his voice might penetrate the ears of all 
unbelievers— as it certainly did Oleron’s. One day, in the middle 
of one of these rhapsodies, Oleron sprang to his blind and pulled 
it down, and heard as he did so his own name made the object 
of a fresh torrent of outpouring. 

And sometimes, but not as expecting a reply, Oleron stood still 
and called softly. Once or twice he called “Romillyl” and then 
waited; but more often his whispering did not take the shape of 
a name. 

There was one spot in particular of his abode that he began to 
haunt with increasing persistency. This was just within the open- 
ing of his bedroom door. He had discovered one day that by 
opening every door in his place (always excepting the outer one, 
which he only opened unwillingly) and by placing himself on this 
particular spot, he could actually see to a greater or less extent 
into each of his five rooms without changing his position. He 
could see the whole of his sitting-room, all of his bedroom except 
the part hidden by the open door, and glimpses of his kitchen, 
bathroom, and of his rarely used study. He was often in this place, 
breathless and with his finger on his lip. One day, as he stood 
there, he suddenly found himself wondering whether this Madley, 
of whom the vicar had spoken, had ever discovered the strategic 
importance of the bedroom entry. 

Light, moreover, now caused him greater disquietude than did 
darkness. Direct sunlight, of which, as the sun passed daily round 
the house, each of his rooms had now its share, was like a flame in 
his brain; and even diffused light was a dull and numbing ache. 
He began, at successive hours of the day, one after another, to 
lower his crimson blinds. He made short and daring excursions 
in order to do this; but he was ever careful to leave his retreat 
open, in case he should have sudden need of it. Presently this 
lowering of the blinds had become a daily methodical exercise, 
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and his rooms, when he had been his round, had the blood-red 
half-light of a photographer’s darkroom. 

One day, as he drew down the blind of his little study and 
backed in good order out of the room again, he broke into a soft 
laugh. 

“ That bilks Mr. Barrettl” he said; and the baffling of Barrett 
continued to afford him mirth for an hour. 

But on another day, soon after, he had a fright that left him 
trembling also for an hour. He had seized the cord to darken the 
window over the seat in which he had found the harp-bag, and 
was standing with his back well protected in the embrasure, when 
he thought he saw the tail of a black-and-white check skirt dis 
appear round the corner of the house. He could not be sure- 
had he run to the window of the other wall, which was blinded, 
the skirt must have been already past— but he was almost sure 
that it was Elsie. He listened in an agony of suspense for her tread 
on the stairs. . . . 

But no tread came, and after three or four minutes he drew a 
long breath of relief. 

“By Jove, but that would have compromised me horribly!” he 
muttered. . . . 

And he continued to mutter from time to time, “Horribly com- 
promising ... no woman would stand that . . . not any kind 
of woman . . . oh, compromising m the extreme!” 

Yet he was not happy. He could not have assigned the cause of 
the fits of quiet weeping which took him sometimes; they came 
and went, like the fitful illumination of the clouds that travelled 
over the square; and perhaps, after all, if he was not happy, he 
was not unhappy. Before he could be unhappy something must 
have been withdrawn, and nothing had yet been withdrawn from 
him, for nothing had been granted. He was waiting for that grant- 
ing, in that flower-laden, frightfully enticing apartment of his, 
with the pith-white walls tinged and subdued by the enmson 
blinds to a bloodhke gloom. 

He paid no heed to it that his stock of money was running 
perilously low, nor that he had ceased to work. Ceased to work? 
He had not ceased to work. They knew very little about it who 
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supposed that Olcron had ceased to work! He was in truth only 
now beginning to work. He was preparing such a work . . . 
such a work . . . such a Mistress was a-making in the gestation 
of his Art ... let him but get this period of probation and 
poignant waiting over and men should see. . . . How should 
men know her, this Fair One of Oleron’s, until Oleron himself 
knew her? Lovely radiant creations are not thrown off like How- 
d’ye-do’s. The men to whom it is committed to father them must 
weep wretched tears, as Oleron did, must swell with vain pre- 
sumptuous hopes, as Oleron did, must pursue, as Oleron pur- 
sued, the capricious, fair, mocking, slippery, eager Spirit that, 
ever eluding, ever sees to it that the chase does not slacken. Let 
Oleron but hunt this Huntress a little longer . . . he would have 
her sparkling and panting in his arms yet. . . . Oh, no: they were 
very far from the truth who supposed that Oleron had ceased to 
work! 

And if all else was falling away from Oleron, gladly he was let- 
ting it go. So do we all when our Fair Ones beckon. Quite at the 
beginning we wink, and promise ourselves that we will put Her 
Ladyship through her paces, neglect her for a day, turn her own 
jealous wiles against her, flout and ignore her when she comes 
wheedling; perhaps there lurks within us all the time a heartless 
sprite who is never fooled; but in the end all falls away. She beck- 
ons, beckons, and all goes. . . . 

And so Oleron kept his strategic post within the frame of his 
bedroom door, and watched, and waited, and smiled, with his 
finger on his lips. ... It was his duteous service, his worship, his 
troth-plighting, all that he had ever known of Love. And when 
he found himself, as he now and then did, hating the dead man 
Madley, and wishing that he had never lived, he felt that that, 
too, was an acceptable service. . . . 

But, as he thus prepared himself, as it were, for a Marriage, 
and moped and chafed more and more that the Bride made no 
sign, he made a discovery that he ought to have made weeks 
before. 

It was through a thought of the dead Madley that he made it. 
Since that night when he had thought in his greenness that a little 
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studied neglect would bring the lovely Beckoner to her knee^ 
and had made use of her own jealousy to banish her, he had not 
set eyes on those fifteen discarded chapters of Romilly. He had 
thrown them back into the window seat, forgotten their very 
existence. But his own jealousy of Madley had put him in mind oi 
hers, of her jilted rival of flesh and blood, and he remembered 
them. . . . Fool that he had beenl Had he, then, expected his 
Desire to manifest herself while there still existed the evidence of 
his divided allegiance? What, and she with a passion so fierce and 
centred that it had not hesitated at the destruction, twice at- 
tempted, of her rival? Fool that he had beenl . . . 

But if that was all the pledge and sacrifice she required she 
should have it— ah, yes, and quickly! 

He took the manuscript from the window seat, and brought it 
to the fire. 

He kept his fire always burning now; the warmth brought out 
the last vestige of odour of the flowers with which his room was 
banked He did not know what time it was; long since he had al- 
lowed his clock to run down— it had seemed a foolish measurer 
of time in regard to the stupendous things that were happening 
to Oleron; but he knew it was late. He took the Romilly manu- 
script and knelt before the fire. 

But he had not finished removing the fastening that held the 
sheets together before he suddenly gave a start, turned his head 
over his shoulder, and listened intently. The sound he had heard 
had not been loud— it had been, indeed, no more than a tap, 
twice or thrice repeated— but it had filled Oleron with alarm. His 
face grew dark as it came again. 

He heard a voice outside on his landing. 

“Paul' . . . Pauli . . .” 

It was Elsie’s voice. 

“Pauli ... I know you’re in ... I want to see you. . . 

He cursed her under his breath, but kept perfectly still. He 
did not intend to admit her. 

"Pauii . . . You’re in trouble. ... I believe you’re in dan. 
ger ... at least come to the doorl . . .” 

Oleron smothered a low laugh. It somehow amused him that 
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she, in such danger herself, should talk to him of his danger! 
. . . Well, if she was, serve her right; she knew, or said she knew, 
all about it. 

“Paul! . . . Paul! . . ” 

“Paul! . . . Paul! . . He mimicked her under his breath. 

“Oh, Paul, it’s horrible! . . .” 

Horrible, was it? thought Oleron. Then let her get away. . . . 

“I only want to help you, Paul. ... I didn’t promise not to 
come if you needed me. . . .” 

He was impervious to the pitiful sob that interrupted the low 
cry. The devil take the woman 1 Should he shout to her to go away 
and not come back? No: let her call and knock and sob. She had 
a gift for sobbing; she mustn’t think her sobs would move him. 
They irritated him, so that he set his teeth and shook his fist at 
her, but that was all Let her sob. 

“Paul' . . . Paul' . . .” 

With his teeth hard set, he dropped the first page of Romilly 
into the fire. Then he began to drop the rest in, sheet by sheet. 

For many minutes the calling behind his door continued; then 
suddenly it ceased. He heard the sound of her feet slowly descend- 
ing the stairs. He listened for the noise of a fall or a cry or a crash 
of a piece of the handrail of the upper landing, but none of these 
things came. She was spared. Apparently her rival suffered her to 
crawl abject and beaten away. Oleron heard the passing of her 
steps under his window, then she was gone. 

He dropped the last page into the fire, and then, with a low 
laugh, rose. He looked fondly round his room. 

“Lucky to get away like that,” he remarked. “She wouldn’t 
ha\ c got away if I’d given her as much as a word or a look! What 
dewls these women are! . . . But no; I oughtn’t to say that; one 
of ’em showed forbearance. . . .” 

Who showed forbearance? And what was forborne? Ah, Oleron 
knew! . . . Contempt, no doubt, had been at the bottom of it, 
but that didn’t matter: the pestering creature had been allowed 
to go unharmed. Yes, she was lucky, Oleron hoped she knew 
it. . . . 

And now, now, now for his reward! 
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Oleron crossed the room. All his doors were open; his eyes 
shone as he placed himself within that of his bedroom. 

Fool that he had been, not to think of destroying the manu- 
script soonerl . . . 

How, in a houseful of shadows, should he know his own 
Shadow? How, in a houseful of noises, distinguish the summons 
he felt to be at hand? Ah, trust himl He would know! The place 
was full of a jugglery of dim lights. The blind at his elbow that 
allowed the light of a street lamp to struggle vaguely through— 
the glimpse of greeny blue moonlight seen through the distant 
kitchen door— the sulky glow of the fire under the black ashes 
of the burnt manuscript— the glimmering of the tulips and the 
moon-daisies and narcissi in the bowls and jugs and jars— these 
did not so trick and bewilder his eyes that he would not know his 
Own I It was he, not she, who had been delaying the shadowy 
Bridal; he hung his head for a moment in mute acknowledgment; 
then he bent his eyes on the deceiving, puzzling gloom again. 
He would have called her name had he known it— but now he 
would not ask her to share even a name with the other. . . . 

His own face, within the frame of the door, glimmered white 
as the narcissi in the darkness. . . . 

A shadow, light as fleece, seemed to take shape in the kitchen 
(the time had been when Oleron would have said that a cloud 
had passed over the unseen moon). The low illumination on the 
blind at his elbow grew dimmer (the time had been when Oleron 
would have concluded that the lamplighter going his rounds had 
turned low the flame of the lamp). The fire settled, letting down 
the black and charred papers; a flower fell from a bowl, and lay 
indistinct upon the floor; all was still; and then a stray draught 
moved through the old house, passing before Oleron’s face. . . . 

Suddenly, inclining his head, he withdrew a little from the 
doorjamb. The wandering draught caused the door to move a 
little on its hinges. Oleron trembled violently, stood for a moment 
longer, and then, putting his hand out to the knob, softly drew 
the door to, sat down on the nearest chair, and waited, as a man 
might await the calling of his name that should summon him to 
some weighty, high and privy Audience. . . . 
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XI 

One knows not whether there can be human compassion for 
anaemia of the soul. When the pitch of Life is dropped, and the 
spirit is so put over and reversed that that is only horrible which 
before was sweet and worldly and of the day, the human relation 
disappears. The sane soul turns appalled away, lest not merely 
itself, but sanity should suffer. We are not gods. We cannot drive 
out devils. We must see selfishly to it that devils do not enter into 
ourselves. 

And this we must do even though Love so transfuse us that 
we may well deem our nature to be half divine. We shall but 
speak of honour and duty in vain. The letter dropped within the 
dark door will lie unregarded, or, if regarded for a brief instant 
between two unspeakable lapses, left and forgotten again. The 
telegram will be undelivered, nor will the whistling messenger 
(wiselier guided than he knows to whistle) be conscious as he 
walks away of the drawn blind that is pushed aside an inch by a 
finger and then fearfully replaced again. No: let the miserable 
wrestle with his own shadows; let him, if indeed he be so mad, 
clip and strain and enfold and couch the succubus; but let him 
do so in a house into which not an air of Heaven penetrates, nor a 
bright finger of the sun pierces the filthy twilight. The lost must 
remain lost. Humanity has other business to attend to. 

For the handwriting of the two letters that Oleron, stealing 
noiselessly one J une day into his kitchen to rid his sitting-room of 
an armful of foetid and decaying flowers, had seen on the floor 
within his door, had had no more meaning for him than if it had 
belonged to some dim and far-away dream. And at the beating of 
the telegraph boy upon the door, within a few feet of the bed 
where he lay, he had gnashed his teeth and stopped his ears. He 
had pictured the lad standing there, just beyond his partition, 
among packets of provisions and bundles of dead and dying 
flowers. For his outer landing was littered with these. Oleron had 
feared to open his door to take them in. After a week, the errand 
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lads had reported that there must be some mistake about the 
order, and had left no more. Inside, in the red twilight, the old 
flowers turned brown and fell and decayed where they lay 
Gradually his power was draining away. The Abomination 
fastened on Oleron’s power. The steady sapping sometimes left 
him for many hours of prostration gazing vacantly up at his red- 
tinged ceiling, idly suffering such fancies as came of themselves 
to have their way with him. Even the strongest of his memories 
had no more than a precarious hold upon his attention. Some- 
times a flitting half-memory, of a novel to be written, a novel 
it was important that he should write, tantalised him for a space 
before vanishing again; and sometimes whole novels, perfect, 
splendid, established to endure, rose magically before him. And 
sometimes the memories were absurdly remote and trivial, of 
garrets he had inhabited and lodgings that had sheltered him, and 
so forth. Oleron had known a good deal about such things in 
his time, but all that was now past. He had at last found a place 
which he did not intend to leave until they fetched him out— a 
place that some might have thought a little on the green-sick 
side, that others might have considered to be a little too redolent 
of long-dead and morbid things for a living man to be mewed 
up in, but ah, so irresistible, with such an authority of its own, 
with such an associate of its own, and a place of such delights 
when once a man had ceased to struggle against its inexorable 
will! A novel? Somebody ought to write a novel about a place 
like that! There must be lots to write about in a place like that if 
one could but get to the bottom of it! It had probably already 
been painted, by a man called Madley who had lived there . . . 
but Oleron had not known this Madley— had a strong feeling that 
he wouldn’t have liked him— would rather he had lived some- 
where else— really couldn’t stand the fellow— hated him, Madley, 
in fact. (Aha! That was a joke!) He seriously doubted whether 
the man had led the life he ought; Oleron was in two minds some- 
times whether he wouldn’t tell that long-nosed guardian of the 
public morals across the way about him; but probably he knew, 
and had made his praying hullabaloos for him also. That was his 
line. Why, Oleron himself had had a dust-up with him about 
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something or other . . . some girl or other . . . Elsie Ben* 
gough her name was, he remembered. . . . 

Oleron had moments of deep uneasiness about this Elsie Ben* 
gough. Or rather, he was not so much uneasy about her as restless 
about the things she did. Chief of these was the way in which she 
persisted in thrusting herself into his thoughts; and, whenever he 
was quick enough, he sent her packing the moment she made 
her appearance there. The truth was that she was not merely a 
bore; she had always been that; it had now come to the pitch 
when her very presence in his fancy was inimical to the full enjoy- 
ment of certain experiences. . . . She had no tact; really ought 
to have known that people are not at home to the thoughts of 
everybody all the time; ought in mere politeness to have allowed 
him certain seasons quite to himself; and was monstrously ig- 
norant of things if she did not know, as she appeared not to know, 
that there were certain special hours when a man’s veins ran with 
fire and daring and power, in which . . . well, in which he had 
a reasonable right to treat folk as he had treated that prying Bar- 
rett— to shut them out completely. . . . But no: up she popped, 
the thought of her, and ruined all. Bright towering fabrics, by the 
side of which even those perfect, magical novels of which he 
dreamed were dun and grey, vanished utterly at her intrusion. 
It was as if a fog should suddenly quench some fair-beaming 
star, as if at the threshold of some golden portal prepared for 
Oleron a pit should suddenly gape, as if a batlike shadow should 
turn the growing dawn to murk and darkness again. . . . There- 
fore, Oleron strove to stifle even the nascent thought of her. 

Nevertheless, there came an occasion on which this woman 
Bengough absolutely refused to be suppressed. Oleron could not 
have told exactly when this happened; he only knew by the glim- 
mer of the street lamp on his blind that it was some time during 
the night, and that for some time she had not presented herself. 

He had no warning, none, of her coming; she just came— was 
there. Strive as he would, he could not shake off the thought of 
her nor the image of her face. She haunted him. 

But for her to come at that moment of all momentsl . . . 
Really, it was past belief! How she could endure it, Oleron could 
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not conceive! Actually, to look on, as it were, at the triumph of a 
Rival. . . . Good God! It was monstrous! Tact— reticence— he 
had never credited her with an overwhelming amount of either: 
but he had never attributed mere— oh, there was no word for it! 
Monstrous— monstrous! Did she intend thenceforward. . . . 
Good God! To look on! . . . 

Oleron felt the blood rush up to the roots of his hair with anger 
against her. 

"Damnation take her'” he choked. . . . 

But the next moment his heat and resentment had changed to a 
cold sweat of cowering fear. Panic-stricken, he strove to compre- 
hend what he had done. For though he knew not what, he knew 
he had done something, something fatal, irreparable, blasting. 
Anger he had felt, but not this blaze of ire that suddenly flooded 
the twilight of his consciousness with a white infernal light. That 
appalling flash was not his— not his that open rift of bright and 
searing Hell— not his, not his! His had been the hand of a child, 
preparing a puny blow; but what was this other horrific hand that 
was drawn back to strike in the same place? Had he set that in 
motion? Had he provided the spark that had touched off the 
whole accumulated power of that formidable and relentless place? 
He did not know. He only knew that that poor igniting particle 
in himself was blown out, that— Oh, impossible'— a clinging kiss 
(how else to express it?) had changed on his very lips to a gnash- 
ing and a removal, and that for very pity of the awful odds he 
must cry out to her against whom he had lately raged to guard 
herself . . . guard herself . . . 

" Look out!” he shrieked aloud. . . . 

The revulsion was instant. As if a cold slow billow had broken 
over him, he came to to find that he was lying in his bed, that the 
mist and horror that had for so long enwrapped him had de- 
parted, that he was Paul Oleron, and that he was sick, naked, 
helpless, and unutterably abandoned and alone. His faculties, 
though weak, answered at last to his calls upon them; and he 
knew that it must have been a hideous nightmare that had left 
him sweating and shaking thus. 
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Yes, he was himself, Paul Oleron, a tired novelist, already past 
the summit of his best work, and slipping downhill again empty- 
handed from it all. He had struck short in his life’s aim. He had 
tried too much, had overestimated his strength, and was a fail- 
ure, a failure. . . . 

It all came to him in the single word, enwrapped and complete; 
it needed no sequential thought; he was a failure. He had 
missed. . . . 

And he had missed not one happiness, but two. He had missed 
the ease of this world, which men love, and he had missed also 
that other shining prize for which men forego ease, the snatch- 
ing and holding and triumphant bearing up aloft of which is the 
only justification of the mad adventurer who hazards the enter- 
prise. And there was no second attempt. Fate has no morrow. 
Oleron’s morrow must be to sit down to profitless, ill-done, un- 
required work again, and so on the morrow after that, and the 
morrow after that, and as many morrows as there might be. . . . 

He lay there, weakly yet sanely considering it. . . . 

And since the whole attempt had failed, it was hardly worth 
while to consider whether a little might not be saved from the 
general wreck. No good would ever come of that half-finished 
novel. He had intended that it should appear in the autumn; 
was under contract that it should appear; no matter; it was better 
to pay forfeit to his publishers than to waste what days were left. 
He was spent; age was not far off; and paths of wisdom and sadness 
were the properest for the remainder of the journey. . . . 

If only he had chosen the wife, the child, the faithful friend 
at the fireside, and let them follow an ignis fatuus that listl . . . 

In the meantime it began to puzzle him exceedingly why he 
should be so weak, that his room should smell so overpoweringly 
of decaying vegetable matter, and that his hand, chancing to stray 
to his face in the darkness, should encounter a beard. 

“Most extraordinary!” he began to mutter to himself. “Have I 
been ill? Am I ill now? And if so, why have they left me alone? 
. . . Extraordinary! . . 

He thought he heard a sound from the kitchen or bathroom. 
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He rose a little on his pillow, and listened. . . . Ahl He was not 
alone, then! It certainly would have been extraordinary if they 
had left him ill and alone— Alone? Oh, no. He would be looked 
after. He wouldn’t be left, ill, to shift for himself. If everybody 
else had forsaken him, he could trust Elsie Bengough, the dearest 
chum he had, for that . . . bless her faithful heart! 

But suddenly a short, stifled, spluttering cry rang sharply out: 

"Paul!” 

It came from the kitchen. 

And in the same moment it flashed upon Oleron, he knew not 
how, that two, three, five, he knew not how many minutes before, 
another sound, unmarked at the time but suddenly transfixing 
his attention now, had striven to reach his intelligence. This 
sound had been the slight touch of metal on metal— just such a 
sound as Oleron made when he put his key into the lock. 

"Hallo! . . . Who’s that?” he called sharply from his bed. 

He had no answer. 

He called again. “Hallo 1 . . . Who’s there? . . . Who is it?’ 

This time he was sure he heard noises, soft and heavy, m the 
kitchen. 

“This is a queer thing altogether,” he muttered. “By Jove, I’m 
as weak as a kitten too. . . . Hallo, there! Somebody called, 
didn’t they? . . . Elsie! Is that you? . 

Then he began to knock with his hand on the wall at the side 
of his bed. 

“Elsie! . . . Elsie! . . . You called, didn’t you? . . . Please 
come here, whoever it is! . . .” 

There was a sound as of a closing door, and then silence. Oleron 
began to get rather alarmed. 

“It may be a nurse,” he muttered; “Elsie’d have to get me a 
nurse, of course. She'd sit with me as long as she could spare the 
time, brave lass, and she’d get a nurse for the rest. . . . But it 
was awfully like her voice. . . . Elsie, or whoever it is! ... I 
can’t make this out at all. I must go and see what’s the matter. . . 

He put one leg out of bed. Feeling its feebleness, he reached 
with his hand for the additional support of the wall. . . . 
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But before putting out the other leg he stopped and considered, 
picking at his new-found beard. He was suddenly wondering 
whether he dared go into the kitchen. It was such a frightfully 
long way; no man knew what horror might not leap and huddle 
on his shoulders if he went so far; when a man has an overmaster- 
ing impulse to get back into bed he ought to take heed of the 
warning and obey it. Besides, why should he go? What was there 
to go for? If it was that Bengough creature again, let her look 
after herself; Oleron was not going to have things cramp them- 
selves on his defenceless back for the sake of such a spoil-sport as 
she! ... If she was in, let her let herself out again, and the 
sooner the better for her! Oleron simply couldn’t be bothered. 
He had his work to do. On the morrow, he must set about the 
writing of a novel with a heroine so winsome, capricious, ador- 
able, jealous, wicked, beautiful, inflaming, and altogether evil, 
that men should stand amazed. She was coming over him now; 
he knew by the alteration of the very air of the room when she 
was near him; and that soft thrill of bliss that had begun to stir 
in him never came unless she was beckoning, beckoning. . . . 

He let go the wall and fell back into bed again as— oh, unthink- 
able!— the other half of that kiss that a gnash had interrupted was 
placed (how else convey it?) on his lips, robbing him of very 
breath. . . . 


XII 

In the bright June sunlight a crowd filled the square, and 
looked up at the windows of the old house with the antique in- 
surance marks in its walls of red brick and the agents’ notice- 
boards hanging like wooden choppers over the paling. Two con- 
stables stood at the broken gate of the narrow entrance alley, 
keeping folk back. The women kept to the outskirts of the throng, 
moving now and then as if to see the drawn red blinds of the old 
house from a new angle, and talking in whispers. The children 
were in the houses, behind closed doors. 

A long-nosed man had a little group about him, and he was 
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telling some story over and over again; and another man, little 
and fat and wide-eyed, sought to capture the long-nosed man’s 
audience with some relation in which a key figured. 

". . . and it was revealed to me that there’d been something 
that very afternoon,” the long-nosed man was saying. “I was 
standing there, where Constable Saunders is— or rather, I was pass- 
ing about my business, when they came out. There was no de- 
ceiving me, oh, no deceiving me' I saw her face. . . .” 

"What was it like, Mr. Barrett?” a man asked. 

"It was like hers whom our Lord said to, ‘Woman, doth any 
man accuse thee?’— white as paper, and no mistakel Don’t tell me! 
. . . And so I walks straight across to Mrs. Barrett, and ‘Jane,’ I 
says, ‘this must stop, and stop at once, we are commanded to avoid 
evil,’ I says, ‘and it must come to an end now; let him get help 
elsewhere.’ And she says to me, ‘John,’ she says, ‘it’s four-an-six- 
pence a week’— them was her words. ‘Jane,’ I says, ‘if it was forty- 
six thousand pounds it should stop’ . . . and from that day to 
this she hasn’t set foot inside that gate.” 

There was a short silence: then, 

“Did Mrs. Barrett ever . . . see anythink, like?” somebody 
vaguely inquired. 

Barrett turned austerely cn the speaker. 

"What Mrs. Barrett saw and Mrs. Bairett didn’t see shall not 
pass these lips; even as it is written, keep thy tongue from speak- 
ing evil,” he said. 

Another man spoke. 

“He was pretty near canned up in the Waggon and Horses that 
night, weren’t he, Jim?” 

“Yes, ’e ’adn’t ’alf copped it. . . 

"Not standing treat much, neither, he was m the bar, all on his 
own. . . .” 

"So ’e was; we talked about it. . . .” 

The fat, scared-eyed man made another attempt. 

“She got the key off of me— she 'ad the number of it— she come 
into my shop of a Tuesday evening . . .” 

Nobody heeded him. 

"Shut your heads.” a heavy labourer commented gruffly, "she 
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hasn’t been found yet. ’Ere’s the inspectors; we shall know more 
in a bit.” 

Two inspectors had come up and were talking to the constables 
who guarded the gate. The little fat man ran eagerly forward, 
saying that she had bought the key of him. ‘‘I remember the 
number, because of it’s being three one’s and three three’s— 
,n 333l” he exclaimed excitedly. 

An inspector put him aside. 

"Nobody’s been in?” he asked of one of the constables. 

"No, sir." 

"Then you, Brackley, come with us; you. Smith, keep the gate. 
There’s a squad on its way.” 

The two inspectors and the constable passed down the alley 
and entered the house. They mounted the wide carved staircase. 

"This don’t look as if he’d been out much lately," one of the 
inspectors muttered as he kicked aside a litter of dead leaves and 
paper that lay outside Oleron’s door. “I don’t think we need 
knock— break a pane, Brackley.” 

The door had two glazed panels; there was a sound of shat- 
tered glass; and Brackley put his hand through the hole his 
elbow had made and drew back the latch. 

“Faugh!” . . . choked one of the inspectors as they entered. 
"Let some light and air in, quick. It stinks like a hearse—” 

The assembly out in the square saw the red blinds go up and 
the windows of the old house flung open. 

"That’s better,” said one of the inspectors, putting his head 
out of a window and drawing a deep breath. . . . “That seems 
to be the bedroom in there; will you go in, Simms, while I go 
over the rest? . . ." 

They had drawn up the bedroom blind also, and the waxy- 
wliite, emaciated man on the bed had made a blinker of his hand 
against the torturing flood of brightness. Nor could he believe 
that his hearing was not playing tncks with him, for there were 
two policemen in his room, bending over him and asking where 
"she” was. He shook his head. 

“This woman Bengough . . . goes by the name of Miss Elsie 
Bengough . . . d’ye hear? Where is she? , . . No good. Brack- 
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ley; get him up; be careful with him; I’ll just shove my head out 
of the window, I think. . . 

The other inspector had been through Oleron’s study and had 
found nothing, and was now in the kitchen, kicking aside an 
ankle-deep mass of vegetable refuse that cumbered the floor. The 
kitchen window had no blind, and was overshadowed by the 
blank end of the house across the alley. The kitchen appeared 
to be empty. 

But the inspector, kicking aside the dead flowers, noticed that 
a shuffling track that was not of his making had been swept to a 
cupboard in the comer. In the upper part of the door of the cup- 
board was a square panel that looked as if it slid on runners- 
The door itself was closed. 

The inspector advanced, put out his hand to the little knob, 
and slid the hatch along its groove. 

Then he took an involuntary step back again. 

Framed in the aperture, and falling forward a little before it 
jammed again in its frame, was something that resembled a 
large lumpy pudding, done up in a pudding-bag of faded browny 
red frieze. 

“Ah!” said the inspector. 

To close the hatch again he would have had to thrust that pud- 
ding back with his hand; and somehow he did not quite like the 
idea of touching it. Instead, he turned the handle of the cup 
board itself. There was weight behind it, so much weight that, 
after opening the door three or four inches and peering inside, 
he had to put his shoulder to it in order to close it again. In clos- 
ing it he left sticking out, a few inches from the floor, a triangle 
of black and white check skirt. 

He went into the small hall. 

“AIL right I” he called. 

They had got Oleron into his clothes. He still used his hands 
as blinkers, and his brain was very confused. A number of things 
were happening that he couldn’t understand. He couldn’t under- 
stand the extraordinary mess of dead flowers there seemed to be 
everywhere; he couldn’t understand why there should be police 
officers in his room; he couldn't understand why one of these 
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should be sent for a four-wheeler and a stretcher; and he couldn’t 
understand what heavy article they seemed to be moving about 
in the kitchen— his kitchen. . . . 

“What’s the matter?” he muttered sleepily. . . . 

Then he heard a murmur in the square, and the stopping of a 
four-wheeler outside. A police officer was at his elbow again, and 
Oleron wondered why, when he whispered something to him, he 
should run off a string of words— something about “used in evi- 
dence against you.” They had lifted him to his feet, and were 
assisting him towards the door. . . . 

No, Oleron couldn’t understand it at all. 

They got him down the stairs and along the alley. Oleron was 
aware of confused angry shoutings; he gathered that a number of 
people wanted to lynch somebody or other. Then his attention 
became fixed on a little fat frightened-eyed man who appeared 
to be making a statement that an officer was taking down in a note- 
book. 

“I’d seen her with him . . . they was often together . . . she 
came into my shop and said it was for him ... I thought it was 
all right . . . 1 11333 the number was,” the man was saying. 

The people seemed to be very angry, many police were keep- 
ing them back; but one of the inspectors had a voice that Oleron 
thought quite kind and friendly. He was telling somebody to get 
somebody else into the cab before something or other was 
brought out; and Oleron noticed that a four-wheeler was drawn 
up at the gate. It appeared that it was himself who was to be put 
into it; and as they lifted him up he saw that the inspector tried 
to stand between him and something that stood behind the cab, 
but was not quick enough to prevent Oleron seeing that this 
something was a hooded stretcher. The angry voices sounded 
like a sea; something hard, like a stone, hit the back of the cab; 
and the inspector followed Oleron in and stood with his back to 
the window nearer the side where the people were. The door they 
had put Oleron in at remained open, apparently till the other 
inspector should come; and through the opening Oleron had a 
glimpse of the hatchet-like “To Let” boards among the privet 
trees. One of them said that the key was at Number Six. . . . 
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Suddenly the raging of voices was hushed. Along the entrance 
alley shuffling steps were heard, and the other inspector appeared 
at the cab door. 

“Right away,” he said to the driver. 

He entered, fastened the door after him, and blocked up the 
second window with his back. Between the two inspectors Oleron 
slept peacefully. The cab moved down the square, the other 
vehicle went up the hill. The mortuary lay that way. 


C9*7) 



WALTER DE LA MARE 


187)- 

Out of the Deep 


Walter de la Mare wrote his first books sn the few spare hours that were left to 
htm from hts employment as a bookkeeper Later on, a small pension from the 
Brttish government enabled him to devote all hts time to the work he wanted to do . 

He is a sensitive writer , with a thoughtful style revealing the influence of 
Henry James A truly poetic imagination permeates both his prose and hts verse- 
such novels as The Return and Memoirs of a Midget as well as that ghostly favorite 
of all hts poems, **The Listeners " 

“Out of the Deep ” deserves a much wider public than it has yet had It is an 
eerie story of a young wastrel, dytng of tuberculosis in the gloomy magnificence 
of a mansion haunted by all the fears of hts boyhood . 


the steely licht of daybreak, increasing in volume and 
intensity as the East grew larger with the day, showed clearly at 
length that the prodigious yet elegant Arabian bed was empty. 
What might tenderly have cradled the slumbers of some exquisite 
Fair of romance now contained no human occupant at all. The 
whole immense room— its air dry and thin as if burnt— was quiet 
as a sepulchre. 

To the right of the bed towered a vast and heavily carved 
wardrobe. To the left, a lofty fireplace of stone flanked by its 
grinning frigid dogs. A few cumbrous and obscure oil paintings 
hung on the walls. And, like the draperies of a proscenium, the 
fringed and valanced damask curtains on either side the two 
high windows poured down their motionless cataract of crimson. 

They had been left undrawn over night, and yet gave the scene 
a slight theatricality, a theatricality which the painted nymphs 
disporting themselves on the ceiling scarcely helped to dispel. 

Not that these coy and ogling faces suggested any vestige of 
chagrin at the absence of the young man who for some weeks past 
had shared the long nights with them. They merely smiled on. 
For, after all, Jimmie’s restless head upon the pillow had never 
really been in harmony with his pompous inanimate surround- 
ings— the thin high nose, like the beak of a small ship, between 
the fast-sealed lids and narrow cheekbones, the narrow birdlike 
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brow, the shell of the ear slightly pointed. If, inspired by the 
distant music of the spheres, the painted creatures had with this 
daybreak broken into song, it would certainly not have been to the 
tune of "Oh where, and oh where is my little dog gone?" There 
was even less likelihood of Jimmie’s voice now taking up their 
strains from out of the distance. 

And yet, to judge from appearances, the tongue within that 
head might have been that of an extremely vivacious talker- 
even though, apart from Mrs. Thripps, its talk these last few days 
had been for the most part with himself. 

Indeed, as one of his friends had remarked: “Don’t you believe 
it Jimmie has pots and pots to say, though he don’t say it. That’s 
what makes him such a damn good loser.” Whether or not; if 
Jimmie had been in the habit of conversing with himself, he must 
have had odd company at times. 

Night after night he had Iain there, flat on his back, his hands 
crossed on his breast— a pose that never failed to amuse him. A 
smooth eminence in the dark rich quilt about sixty inches from 
his chin indicated to his attentive eye the points of his toes. The 
hours had been heavy, the hours had been long— still there are 
only twelve or so of utter darkness in the most tedious of nights, 
and matins tinkle at length. Excepting the last of them— a night 
which was now apparently for ever over— he had occupied this 
majestic bed for about six weeks, though on no single occasion 
could he have confessed to being really at home in it. 

He had chosen it, not from any characteristic whim or caprice, 
and certainly not because it dominated the room in which his 
Uncle Timothy himself used to sleep, yes, and for forty years 
on end, only at last to expire in it. He had chosen it because, 
when its Venetian blinds were pulled high up under the fringed 
cornice, it was as light as a London April sky could make it; and 
because— well, just one single glance in from the high narrow 
doorway upstairs had convinced him that the attic in which he 
was wont to sleep as a small boy was simply out of the question. 
A black heavy flood of rage swept over him at sight of it— he had 
never before positively realised the abominations of that early 
past. To a waif and stray any kind of shelter is, of course, a god- 
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send, but even though this huge sumptuous barrack of a house 
had been left to him (or, rather, abandoned to him) by his Uncle 
Timothy’s relict. Aunt Charlotte, Jimmie could not— even at his 
loosest— have been described as homeless. 

Friendless rather— but that of his own deliberate choice. Not 
so very long ago, in fact, he had made a clean sweep of every 
single living being, male or female, to whom the term friend 
could, with some little elasticity, be applied. A little official 
affair, to put it politely, eased their exit. And then, this vacant 
hostel. The house, in fact (occupied only by a caretaker in the 
service of his Aunt’s lawyers), had been his for the asking at any 
time during the last two or three years. But he had steadily 
delayed taking possession of it until there was practically no 
alternative. 

Circumstances accustom even a young man to a good many 
inconveniences. Still it would have been a little too quixotic to 
sleep in the street, even though his Uncle Timothy’s house, as 
mere “property,” was little better than a white and unpleasing 
elephant. He could not sell it, that is, not en masse. It was more 
than dubious if he was legally entitled to make away with its 
contents. 

But, quite apart from an extreme aversion to your Uncle 
Timothy’s valuables in themselves, you cannot eat, even if you 
can subsist on, articles of virtu. Sir Richard Grenville— a hero 
for whom Jimmie had every respect— may have been accustomed 
to chewing up his wineglass after swigging off its contents. But 
this must have been on the spur of an impulse, hardly in obedi- 
ence to the instinct of self-preservation. Jimmie would have 
much preferred to balance a chair at the foot of his Uncle’s 
Arabian bed and salute the smiling lips of the painted nymphs 
on the ceiling. Though even that experiment would probably 
have a rather gritty flavour. Still, possession is nine points of the 
law, and necessity is the deadly enemy of convention. Jimmie 
was unconscious of the faintest scruples on that score. 

His scruples, indeed, were in another direction. Only a few 
days ago— the day, in fact, before his first indulgence in the queer 
experience of pulling the bell-he had sallied out with his Aunt 
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Charlotte’s black leather dressing bag positively bulging with a 
pair of Bow candlesticks, an illuminated missal, mutely ex- 
quisite, with its blues and golds and crimsons, and a tiny old 
silver-gilt bijouterie box. He was a young man of absurdly im- 
pulsive aversions, and the dealer to whom he carried this further 
consignment of loot was one of them. 

After a rapid and contemptuous examination, this gentleman 
spread out his palms, shrugged his shoulders, and suggested a 
sum that would have caused even a more phlegmatic connoisseur 
than his customer’s Uncle Timothy to turn in his grave. 

And Jimmie replied, nicely slurring his r's, “Really, Mr. So- 
and-so, it is impossible. No doubt the things have an artificial 
value, but not for me. I must ask you to oblige me by giving 
me only half the sum you have kindly mentioned. Rather than 
accept your figure, you know, I would- well, perhaps it would 
be impolite to tell you what I would prefer to do. Dies ira, dies 
ilia, and so on.” 

The dealer flushed, though he had been apparently content to 
leave it at that. He was not the man to be easily insulted by a 
good customer. And Jimmie’s depredations were methodical. 
With the fastidiousness of an expert he selected from the rare 
and costly contents of the house only what was light and portable 
and became inconspicuous by its absence. The supply, he realised, 
though without any perceptible animation, however recklessly 
it might be squandered, would easily last out his lifetime. 

Certainly not. After having once made up his mind to accept 
his Uncle Timothy’s posthumous hospitality, the real difficulty 
was unlikely to be a conscientious one. It was the attempt merely 
to accustom himself to the house— the hated house— that grew 
more and more arduous. It falsified his hope that, like other 
experiences, this one would prove only the more piquant for 
being so precarious. Days and moments quickly flying— just his 
one funny old charwoman, Mrs. Thripps, himself, and the Past. 

After pausing awhile under the dingy and dusty portico, 
Jimmie had entered into his inheritance on the last afternoon 
in March. The wind was fallen; the day was beginning to narrow; 
a chill crystal light hung over the unshuttered staircase. By sheer 
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force of a forgotten habit he at once ascended to the attic in which 
he had slept as a child. 

Pausing on the threshold, he looked in, conscious not so much 
of the few familiar sticks of furniture— the trucklebed, the worn 
strip of Brussels carpet, the chipped blue-banded ewer and basin, 
the framed illuminated texts on the walls— as of a perfect hive 
j>f abhorrent memories. 

That high cupboard in the comer, from which certain bodiless 
shapes had been wont to issue and stoop at him cowering out of 
his dreams; the crab-patterned paper that came alive as you 
stared; the window cold with menacing stars; the mouseholes, 
the rusty grate— trumpet of every wind that blows— these objects 
at once lustily shouted at him in their own original tongues. 

Quite apart from themselves, they reminded him of incidents 
and experiences which at the time could scarcely have been so 
nauseous as they now seemed in retrospect. He found himself 
suffocatingly resentful even of what must have been kindly in- 
tentions. He remembered how his Aunt Charlotte used to read 
to him— with her puffy cheeks, plump ringed hands, and the 
moving orbs of her eyes showing under her spectacles. 

He wasn’t exactly accusing the past. Even in his first breeches 
he was never what could be called a nice little boy. He had never 
ordered himself lowly and reverently to any of his betters— at 
least in their absence. Nevertheless, what stirred in his bosom 
as he gazed in on this discarded scene was certainly not remorse. 

He remembered how gingerly and with what peculiar breath- 
ings, his Uncle Timothy used to lift his microscope out of its 
wooden case; and how, after the necessary manipulation of the 
instrument, he himself would be bidden mount a footstool and 
fix his dazzled eye on the slides of sluggish or darting horrors of 
minute magnified “life.” And how, after a steady um-aw-ing 
drawl of inapprehensible instruction, his uncle would suddenly 
flick out a huge silk pocket handkerchief as a signal that little 
tongue-tied nervous boys were themselves nothing but miserable 
sluggish or darting Teptiles, and that his nephew was the most 
deplorable kind of little boy. 

Jimmie remembered too, once asking the loose bow-shaped 
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old gentleman in his chair if he might himself twist the wheel; 
and his Uncle Timothy had replied in a loud ringing voice, and 
almost as if he were addressing a public meeting: “Um, ah, my 
boy, I say No to that!” He said No to most things, and just like 
that, if he vouchsafed speech at all. 

And then there was Church on Sundays; and his hoop on 
weekdays in the Crescent; and days when, with nothing to do, 
little Jimmie had been wont to sit watching the cold silvery 
rain on the window, the body he was in slowly congealing the 
while into a species of rancid suet pudding. Mornings too, when 
his Aunt Charlotte would talk nasally to him about Christianity; 
or when he was allowed to help his Uncle and a tall scared par- 
lourmaid dust and rearrange the contents ol a cabinet or bureau. 
The smell of the air, the check duster, the odious objets d’art 
and the ageing old man snorting and looking like a superannuated 
Silenus beside the neat and frightened parlourmaid— it was a 
curious thing; though Death with his louring grin had beckoned 
him off: there he was— alive as ever. 

And when amid these ruminations, Jimmie’s eyes had at last 
fixed themselves on the frayed dangling cord that hung from the 
ceiling over the trucklebed, it was because he had already ex- 
plored all that the name Soames had stood for. Soames the butler 
—a black-clothed, tub-bellied, pompous man that might have 
been his Uncle Timothy’s impoverished first cousin or illegiti- 
mate stepbrother: Soames: Soames. 

Soames used frequently to wring Jimmie’s then protuberant 
eais. Soames sneaked habitually; and with a sort of gloating piety 
on his drooping face, was invariably present at the subsequent 
castigation. Soames had been wont to pile up his plate with 
lumps of fat that even Destiny had never intended should con- 
sort with any single leg of mutton or even sirloin of beef— jelly- 
like, rapidly cooling nuggets of fat. And Soames invariably 
brought him cold rice pudding when there was hot ginger roll. 

Jimmie remembered the lines that drooped down from his 
pale long nose. The sleek set of his whiskers as he stood there in 
his coattails reflected in the glass of the sideboard, carving the 
Sunday joint. 
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But that slack green bell cordl— his very first glimpse of it 
had set waggling a score of peculiar remembrances. First, and 
not so very peculiarly, perhaps, it recalled an occasion when, as 
he stood before his Aunt’s footstool to bid her Good-night, her 
aggrieved pupils had visibly swum down from beneath their lids 
out of a nap, to fix themselves and look at him at last as if 
neither he nor she, either in this or in any other world, had ever 
so much as seen one another before. Perhaps his own face, if not 
so puffy, appeared that evening to be unusually pasty and pallid 
—with those dark rings which even to this day added vivacity 
and lustre to his extremely clear eyes. And his Aunt Charlotte 
had asked him why he was such a cowardly boy and so wickedly 
frightened of the dark. 

“You know very well your dear Uncle will not permit gas in 
the attic, so there’s no use asking for it. You have nothing on 
your conscience, I trust? You have not been talking to the serv- 
ants?” 

Infallible liar, he had shaken his head. And his Aunt Charlotte 
in return wagged hers at him. 

“It’s no good staring in that rebellious sullen way at me. I 
have told you repeatedly that if you are really in need of any- 
thing, just ring the bell for Soames. A good little boy with nothing 
on his conscience knows that God watches over him. I hope you 
are at least trying to be a good little boy. There is a limit even to 
your Uncle’s forbearance.” 

It was perfectly true. Even bad little boys might be “watched 
over” in the dead of night, and as for his Uncle Timothy’s for- 
bearance, he had discovered the limitations of that fairly early 
in life. 

Well, it was a pity, he smiled to himself, that his Aunt Charlotte 
could not be present to see his Uncle Timothy’s bedroom on that 
first celebration of their prodigal nephew’s return. Jimmie’s first 
foray had been to range the house from attic to cellar (where he 
had paused to rest) for candlesticks. And that night something 
like six dozen of the “best wax” watched over his heavy and 
galvanic slumbers in the Arabian bed. Aunt Charlotte, now rather 
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niore accustomed to the datk even than Jimmie himself, would 
have opened her eyes at that. 

Gamblers are naturally superstitious folk, he supposed; but 
that was the queerest feature of the whole thing. He had not then 
been conscious of even the slightest apprehension or specula* 
tion. It was far rather a kind of ribaldry than any sort of fore- 
boding that had lit up positive constellations of candles as if for 
a Prince’s— as if for a princely Cardinal’s— lying-in-state. 

It had taken a devil of a time too. His Uncle Timothy's port 
was not the less potent for a long spell of obscure mellowing, 
and the hand that held the taper had been a shaky one. Yet it 
had proved an amusing process too. Almost childish. Jimmie 
hadn’t laughed like that for years. Certainly until then he had 
been unconscious of the feeblest squeamish inkling of anything 
—apart from old remembrances— peculiar in the house. And yet— 
well, no doubt even the first absurd impulsive experiment that 
followed had shaken him up. 

Its result would have been less unexpected if he hadn’t made 
a point and almost a duty of continually patrolling the horrible 
old vacant London mansion. Hardly a day had lately passed— 
and there was nothing better to do— but it found him on his 
rounds. He was not waiting for anything (except for the hour, 
maybe, when he would have to wait no more). Nevertheless, 
faithful as the sentinel on Elsinore’s hoary ramparts, he would 
find himself day after day treading almost catlike on from room 
to room, surveying his paradoxical inheritance, jotting down a 
list in a nice order of the next “sacrifices,” grimacing at the Ming 
divinities, and pirouetting an occasional long nose at the portraits 
on the walls. 

He had sometimes had a few words— animated ones, too— with 
Mrs. Thripps, and perhaps if he could have persuaded himself to 
talk “sensibly,” and not to gesticulate, not to laugh himself so 
easily into a fit of coughing, she would have proved better com- 
pany. She was amazingly honest and punctual and quiet; and 
why to Heaven a woman with such excellent qualities should 
customarily wear so sacred a gleam in her still, colourless eyes, 
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and be so idiotically timid and nervous in his company, he could 
not imagine. 

She was being paid handsome wages anyhow, and, naturally, 
he was aware of no rooted objection to other people helping 
themselves; at least if they managed it as skilfully as he did him- 
self. But Mrs. Thripps, it seemed, had never been able in any 
sense at all to help herself. She was simply a crape-bonneted, 
“motherly" creature, if not excessively intelligent, if a little slow 
in seeing “points.” It was, indeed, her alarm when he asked her 
if she had happened to notice any young man about the house 
that had irritated him— though, of course, it was hardly fair not 
to explain what had given rise to the question. That was perfectly 
simple. It was like this— 

For years— for centuries, in fact— Jimmie had been, except in 
certain unusual circumstances, an exceedingly bad sleeper. He 
still hated sleeping in the dark. But a multitude of candles at 
various degrees of exhaustion make rather lively company when 
you are sick of your Uncle Timothy’s cellar. And even the best 
of vintage wines may prove an ineffectual soporific. His, too, was 
a wretchedly active mind. 

Even as a boy he had thought a good deal about his Uncle and 
Aunt, and Soames, and the house, and the Rev Mr Grayson, and 
spectres, and schoolmasters, and painted nymphs, and running 
away to sea, and curios, and dead silence, and his early child- 
hood. And though, since then, other enigmas had engaged his 
attention, this purely automatic and tiresome activity of mind 
still persisted. 

On his oath he had been in some respects and in secret rather 
a goody-goody little boy; though his piety had been rather the 
off spring of fear than of love. Had he not been expelled from 
Mellish’s almost solely for that reason? What on earth was the 
good of repeatedly thrashing a boy when you positively knew that 
he had lied merely from terror of your roaring voice and horrible 
white face? 

But there it was; if there had been someone to talk to, he would 
not have talked so much to himself. He would not have lain 
awake thinking, night after night, like a rat in a trap. Thinking is 
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like a fountain. Once it gets going at a certain pressure, well, it 
is almost impossible to turn it off. And, my hat! what odd things 
come up with the water! 

On the particular night in question, in spite of the candles 
and the mice and the moon, he badly wanted company. In a 
moment of pining yet listless jocosity, then, he had merely taken 
his Aunt Charlotte’s advice. True, the sumptuous crimson pleated 
silk bell pull, dangling like a serpent with a huge tassel for skull 
over his Uncle Timothy’s pillow, was a more formidable instru- 
ment than the yard or two of frayed green cord in the attic. Yet 
they shared the same purpose. Many a time must his Uncle 
Timothy have stretched up a large loose hand in that direction 
when in need of Soames’s nocturnal ministrations. And now, alas, 
both master and man were long since gone the way of all flesh. 
You couldn’t, it appeared, pull bells in your coffin. 

But Jimmie was not as yet in his coffin, and as soon as his 
fingers slipped down from the smooth pull, the problem, in the 
abstract, as it were, began to fascinate him. With cold froggy 
hands crossed over his beautiful puce patterned pyjamas, he lay 
staring at the crimson tassel till he had actually seen the hidden 
fangs flickeringly jet out at him. 

The effort, then, must have needed some little courage. It 
might almost have needed a tinge of inspiration It was in no 
sense intended as a challenge. He would, in fact, rather remain 
alone than chance summoning— well, any (once animate) relic of 
the distant past. But obviously the most practical way of proving 
—if only to yourself— that you can be content with your own 
reconnaissances in the very dead of ni^ht, was to demonstrate 
to that self that, even if you should asV. for it, assistance wou\d 
not be fortlu oining. 

He had been as fantastic as that. At the prolonged, pulsating, 
faint, distant tintinnabulation he had fallen back onto his pillow 
with an absurd little quicket of laughter, like that of a naughty 
boy up to mischief. But instant sobriety followed. Poor sleepers 
should endeavour to compose themselves. Tampering with empty 
space, stirring up echoes in pitch-black pits of darkness is scarcely 
sedative. And then, as he lay striving with extraordinary fervour 
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not to listen, but to concentrate his mind on the wardrobe, and 
to keep his eyes from the door, that door must gently have opened. 

It must have opened, and as noiselessly closed again. For a 
more or less decent-looking young man, seemingly not a day 
older than himself, was now apparent in the room. It might almost 
be said that he had insinuated himself into the room. But well- 
trained domestics are accustomed to move their limbs and bodies 
with a becoming unobtrusiveness. There was also that familiar 
slight inclination of the apologetic in this young man’s pose, as 
he stood there solitary in his black, in that terrific blaze of candle- 
light. And for a sheer solid minute the occupant of the Arabian 
bed had really stopped thinking. 

When indeed you positively press your face, so to speak, against 
the crystalline window of your eyes, your mind is apt to become a 
perfect vacuum. And Jimmie’s first rapid and instinctive “Who 
the devil . . . ?’’ had remained inaudible. 

In the course of the next few days Jimmie was to become 
familiar (at least in memory) with the looks of this new young 
butler or valet. But first impressions are usually the vividest The 
dark blue-grey eyes, the high nose, the scarcely perceptible smile, 
the slight stoop of the shoulders— there was no doubt of it. There 
was just a flavour, a flicker, there, of resemblance to himself. Not 
that he himself could ever have cut as respectful and respectable 
a figure as that. And the smile!— the fellow seemed to be rumi- 
nating over a thousand dubious, long-interred secrets, secrets 
such as one may be a little cautious of digging up even to share 
with one’s self. 

His face turned sidelong on his pillow, and through air as 
visibly transparent as a sheet of glass, Jimmie had steadily re- 
garded this strange bell-answerer; and the bell-answerer had 
never so much as stirred his frigid glittering eyes in response. The 
silence that hung between them produced eventually a peculiar 
effect on Jimmie. Menials as a general rule should be less em- 
phatic personally. Their unobtrusiveness should surely not em- 
phasize their immanence. It had been Jimmie who was the first 
to withdraw his eyes, only once more to find them settling as if 
spellbound on those of his visitor. 
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Yet, after all, there was nothing to take offence at in the young 
man’s countenance or attitude. He did not seem even to be 
thinking back at the bell-puller, but merely to be awaiting in- 
structions. Yet Jimmie’s heart at once rapidly began to beat 
again beneath his icy hands. And at last he made a perfectly 
idiotic response. 

Wagging his head on his pillow, he turned abruptly away. “It 
was only to tell you that I shall need nothing more to-night,’’ he 
had said. 

Good Heavens. The fatuity of itl He wanted, thirsted for, scores 
upon scores of things. Aladdin’s was the cupidity of a simpleton 
by comparison. Time, and the past, for instance, and the ability 
to breathe again as easily as if it were natural— as natural as the 
processes of digestion. Why, if you were intent only on a little 
innocent companionship, one or two of those nymphs up there 
would be far more amusing company than Mrs. Thripps. If, that 
is, apart from yearning to their harps and viols, they could have 
been persuaded to scrub and sweep. Jimmie wanted no other 
kind of help. There is a beauty that is but skin-deep. 

Altogether it had been a far from satisfactory experience. 
Jimmie was nettled. His mincing tones echoed on in his mind. 
They must have suggested that he was unaccustomed to men- 
servants and bell pulls and opulent surroundings. And the fellow 
had instantly taken him at his word. A solemn little rather agree- 
able and unservile inclination of the not unfriendly head— and 
he was gone. 

And there was Jimmie, absolutely exhausted, coughing his 
lungs out, and entirely incapable of concluding whether the new 
butler was a creature of actuality or of dream. Well, well, well: 
that was nothing new. That’s just how things do take one in one’s 
weak moments, in the dead of night. Nevertheless, the experience 
had apparently proved sedative. He had slept like an infant. 

The morning found him vivacious with curiosity. He had 
paused to make only an exceedingly negligent toilet before be- 
ginning his usual wanderings about the house. Calm cold daylight 
reflection may dismiss almost any nocturnal experience as a 
dream, if, at any rate, one’s temperature in the night hours is 
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habitually above the norm. But Jimmie could not, or would not, 
absolutely make up his mind. So clear a picture had his visitant 
imprinted on his memory that he even found himself (just like 
a specialist sounding a patient in search of the secret ravages of 
phthisis)— he had even found himself stealthily tapping over the 
basement walls— as if in search of a concealed pantryl A foolish 
proceeding if one has not the least desire in the world to attract 
the attention of one’s neighbours. 

Having at length satisfied himself in a rather confused fashion 
that whatever understudy of Soames might share the house with 
him in the small hours, he must be a butler of the migratory order. 
Jimmie then began experimenting with the bells. Mounted on 
a kitchen chair, cornice brush in hand, he had been surprised by 
Mrs. Thripps, in her quiet boots, as he stood gently knocking 
one by one the full eighteen of the long greened crooked jingle 
row which hung open-mouthed above the immense dresser. 

She had caught him in the act, and Jimmie had once more 
exercised his customary glib presence of mind. 

“They ought to be hung in a scale, you know. Oughtn’t they, 
Mrs. Thripps? Then we could have ‘Home, sweet Home!’ and a 
hunting up and a hunting down, grandsires and treble bobs, and 
a grand maximus, even on week days. And if we were in danger of 
any kind of fire— which you will never be, we could ring them 
backwards. Couldn’t we, Mrs. Thripps? Not that there’s much 
quality in them— no medieval monkish tone or timbre in them. 
They’re a bit mouldy, too, and one can’t tell t’other from which. 
Not like St. Faiths’sl One would recognise that old danker in 
one’s shroud, wouldn’t one, Mrs. Thripps? Has it ever occurred 
to you that the first campanologist’s real intention was not so 
much to call the congregation, as to summon— well— what the con- 
gregation’s after?” 

“Yes, sir,” Mrs. Thripps had agreed, her waterv grey eyes fixed 
largely on the elevated young man. “But it don’t matter which of 
them you ring; I’ll answer hany — at least while I’m in the house. 
I don’t think, sir, you rest your mind enough. My own boy, now: 
he's in the Navy. . . 

But with one graceful flourish Jimmie had run his long- 
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handled brush clean East to West along the clanging row. “You 
mustn’t,’’ he shouted, "you shouldn’t. Once aboard the lugger, 
they are free! It’s you mothers. . . .” He gently shook his peculiar 
wand at the flat-looking little old woman. “No, Mrs. Thripps; 
what I’m after is he who is here, here! couchant, perdu, laired, 
in these same subterranean vaults when you and I are snug in our 
nightcaps. A most nice-spoken young man! Not in the Navy, Mrs. 
Thripps!” 

And before the old lady had had time to seize any one of these 
seductive threads of conversation, Jimmie had flashed his usual 
brilliant smile or grimace at her, and soon afterwards sallied out 
of the house to purchase a further gross or two of candles. 

Gently and furtively pushing across the counter half a sov- 
ereign— not as a douceur, but merely as from friend to friend— he 
had similarly smiled back at the secretive-looking old assistant 
in the staid West End family grocer’s. 

“No, I didn’t suppose you could remember me. One alters. One 
ages. One deals elsewhere. But anyhow, a Happy New Year to you 
—if the next ever comes, you know.” 

“You see, sir,” the straight-aproned old man had retorted with 
equal confidentiality, “it is not so much the alterations. They are 
what you might call un-cir-cum-ventible, sir. It’s the stream, sir. 
Behind the counter here, we are like rocks in it. But even if I 
can’t for the moment put a thought to your face— though it’s 
already stirring in me in a manner of speaking— I shall in the 
future, sir. You may rely upon that. And the same, sir, to you; 
and many of them. I’m sure.” 

Somehow or other Jimmie’s vanity had been mollified by this 
pleasing little ceremoniousness; and that even before he had 
smiled yet once again at the saffron young lady in the Pay Box. 

"The truth is, my dear,” he had assured himself, as he once 
more ascended into the dingy porch, “the truth is when once you 
begin to tamper, you won’t know where you are. You won’t, 
really.” 

And that night he had lain soberly on, in a peculiar state of 
physical quiescence and self-satisfaction, his dark bright eyes 
wandering from nymph to nymph, his hands folded over his 
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breast under the bedclothes, his heart persisting in its usual habits. 
Nevertheless, the fountain of his thoughts had continued softly 
to plash on in its worn basin. With ears a-cock, he had frankly 
enjoyed the parched, spent, brilliant air. 

And when his fingers had at last manifested the faintest possible 
itch to experiment once more with the bell pull, he had slipped 
out of bed, and hastily searching through a little privy case of his 
uncle’s bedside books, had presently slipped back again, armed 
with a fat little copy of "The Mysteries of Paris,” in its original 
French. 

The next day a horrible lassitude descended upon him. For 
the better part of an hour he had stood staring out of the draw- 
ing-room window into the London street. At last, with a yawn 
that was almost a groan, and with an absurdly disproportionate 
effort, he turned himself about. Heavily hung the gilded chan- 
deliers in the long vista of the room; heavily gloomed the gilded 
furniture. Scarcely distinguishable in the obscurity of the further 
wall stood, watching him from a mirror, what might have ap- 
peared to be the shadowy reflection of himself. With a still, yet 
extreme, aversion he kept his eyes fixed on this distant nonentity, 
hardly realising his own fantastic resolve that if he did catch the 
least faint independent movement there, he would give Soames 
Junior a caustic piece of his mind. . . . 

He must have been abominably fast asleep for hours when, a 
night or two afterwards, he had suddenly awakened, sweat stream- 
ing along his body, his mouth stretched to a long narrow O, and 
his right hand clutching the bell rope, as might a drowning man 
at a straw. 

The room was adrowse with light. All was still. The flitting 
horrors between dream and wake in his mind were already thin- 
ning into air. Through their transparency he looked out once 
more on the substantial, the familiar. His breath came heavily, 
like puffs of wind over a stormy sea, and yet a profound peace 
and tranquillity was swathing him in. The relaxed mouth was 
now faintly smiling. Not a sound, not the feeblest distant unin- 
tended tinkling was trembling up from the abyss. And for a mo- 
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ment or two the young man refrained even from turning his head 
at the soundless opening and closing of the door. 

He lay fully conscious that he was not alone; that quiet eyes 
had him steadily in regard. But, like rats, his wits were beginning 
to busy themselves again. Sheer relief from the terrors of sleep, 
shame of his extremity and weakness, a festering sense of humilia- 
tion— yes, he must save his face at all costs. He must put this pre- 
posterous spying valet in his place. Oddly enough, too, out of the 
deeps a peculiar little vision of recollection had inexplicably 
ob'i uded itself into consciousness. It would be a witticism of the 
first water. 

"They are dreadfully out of season, you know,” he began mur- 
muring affectedly into the hush, "dreadfully. But what I’m really 
pining for is a bunch of primroses. . . . A primrose by the river’s 
brim . . . must be a little conservative.” His voice was once more 
trailing off into a maudlin drowsiness. With an effort he roused 
himself, and now with an extremely sharp twist of his head, he 
turned to confront his visitor. 

But the room was already vacant, the door ajar, and Jimmie’s 
lids were on the point of closing again, sliding down over his tired 
eyes like leaden shutters which no power on earth could hinder 
or restrain, when at the faintest far whisper of sound they swept 
back suddenly— and almost incredibly wide— to drink in all they 
could of the spectacle of a small odd-looking child who at that 
moment had embodied herself in the doorway. 

She seemed to have not the least intention of returning the 
compliment. Her whole gaze, from out of her fair flaxen-pigtailed 
face, was fixed on the coarse blue-banded kitchen bowl which she 
was carrying with extreme care and caution in her two narrow 
hands. The idiots down below had evidently filled it too full of 
water, for the pale wide-petalled flowers and thick crinkled leaves 
it contained were floating buoyantly nid-nod to and fro as she 
moved— pushing on each slippered foot m turn in front of the 
other, her whole mind concentrated on her task. 

A plain child, but extraordinarily fair, as fair as the primroses 
themselves in the congregation of candlelight that motionlessly 
flooded the room— a narrow-chested, long-chinned little creature 
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who had evidently outgrown her strength. Jimmie was well ac- 
customed to take things as they come; and his brief sojourn in 
his uncle’s house in his present state of health had already en- 
larged the confines of the term "things.” Anyhow, she was a relief 
from the Valet. 

He found himself, then, watching this new visitor without the 
least trace of astonishment or even of surprise. And as his dark 
eyes coursed over the child, he simply couldn’t decide whether 
she most closely “took after” Soames Junior or Mrs. Thripps. 
All he could positively assure himself of was just the look, “the 
family likeness.” And that in itself was a queerish coincidence, 
since whatever your views might be regarding Soames Junior, 
Mrs. Thripps was real enough— as real, at any rate, as her scrub- 
bing-brush and her wholesome evil-smelling soap. 

As a matter of fact, Jimmie was taking a very tight hold of 
himself. His mind might fancifully be compared to a quiet green 
swarming valley between steep rock-bound hills in which a vio- 
lent battle was proceeding— standards and horsemen and smoke 
and terror and violence— but no sound. 

Deep down somewhere he really wanted to be “nice” to the 
child. She meant no ill: she was a demure, far-away, harmless- 
looking creature. Ages ago. . . . On the other hand he wished 
to heaven they would leave him alone. They were pestering him. 
He knew perfectly well how far he was gone, and bitterly re- 
sented this renewed interference. And if there was one thing he 
detested, it was being made to look silly— “I hope you are trying 
to be a good little boy? . . . You have not been talking to the 
servants?” That kind of thing. 

It was, therefore, with mixed feelings and with a tinge of 
shame-facedness that he heard his own sneering toneless voice in- 
sinuate itself into the silence; “And what, missikins, can I do for 
you? . . . What, you will understand; not How?” The sneer had 
degenerated into a snarl. 

The child at this had not perceptibly faltered. Her face had 
seemed to lengthen a little, but that might have been due solely 
to her efforts to deliver her bowl without spilling its contents. 
Indeed she actually succeeded in so doing, almost before Jimmie 
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had time to withdraw abruptly from the little gilt-railed table on 
which she deposited the clumsy pot. Frock, pigtail, red hands— 
she seemed to be as “real” a fellow-creature as you might wish to 
see. But Jimmie stared quizzically on. Unfortunately primroses 
have no scent, so that he could not call on his nose to bear witness 
to his eyes. And the congested conflict in the green valley was 
still proceeding. 

The child had paused. Her hands hung down now as if they 
were accustomed to service; and her pale blue eyes were fixed 
on his face in that exasperating manner which suggests that the 
owner of them is otherwise engaged. Not that she was looking 
through him. Even the sharpest of his “female friends” had never 
been able to boast of that little accomplishment. She was looking 
into him; and as if he occupied time rather than space. Or was 
she, sneered that weary inward voice again, was she merely wait- 
ing for a tip? 

"Look here,” said Jimmie, dexterously raising himself to his 
elbow on the immense lace-fringed pillow, “it’s all very well; you 
have managed things quite admirably, considering your age and 
the season, and so on. But I didn’t ask for primroses, I asked for 
violets. That’s a very old trick— a very old trick.” 

For one further instant, dark and fair, crafty and simpleton 
face communed, each with each. But the smile on the one had 
fainted into a profound childlike contemplation. And then, so 
swift and imperceptible had been his visitant’s envanishment 
out of the room, that the very space she had occupied seemed to 
remain for a while outlined in the air— a nebulous shell of 
vacancy. She must, apparently, have glided backwards through 
the doorway, for Jimmie had assuredly not been conscious of the 
remotest glimpse of her pigtail from behind. 

Instantly on that, the stony hillside within had resounded with 
a furious clangour— cries and shouts and screamings— and J immie, 
his face bloodless with rage, his eyes almost blind with it, had 
leapt out of the great bed as if in murderous pursuit. There must, 
however, have been an unusual degree or so of fever in his veins 
that night, so swift was his reaction. For the moment he was on 
his feet an almost unendurable self-pity had swept into possession 
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of him. To take a poor devil as literally as that! To catch him off 
his guard; not to give him the mere fleck of an opportunity to 
get his balance, to explain, to answer back! Curse the primroses. 

But there was no time to lose. 

With one hand clutching his pyjamas, the other carrying the 
bowl, he poked forward out of the flare of the room into the cold 
lightlessness of the wide stone staircase. 

“Look here,” he called down in a low argumentative voice, 
“look here. You! You can cheat and you can cheat, but to half 
strangle a fellow in his sleep, and then send him up the snuffling 
caretaker's daughter — No, No. . . . Next time, you old make- 
believe, we’d prefer company a little more— a little more con- 
genial." 

He swayed slightly, grimacing vacantly into the darkness, and 
listening to his speech as dimly as might a somnambulist to the 
distant roar of falling water. And then, poor benighted creature, 
Jimmie tried to spit, but his lips and tongue were dry, and that 
particular insult was spared him. 

He had stooped laboriously, had put down the earthenware 
bowl on the Persian mat at the head of the staircase, and was 
self-congratulatorily re-welcoming himself into the scene of still 
lustre he had dared for that protracted minute to abandon, when 
he heard as if from beneath and behind him a kind of lolloping 
disquietude and the sound as of a clumsy-clawed, but persistent 
animal pushing its uncustomary awkward way up the soap- 
polished marble staircase. 

It was to be tit for tat, then. The miserable manage had let loose 
its menagerie. That. They were going to experiment with the 
mouse-cupboard-and-keyhole trickery of his childhood. Jimmie 
was violently shivering; his very toes were clinging to the mat on 
which he stood. 

Swaying a little, and casting at the same time a strained whit- 
ened glance round the room in which every object rested m the 
light as if so it had rested from all eternity, he stood mutely and 
ghastlily listening. 

Even a large bedroom, five times the size of a small boy’s attic, 
affords little scope for a fugitive, and shutting your eyes, dark- 
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eningyour outward face, is no escape. It had been a silly boast, he 
agreed— that challenge, that “dare” on the staircase; the boast of 
an idiot. For the “congenial company” that had now managed to 
hoof and scrabble its way up the slippery marble staircase was 
already on the threshold. 

All was utterly silent now. There was no obvious manifesta- 
tion of danger. What was peering steadily in upon him out of the 
obscurity beyond the door, was merely a blurred whitish beast- 
like shape with still, passive, almost stagnant eyes in its immense 
fixed face. A perfectly ludicrous object— on paper. Yet a creature 
so nauseous to soul and body, and with so obscene a greed in its 
motionless piglike grin that with one vertiginous swirl Jimmie’s 
candles had swept up in his hand like a lateral race of streaming 
planets into outer darkness. 

If his wet groping fingers had not then encountered one of 
the carved pedestals of his uncle’s bedstead, Jimmie would have 
fallen; Jimmie would have found in fact, the thing’s physical 
level. 

Try as he might, he had never in the days that followed made 
quite clear in his mind why for the third time he had not made a 
desperate plunging clutch at the bell rope. The thing must have 
been Soames Junior’s emissary, even if the bird-faced scullery 
maid with the primroses had not also been one of the “staff.” 

That he had desisted simply in case she should herself have 
answered his summons and so have encountered the spurious 
animal as she mounted the dark staircase, seemed literally too 
“good” to be true. Not only was Jimmie no sentimentalist, but 
that particular kind of goodness, even in a state of mind perfectly 
calm and collected, was not one of his pleasanter characteristics. 

Yet facts are facts— even comforting ones. And unless his 
memory was utterly untrustworthy, he had somehow— somehow 
contrived to regain his physical balance. Candelabrum in hand, 
he had actually, indeed, at last emerged from the room, and 
stooped his dark head over the balusters in search of what un- 
accountably had not awaited his nearer acquaintance. And he 
bad— he must have— flung the substantial little blue-banded slop- 
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basin, primroses and all, clean straight down in the direction of 
any kind of sentient target that happened to be in its way. 

“You must understand, Mrs. Thripps,” he had afterwards 
solemnly explained, “I don’t care to be disturbed, and particu- 
larly at night. All litter should, of course, be immediately cleared 
away. That’s merely as things go in a well-regulated household, 
as, in fact, they do go. And I see you have replaced the one or two 
little specimens I was looking over out of the cabinet on the 
staircase. Pretty things, too; though you hadn’t the advantage of 
being in the service of their late owner— my uncle. As I was. Of 
course, too, breakages cannot be avoided. There, I assure you, you 
are absolutely free. Moth and rust, Mrs. Thripps. No; all that I 
was merely enquiring about at the moment is that particular pot. 
There was an accident last night— primroses and so on. And one 
might have expected, one might almost have sworn, Mrs. Thripps, 
that at least a shard or two, as the Psalmist says, would have been 
pretty conspicuous even if the water had completely dried away. 
Not that I heard the smash, mind. I don’t go so far as that. Nor 
am I making any insinuations whatever. You are the best of good 
creatures, you are indeed— and it’s no good looking at me like 
Patience on a monument; because at present life is real and life 
is earnest. All I mean is that if one for a single moment ceases to 
guide one’s conduct on reasonable lines— well, one comes a per- 
fectly indescribable cropper, Mrs. Thripps. Like the pot.” 

Mrs. Thripp’s grey untidy head had remained oddly stuck out 
from her body throughout this harangue. “No, sir,” she repeated 
once more. “High and low I’ve searched the house down, and 
there isn’t a shadder of what you might be referring to, not a 
shadder. And once more, I ask you, sir; let me call in Dr. Stokes. 
He’s a very nice gentleman; and one as keeps what should be 
kept as close to himself as ’t being his duty he sees right and 
proper to do. Chasing and racketing of yourself up and down 
these runs of naked stairs— in the dead of night— is no proper 
place for you, sir, in your state. And I don’t like to take the 
responsibility. It’s first the candles, then the bells, and then the 
kitching, and then the bason: I know what I’m talking about, 
sir, having lost two, and one at sea.” 

[948 J 



Out of the Deep 

‘‘And suppose, my dear,” Jimmie had almost as brilliantly as 
ever smiled; “suppose we are all of us ‘at sea.’ What then?” 

"Why then, sir,” Mrs. Thnpps had courageously retorted, 
"I’d as lief be at the bottom of it. There’s been as much worry 
and trouble and making two ends meet in my life not to make 
the getting out of it what you’d stand on no ceremony for. I say 
it with all decent respect for what’s respectful and proper, sir; 
but there isn’t a morning I step down those area steps but my 
heart’s in my mouth for fear there won’t be anything in the 
house but what can’t answer back. It’s been a struggle to keep 
on, sir; and you as generous a gentleman as need be, if only 
you’d remain warm and natural in your bed when once there.” 

A little inward trickle of laughter had entertained Jimmie as 
he watched the shapeless patient old mouth utter these last few 
words. 

“That’s just it, Mrs. Thripps,” he had replied softly. “You’ve 
done for me far more effectively than anyone I care to re- 
member in my insignificant little lifetime. You have indeed.” 
Jimmie had even touched the hand bent like the claw of a bird 
around the broomhandle. “In fact, you know— and I’m bound 
to confess it as gratefully as need be— they are all of them doing 
for me as fast as they can. I don’t complain, not the least little 
bit in the world. All that I might be asking is, How the devil— 
to put it politely— how the goodness gracious is one to tell which 
is which? In my particular case, it seems to be the miller that 
sets the wind: not, of course, that he’s got any particular grain 
to grind. Not even wild oats, you funny old mother of a youthful 
mariner. No, no, no. Even the fact that there wasn’t perhaps any 
pot after all, you will understand, doesn’t positively prove that 
neither could there have been any primroses. And before next 
January’s four months old we shall be at the end of yet another 
April. At least—” and a sort of almost bluish pallor had spread 
like a shadow over his face— “at least you will be. All of which is 
only to say, dear Madam, as Beaconsfield remarked to Old Vic., 
that I am thanking you now.” 

At which Mrs. Thripps immediately fell upon her knees on 
her housemaid’s pad and plunged her hands into her zinc pail— 
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only instantly after to sit back on her heels, skinny hands on 
canvas apron. “All I says, sir, is, We go as we go; and a nicer 
gentleman, taking things on the surface, I never worked for. 
But one don’t want to move too much in the Public Heye, sir. 
Of all the houses below stairs I’ve worked for and all alone in I 
don’t want to charnst on a more private in a manner of speaking 
than this. All that I was saying, sir, and I wouldn’t to none but 
you, is the life’s getting on my nerves. When that door there 
closes after me, and every day drawing out steady as you can see 
without so much as glancing at the clock— I say, to myself. Well, 
better that pore young gentleman alone up there at night, cough 
and all, than me. I wouldn’t sleep in this house, sir, not if you 
was to offer me a plateful of sovereigns. . . . Unless, sir, you 
wanted me.’’ 

On reflection Jimmie decided that he had cut almost a gallant 
figure as he had retorted gaily— yet with extraordinary sobriety— 
“You shall have a whole dishful before I’m done, Mrs. Thnpps 
—with a big scoop in it for the gravy. But on my oath, I assure 
you there’s absolutely nothing or nobody in this old barn of a 
museum except you and me. Nobody, unless, of course, you will 
understand, one happens to pull the bell. And that we’re not 
likely to do in broad daylight. Are we, Mrs. Thripps?” Upon 
which he had hastily caught up his aunt’s handbag and had 
emerged into a daylight a good deal bleaker if not broader than 
he could gratefully stomach. 

For a while Jimmie had let well enough alone. Indeed, if it had 
been a mere matter of choice, he would far rather have engaged 
in a friendly and jocular conversation of this description with his 
old charwoman than in the endless monologues in which he 
found himself submerged on other occasions. One later after- 
noon, for instance, at half-past three by his watch, sitting there 
by a small fire in the large muffled drawing-room, he at length 
came definitely to the conclusion that some kind of finali ty 
should be reached in his relations with the Night Staff in his 
Uncle Timothy’s. 

It was pretty certain that his visit would soon be drawing 
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to a close. Staying out at nighc until he was almost too exhausted 
to chmb down to the pavement from his hansom— the first April 
silver of dawn wanning the stork and empty chimney pots— had 
proved a dull and tedious alternative. The mere spectator of 
gaiety, he concluded, as he stored at the immense picture of the 
Colosseum on his Uncle Timothy’s wall, may have as boring a 
time as must the slaves who cleaned out the cages of the lions 
that ate the Christians. And snapping out insults at former old 
cronies, who couldn’t help their faces being as tiresome as a 
whitewashed pigsty, had soon grown wearisome. 

Jimmie, of course, was accustomed to taking no interest in 
things which did not interest him; but quite respectable people 
could manage that equally well. What fretted him almost beyond 
endurance was an increasing inability to keep his attention fixed 
on what was really there, what at least all such respectable people, 
one might suppose, would unanimously agree was there. 

A moment’s fixture of the eyes— and he would find himself 
steadily, steadily listening, now in a creeping dread that some- 
where, down below, there was a good deal that needed an almost 
constant attention, and now in sudden alarm that, after all, 
there was absolutely nothing. Again and again in recollection 
he had hung over the unlighted staircase listening in an ex- 
tremity of foreboding for the outbreak of a rabbitlike childish 
squeal of terror which would have proved— well, what would it 
have proved? My God, what a worldl You can prove nothing. 

The fact that he was all but certain that any such intolerably 
helpless squeal never had wailed up to him out of its pit of 
blackness could be only a partial consolation. He hadn’t meant 
to be a beast. It was only his facetious little way. And you would 
have to be something pretty piggish in pigs to betray a child— 
however insubstantial— into the nausea and vertigo he had ex- 
perienced in the presence of that unspeakable abortion. The 
whole thing had become a fatuous obsession. If, it appeared, 
you only remained solitary and secluded enough, and let your 
mind wander on in its own sweet way, the problem was almost 
bound to become, if not your one and only, at least your chief 
concern. Unless you were pretematurally busy and preoccupied. 
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you simply couldn’t live on and on in a haunted house without 
being occasionally reminded of its ghosts. 

To dismiss the matter as pure illusion— the spectral picturing 
of life’s fitful fever— might be all very well; that is if you had 
the blood of a fish. But who on earth had ever found the world 
he pleasanter and sweeter a place to bid good-bye to simply be- 
cause it was obviously “substantial,” whatever that might mean? 
Simply because it did nothing you wanted it to do unless you 
paid for it pretty handsomely; or unless you accepted what it 
proffered with as open a hospitality as Jimmie had bestowed on 
his pilgrims of the night. Not that he much wanted— however 
pressing the invitation— to wander off out of his body into a 
better world, or, for that matter, into a worse. 

Upstairs under the roof years ago Jimmie as a small boy 
would rather have died of terror than meddle with the cord 
above his bed-rail— simply because he knew that Soames Senior 
was at the other end of it. He had hated Soames; he had merely 
feared the nothings of his night hours. But, suppose Soames had 
been a different kind of butler. There must be almost as many 
kinds as there are human beings. Suppose his Uncle Timothy 
and Aunt Charlotte had chosen theirs a little less idiosyncrati- 
cally; what then? 

Well, anyhow, in a sense, he was not sorry life had been a little 
exciting these last few weeks. How odd that what all but jellied 
your soul in your body at night or in a dream, might merely 
amuse you like a shilling shocker in the safety of day. The safety 
of day— at the very cadence of the words in his mind, as he sat 
there in his aunt’s “salon,” his limbs huddled over Mrs. Thripps’s 
fire, Jimmie’s eyes had fixed themselves again. Again he was 
listening. Was it that, if you saw “in your mind” any distant 
room or place, that place must actually at the moment contain 
you— some self, some “astral body”? If so, wouldn’t, of course, 
you hear yourself moving about in it? 

There was a slight whining wind in the street outside the rainy 
window that afternoon, and once more the bright idea crossed 
Jimmie’s mind that he should steal upstairs before it was dark, 
mount up on to the Arabian bed and just cut the bell pull— once 
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for all. But would that necessarily dismiss the Staff? Necessarily? 
His eye wandered to the discreet S of yet another bell pull— 
that which graced the wall beneath the expansive white marble 
chimney piece. 

He hesitated. There was no doubt his mind was now hope- 
lessly jaundiced against all bell ropes— whether they failed to 
summon one to church or persisted in summoning one to a six- 
foot hole in a cemetery. His Uncle Timothy lay in a Mausoleum. 
On the other hand he was properly convinced that a gentleman is 
as a gentleman does, and that it was really ‘‘up to you" to treat 
all bell-answerers with decent courtesy. No matter who, when, 
where. A universal rule like that is a sheer godsend. If they 
didn’t answer, well, you couldn’t help yourself. Or rather, you 
would have to. 

This shivering was merely physical. When a fellow is so thin 
that he can almost hear his ribs grind one against the other when 
he stoops to pick up a poker, such symptoms must be expected. 
There was still an hour or two of daylight— even though clouds 
admitted only a greyish light upon the world, and his Uncle 
Timothy’s house was by nature friendly to gloom. That house 
at this moment seemed to hang domed upon his shoulders like 
an immense imponderable shell. The flames in the chimney 
whispered, fluttered, hovered, like fitfully playing, once-happy 
birds. 

Supposing if, even against his better judgment, he leaned for- 
ward now in his chair and— what was infinitely more conven- 
tional and in a sense more proper than summoning unforeseen 
entities to one’s bedside— supposing he gave just one discreet 
little tug at that small porcelain knob; what would he ask for? 
He need ask nothing. He could act. Yes, if he could be perfectly 
sure that some monstrous porcine caco-demon akin to the shapes 
of childish nightmare would come hoofing up out of the deeps 
at his behest— well, he would chance it. He would have it out 
with the brute. It was still day. 

It was still day. But, maybe, the ear of pleasanter visitors 
might catch the muffled tinkle? In the young man’s mind there 
was now no vestige of jocularity. In an instant’s lightness of 
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heart he had once thought of purchasing from the stiff-aproned 
old assistant at his Aunt Charlotte’s family grocer’s, a thumping 
lug box of chocolates. Why, just that one small bowl in famtlle 
rose up there could be bartered for the prettiest little necklet 
of seed pearls. She had done her best— with her skimpy shoulders, 
skimpier pigtail and soda-reddened hands. Pigtail 1 But no; you 
might pull real bells: to pull dubiously genuine pigtails seemed 
now a feeble jest. The old Jimmie of that kind of facetiousness 
was a thing of the past. 

Apart from pigs and tweeny-maids, what other peculiar 
emanations might in the future respond to his summonings, 
Jimmie’s exhausted imagination could only faintly prefigure. 
For a few minutes a modem St. Anthony sat there in solitude in 
the vast half-blinded London drawing-room; while shapes and 
images and apparitions of memory and fantasy sprang into thin 
being and passed away in his mind. No, no. 

“Do to the Book; quench the candles; 

Ring the bell. Amen, Amen." 

—he was done with all that. Maledictions and anathemas— they 
only tangled the bank. 

So when at last— his meagre stooping body mutely played on 
by the flamelight— he jerked round his dark narrow head to 
glance at the distant mirror, it must have been on the mere after- 
image, so to speak, of the once quite substantial-looking tweeny- 
maid that his exhausted eyes thirstily fixed themselves. 

She was there— over there, where Soames Junior had more 
than once taken up his obsequious station. She was smiling— if 
the dusk of the room could be trusted that far; and not through, 
but really at Jimmie. She was fairer than ever, fairer than the 
flaxenest of nymphs on his uncle’s ceiling, fairer than the saffron- 
est of young ladies in the respectablest of family grocers, fairer 
even than— 

Jimmie hung on this simple vision as did Dives on the 
spectacle of Lazarus in bliss. At once, of course, after his very 
first sigh of relief and welcome, he had turned back on his lips 
a glib little speech suggesting forgiveness— Let auld acquaint- 
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an ce be forgot; that kind of thing. He was too tired even to be 
clever now. And the oddest of convictions had at once come into 
his mind— seemed almost to fill his body even— that she was wait- 
ing for something else. Yes, she was smiling as if in hope. She 
was waiting to be told to go. Jimmie was no father. He didn’t 
want to be considerate to the raw little creature, to cling to her 
company for but a few minutes longer, with a view to returns in 
kind. No, nothing of all that. “Oh, my God; my GodI” a voice 
groaned within him, but not at any unprecedented jag or stab 
of pain. 

The child was still waiting. Quite quietly there— as if a shadow, 
as if a secret and obscure ray of light. And it seemed to Jimmie 
that in its patient face hung veil upon veil of uncountable faces 
of the past— in paint, stone, actuality, dream— that he had glanced 
at or brooded on in the enormous history of his life. That he 
may have coveted, too. And as well as his rebellious features 
could and would, he smiled back at her. 

“I understand, my dear,” he drew back his dry lips to explain. 
"Perfectly. And it was courtesy itself of you to look in when I 
didn't ring. I didn’t . I absolutely put my tongue out at the grin- 
ning old knob. . . . But no more of that. One mustn’t tall 
for talking’s sake. Else, why all those old Trappists . . . though 
none of ’em such a bag-of-bones as me, I bet. But without jest- 
ing, you know. . . 

Once more a distant voice within spoke in Jimmie’s ear. “It’s 
important,” it said. “You really must hold your tongue— until 
well, it holds itself.” But Jimmie’s face continued to smile. 

And then, suddenly, every vestige of amusement abandoned it. 
He stared baldly, almost emptily, at the faint inmate of his soli- 
tude. “All that I have to say,” he muttered, “is just this: I have 
Mrs. Thripps. I haven’t absolutely cut the wire. I wish to be 
alone. But if I ring, I’m not asking, do you see? In time I may 
be able to know what I want. But what is important now is that 
no more than that accursed Pig were your primroses ‘real,’ my 
dear. You see things must be real. And now, I suppose,” he had 
begun shivering again, “you must go to— you must go. But listen! 
listenl we part friends!” 
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The coals in the grate, with a scarcely audible shuffling, re- 
composed themselves to their consuming. 

When there hasn't been anything there, nothing can be said 
to have vanished from the place where it has not been. Still, 
Jimmie had felt infinitely colder and immeasurably lonelier 
when his mouth had thus fallen to silence; and he was so empty 
and completely exhausted that his one apprehension had been 
lest he should be unable to ascend the staircase to get to bed. 
There was no doubt of it: his ultimatum had been instantly 
effective. The whole house was now pretematurally empty. It 
was needless even to listen to prove that. So absolute was its 
pervasive quietude that when at last he gathered his bones to- 
gether in the effort to rise, to judge from the withering colour 
of the cinders and ashes in the fireplace, he must have been for 
some hours asleep; and daybreak must be near. 

He managed the feat at last, gathered up the tartan travelling 
shawl that had tented in his scarecrow knees, and lit the only 
candle in its crystal stick in his Aunt Charlotte’s drawing-room. 
And it was an almost quixotically peaceful though forebodeful 
Jimmie who, step by step, the fountain of his thoughts com- 
pletely stilled, his night-mind as clear and sparkling as a cavern 
bedangled with stalagmites and stalactites, climbed laboriously 
on and up, from wide shallow marble stair to stair. 

He paused in the corridor above. But the nymphs within— 
Muses, Graces, Fates, what not— piped in vain their mute decoy. 
His Uncle Timothy’s Arabian bed in vain summoned him to its 
downy embraces. At the wide-open door he brandished his gut- 
tering candle in a last smiling gesture of farewell: and went on. 

That is why when, next morning, out of a sounding slanting 
shower of rain, Mrs. Thripps admitted herself into the house at 
the area door, she found the young man, still in his clothes, lying 
very fast asleep indeed on the trucklebed in the attic. His hands 
were not only crossed but convulsively clenched in that position 
on his breast. And it appealed from certain distressing indica- 
tions that he must have experienced a severe struggle to refrait 
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from a wild blind tug at the looped-up length of knotted whip- 
cord over his head. 

As a matter of fact it did not occur to the littered old char- 
woman’s mind to speculate whether or not Jimmie had actually 
made such a last attempt. Or whether he had been content 
merely to wait on a Soames who might, perhaps, like all good 
servants, come when he was wanted rather than when he was 
called. All of her own small knowledge of Soameses, though not 
without comfort, had been acquired at second hand. 

Nor did Mrs. Thripps waste time in surmising how Jimmit 
could ever have persuaded himself to loop up the cord like that 
out of his reach, unless he had first become abysmally ill-content 
with his small, primitive, and belated knowledge of campanology. 

She merely looked at what was left of him, her old face 
almost comically transfixed in its appearance of pity, horror, 
astonishment, and curiosity. 
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Adam and Eve and Pinch Me 


Alfred Edgar Coppard did not have very much of a boyhood . At the age of nine 
he went to London as shop boy to a trousers-maker, and after two years returned 
to hts native city of Brighton as an office boy . But he was an avid reader of poetry, 
unu educated himself by hard study at home With it all , he was an excellent 
athlete and even, for a while, a professional sprinter . 

He began writing at the age of forty, and hts first book — Adam and Eve and Pinch 
Me— was published on April Fool's Day, 1921 It was also the first book to be put 
out by the famous Golden Cockerel Press, and the edition of 550 copies was sold out 
immediately After that, Coppard wrote some excellent poetry and several more 
volumes of short stories, including Fishmonger's Fiddle and The Field of Mustard. 

“Adam and Eve and Pinch Me” tells of a strange dual existence, lasting but 
a very short time It ts also a delicate and beautiful symbolization, in the person of 
the still-unborn little boy, of the miracle of true poetic genius. 


and in the whole of his days, vividly at the end of the after- 
noon— he repeated it again and again to himself— the kind country 
spaces had never absorbed quite so rich a glamour of light, so 
miraculous a bloom of clarity. He could feel streaming in his 
own mind, in his bones, the same crystalline brightness that lay 
upon the land. Thoughts and images went flowing through him 
as easily and amiably as fish swim in their pools; and as idly, too, 
for one of his speculations took up the theme of his family name. 
There was such an agreeable oddness about it, just as there was 
about all the luminous sky today, that it touched him as just a 
little remarkable. What did such a name connote, signify, or 
symbolize? It was a rann of a name, but it had euphonyl Then 
again, like the fish, his ambulating fancy flashed into other 
shallows, and he giggled as he paused, peering at the buds in the 
brake. Turning back towards his house again he could see, be- 
yond its roofs, the spire of the Church tinctured richly as the 
vane: all round him was a new grandeur upon the grass of the 
fields, and the spare trees had shadows below that seemed to 
support them in the manner of a plinth, more real than them- 
selves, and the dykes and any chance heave of the level fields 
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were underlined, as if for special emphasis, with long shades of 
mysterious blackness. 

With a little drift of emotion that had at other times assailed 
him in the wonder and ecstasy of pure light, Jaffa Codling 
pushed through the slit in the back hedge and stood within his 
own garden. The gardener was at work. He could hear the 
voices of the children about the lawn at the other side of the 
house. He was very happy, and the place was beautiful, a fine 
white many-windowed house rising from a lawn bowered with 
plots of mould, turreted with shrubs, and overset with a vast 
walnut tree. This house had deep clean eaves, a roof of faint 
coloured slates that, after rain, glowed dully, like onyx or jade, 
under the red chimneys, and halfway up at one end was a balcony 
set with black balusters. He went to a French window that stood 
open and stepped into the dining room. There was no one 
within, and, on that lonely instant, a strange feeling of empti 
ness dropped upon him. The clock ticked almost as if it had 
been caught in some indecent act; the air was dim and troubled 
after that glory outside. Well, now, he would go up at once to 
the study and write down for his new book the ideas and images 
he had accumulated— beautiful rich thoughts they were— during 
that wonderful afternoon. He went to mount the stairs and he 
was passed by one of the maids; humming a silly song she brushed 
past him rudely, but he was an easy-going man— maids were 
unteachably tiresome— and reaching the landing he sauntered 
towards his room. The door stood slightly open and he could 
hear voices within. He put his hand upon the door ... it 
would not open any further. What the devil ... he pushed— 
like the bear in the tale— and he pushed, and he pushed— was 
there something against it on the other side? He put his shoulder 
to it . . . some wedge must be there, and that was extraordinary. 
Then his whole apprehension was swept up and whirled as by 
an avalanche— Mildred, his wife, was in there, he could hear her 
speaking to a man in fair soft tones and the rich phrases that 
could be used only by a woman yielding a deep affection for 
him. Codling kept still. Her words burned on his mind and 
thrilled him as if spoken to himself. There was a movement in 
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the room, then utter silence. He again thrust savagely at the 
partly open door, but he could not stir it. The silence within 
continued. He beat upon the door with his fists, crying: "Mil- 
dred, Mildred!” There was no response, but he could hear the 
rocking armchair commence to swing to and fro. Pushing his 
hand round the edge of the door he tried to thrust his head be- 
tween the opening. There was not space for this, but he could 
just peer into the corner of a mirror hung neai, and this is what 
he saw: the chair at one end of its swing, a man sitting in it, and 
upon one arm of it Mildred, the beloved woman, with her lips 
upon the man’s face, caressing him with her hands. Codling made 
another effort to get into the room— as vain as it was violent. 
"Do you hear me, Mildred?” he shouted. Apparently neither of 
them heard him; they rocked to and fro while he gazed stupe- 
fied. What, in the name of God, . . . What this . . . was she 
bewitched . . . were there such things after all as magic, 
devilry! 

He drew back and held himself quite steadily. The chair 
stopped swaying, and the room grew awfully still. The sharp 
ticking of the clock in the hall rose upon the house like the tongue 
of some perfunctory mocker. Couldn’t they hear the clock? . . . 
Couldn’t they hear his heart? He had to put his hand upon his 
heart, for, surely, in that great silence inside there, they would 
hear its beat, growing so loud now that it seemed almost to stun 
him! Then in a queer way he found himself reflecting, observing, 
analysing his own actions and intentions. He found some of 
them to be just a little spurious, counterfeit. He felt it would be 
easy, so perfectly easy to flash in one blast of anger and annihilate 
the two. He would do nothing of the kind. There was no occasion 
for it. People didn’t really do that sort of thing, or, at least, not 
with a genuine passion. There was no need for anger. His curi- 
osity was satisfied, quite satisfied, he was certain, he had not the 
remotest interest in the man. A welter of unexpected thoughts 
swept upon his mind as he stood there. As a writer of books he 
was often stimulated by the emotions and impulses of other 
people, and now his own surprise was beginning to intrigue him, 
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leaving him, oh, quite unstirred emotionally, but interesting him 
profoundly. 

He heard the maid come stepping up the stairway again, hum- 
ming her silly song. He did not want a scene, or to be caught 
eavesdropping, and so turned quickly to another door. It was 
locked. He sprang to one beyond it; the handle would not turn. 
“Bah! what’s up with ’em?” But the girl was now upon him, 
carrying a tray of coffee things. “Oh, Mary!” he exclaimed casu- 
ally, “I . . .” To his astonishment the girl stepped past him as 
if she did not hear or see him, tapped open the door of his study, 
entered, and closed the door behind her. Jaffa Codling then got 
really angry. “Hell! were the blasted servants in it!” He dashed 
to the door again and tore at the handle. It would not even turn, 
and, though he wrenched with fury at it, the room was utterly 
sealed against him. He went away for a chair with which to smash 
the effrontery of that door. No, he wasn’t angry, either with his 
wife or this fellow— Gilbert, she had called him— who had a 
strangely familiar aspect as far as he had been able to take it in; 
but when one’s servants . . . faugh! 

The door opened and Mary came forth smiling demurely. He 
was a few yards further along the corridor at that moment, 
“Mary!” he shouted, “leave the door openl” Mary carefully 
closed it and turned her back on him. He sprang after her with 
bad words bursting from him as she went towards the stairs and 
flitted lightly down, humming all the way as if in derision. He 
leaped downwards after her three steps at a time, but she trotted 
with amazing swiftness into the kitchen and slammed the door in 
his face. Codling stood, but kept his hands carefully away from 
the door, kept them behind him. “No, no," he whispered cun- 
ningly, “there’s something fiendish about door handles today; 
I’ll go and get a bar, or a butt of timber,” and, jumping out into 
the garden for some such thing, the miracle happened to him. 
For it was nothing else than a miracle, the unbelievable, the 
impossible, simple and laughable if you will, but having as 
much validity as any miracle can ever invoke. It was simple and 
laughable because by all the known physical laws he should have 
collided with his gardener, who happened to pass the window 
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with his wheelbarrow as Codling jumped out onto the path. 
And it was unbelievable that they should not, and impossible 
that they did not collide; and it was miraculous, because Codling 
stood for a brief moment in the garden path and the wheel- 
barrow of Bond, its contents, and Bond himself passed ap- 
parently through the figure of Codling as if he were so much air, 
as if he were not a living breathing man but just a common 
ghost. There was no impact, just a momentary breathlessness. 
Codling stood and looked at the retreating figure going on 
utterly unaware of him. It is interesting to record that Codling’s 
first feelings were mirthful. He giggled. He was jocular. He ran 
along in front of the gardener, and let him pass through him 
once more; then after him again; he scrambled into the man’s 
barrow, and was wheeled about by this incomprehensible thick- 
headed gardener who was dead to all his master’s efforts to en- 
gage his attention. Presently he dropped the wheelbarrow and 
went away, leaving Codling to cogitate upon the occurrence. 
There was no room for doubt, some essential part of him had 
become detached from the obviously not less vital part. He felt 
he was essential because he was responding to the experience, he 
was reacting in the normal way to normal stimuli, although he 
happened for the time being to be invisible to his fellows and 
unable to communicate with them. How had it come about— 
this queer thing? How could he discover what part of him had 
cut loose, as it were? There was no question of this being death; 
death wasn’t funny, it wasn’t a joke; he had still all his human 
instincts. You didn’t get angry with a faithless wife or joke with 
a fool of a gardener if you were dead, certainly not! He had 
realized enough of himself to know he was the usual man of 
instincts, desires, and prohibitions, complex and contradictor) ; 
his family history for a million or two years would have de- 
noted that, not explicitly— obviously impossible— but sugges- 
tively. He had found himself doing things he had no desire to do, 
doing things he had a desire not to do, thinking thoughts that 
had no contiguous meaning, no meaning that could be related 
to his general experience. At odd times he had been chilled- 
aye, and even agreeably surprised— at the immense potential evil 
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in himself. But still, this was no mere Jekyll and Hyde affair, 
that a man and his own ghost should separately inhabit the same 
world was a horse of quite another colour. The other part of 
him was alive and active somewhere ... as alive ... as alive 
. . . yes, as he was, but dashed if he knew wherel What a lark 
when they got back to each other and compared notes 1 In his 
tales he had brooded over so many imagined personalities, fol- 
lowed in the track of so many psychological enigmas that he had 
felt at times a stranger to himself. What if, after all, that brood- 
ing had given him the faculty of projecting this figment of him- 
self into the world of men. Or was he some unrealized latent 
element of being without its natural integument, doomed now 
to drift over the ridge of the world for ever? Was it his per- 
sonality, his spirit? Then how was the dashed thing working? 
Here was he with the most wonderful happening in human ex- 
perience, and he couldn’t differentiate or disinter things. He was 
like a new Adam flung into some old Eden. 

There was Bond tinkering about with some plants a dozen 
yards in front of him. Suddenly his three children came round 
from the other side of the house, the youngest boy leading them, 
carrying in his hand a small sword which was made, not of steel, 
but of some more brightly shining material; indeed it seemed 
at one moment to be of gold, and then again of flame, transmut- 
ing everything in its neighbourhood into the likeness of flame, 
the hair of the little girl Eve, a part of Adam’s tunic; and the 
fingeis of the boy Gabriel as he held the sword were like pale 
tongues of fire. Gabriel, the youngest boy, went up to the 
gardener and gave the sword into his hands, saying: “Bond, is 
this sword any good?” Codling saw the gardener take the weapon 
and examine it with a careful sort of smile; his great gnarled 
hands became immediately transparent, the blood could be seen 
moving diligently about the veins. Codling was so interested in 
the sight that he did not gather in the gardener’s reply. The little 
boy was dissatisfied and repeated his question, “No, but Bond, is 
this sword any good?” Codling rose, and stood by invisible. The 
three beautiful children were grouped about the great angular 
figure of the gardener in his soiled clothes, looking up now into 
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his face, and now at the sword, with anxiety in all their puckered 
eyes. “Well, Marse Gabriel,” Codling could hear him reply, “as 
far as a sword goes, it may be a good un, or it may be a bad un, 
but, good as it is, it can never be anything but a bad thing.” He 
then gave it back to them; the boy Adam held the haft of it, and 
the girl Eve rubbed the blade with curious fingers. The younger 
boy stood looking up at the gardener with unsatisfied gaze. “But, 
Bond, can’t you say if this sword’s any good 7 ” Bond turned to his 
spade and trowels. “Mebbe the shape of it’s wrong, Marse 
Gabriel, though it seems a pretty handy size.” Saying this he 
moved off across the lawn. Gabriel turned to his brother and 
sister and took the sword from them; they all followed after the 
gardener and once more Gabriel made enquiry: “Bond, is this 
sword any good?” The gardener again took it and made a few 
passes in the air like a valiant soldier at exercise. Turning then, 
he lifted a bright curl from the head of Eve and cut it off with 
a sweep of the weapon. He held it up to look at it critically and 
then let it fall to the ground. Codling sneaked behind him and, 
picking it up, stood stupidly looking at it. “Mebbe, Marse 
Gabriel,” the gardener was saying, “it ud be better made of steel, 
but it has a smartish edge on it.” He went to pick up the barrow 
but Gabriel seized it with a spasm of anger, and cried out: “No, 
no. Bond, will you say, just yes or no, Bond, is this sword any 
good 7 ” The gardener stood still, and looked down at the little 
boy, who repeated his question— "just yes or no, Bondi” “No, 
Marse Gabrieli” "Thank you, Bondi” replied the child with 
dignity. “That’s all we wanted to know,” and calling to his 
mates to follow him, he ran away to the other side of the house. 

Codling stared again at the beautiful lock of hair in his hand, 
and felt himself grow so angry that he picked up a strange-look- 
ing flower pot at his feet and hurled it at the retreating gardener. 
It struck Bond in the middle of the back and, passing clean 
through him, broke on the wheel of his barrow, but Bond seemed 
to be quite unaware of this catastrophe. Codling rushed after, 
and, taking the gardener by the throat, he yelled, “Damn you, 
will you tell me what all this means?” But Bond proceeded 
calmly about his work unnoticing, carrying his master about as 
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if he were a clinging vapour, or a scarf hung upon his neck. In 
a few moments, Codling dropped exhausted to the ground. 
“What . . . oh. Hell . . . what, what am I to do?” he groaned. 
“What has happened to me? What shall I do? What can I do?” 
He looked at the broken flower pot. “Did I invent that?" He 
pulled out his watch. "That’s a real watch, I hear it ticking, and 
it’s six o’clock.” Was he dead or disembodied or mad? What 
was this infernal lapse of identity? And who the devil, yes, who 
was it upstairs with Mildred? He jumped to his feet and hurried 
to the window; it was shut; to the door, it was fastened; he was 
powerless to open either. Weill welll this was experimental 
psychology with a vengeance, and he began to chuckle again. 
He’d have to write to McDougall about it. Then he turned and 
saw Bond wheeling across the lawn towards him again. “ Why is 
that fellow always shoving that infernal green barrow around?” 
he asked, and, the fit of fury seizing him again, he rushed towards 
Bond, but, before he reached him, the three children danced 
into the garden again, crying, with great excitement, “Bond, 
oh, Bondi” The gardener stopped and set down the terrifving 
barrow; the children crowded about him, and Gabriel held out 
another shining thing, asking; “Bond, is this box any good?" 
The gardener took the box and at once his eyes lit up with in- 
terest and delight. "Oh, Marse Gabriel, where’d ye get it? Where’d 
ye get it?” “Bond,” said the boy impatiently, “is the box any 
good?” “Any good?” echoed the man, “Why, Marse Gabriel, 
Marse Adam, Miss Eve, look yerel” Holding it down in front of 
them, he lifted the lid from the box and a bright-coloured bird 
flashed out and flew round and round above their heads. “Oh,” 
screamed Gabriel with delight, "it’s a kingfisher!” “That’s what 
it is,” said Bond, “a kingfisher!” “Where?” asked Adam. 
“Where?’ asked Eve. “There it flies— round the fountain— see it? 
see itl” “No,” said Adam. “No,” said Eve. 

“Oh, do, do see it,” cried Gabriel, “here it comes, it’s coming!” 
and, holding his hands on high, and standing on his toes, the child 
cried out as happy as the bird which Codling saw flying above 
tnem. 

“I can’t see it,” said Adam. 
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"Where is it. Gaby?” asked Eve. 

“Oh, you stupids,” cried the boy. “ There it goes. There it goes 
. . . there . . . it's gone!” 

He stood looking brightly at Bond, who replaced the lid. 

“What shall we do now?” he exclaimed eagerly. For reply, 
the gardener gave the box into his hand, and walked off with the 
barrow. Gabriel took the box over to the fountain. Codling, un- 
seen, went after him, almost as excited as the boy; Eve and her 
brother followed. They sat upon the stone tank that held the 
falling water. It was difficult for the child to unfasten the lid; 
Codling attempted to help him, but he was powerless. Gabriel 
looked up into his father’s face and smiled. Then he stood up 
and said to the others: 

“Now, do watch it this time.” 

They all knelt carefully beside the water. He lifted the lid and, 
behold, a fish like a gold carp, but made wholly of fire, leaped 
from the box into the fountain. The man saw it dart down into 
the water, he saw the water bubble up behind it, he heard the hiss 
that the junction of fire and water produced, and saw a little track 
of steam follow the bubbles about the tank until the figure or the 
fish was consumed and disappeared. Gabriel, in ecstasies, turned 
to his sister with blazing happy eyes, exclaiming: 

"There! Evey!” 

"What was it?” asked Eve, nonchalantly. "I didn’t see any- 
thing.” 

"More didn’t I,” said Adam. 

“Didn’t you see that lovely fish?" 

"No,” said Adam. 

"No,” said Eve. 

“Oh, stupids,” cried Gabriel, “it went right past the botrom of 
the water.” 

“Let’s get a fishin’ hook,” said Adam. 

“No, no, no,” said Gabriel, replacing the lid of the box. ' Oh. 
no.” 

Jaffa Codling had remained on his knees staring at the water so 
long that, when he looked around him again, the children had 
gone away. He got up and went to the door, and that was closed; 
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the windows, fastened. He went moodily to a garden bench and 
sat on it with folded arms. Dusk had begun to fall into the shrubs 
and trees, the grass to grow dull, the air chill, the sky to muster its 
gloom. Bond had overturned his barrow, stalled his tools in the 
lodge, and gone to his home in the village. A curious cat came 
round the house and surveyed the man who sat chained to his 
seven-homed dilemma. It grew dark and fearfully silent. Was 
the world empty now? Some small thing, a snail, perhaps, crept 
among the dead leaves in the hedge, with a sharp, irritating noise. 
A strange flood of mixed thoughts poured through his mind until 
at last one idea disentangled itself, and he began thinking with 
tremendous fixity of little Gabriel. He wondered if he could 
brood or meditate, or “will” with sufficient power to bring him 
into the garden again. The child had just vaguely recognized him 
for a moment at the waterside. He’d try that dodge, telepathy was 
a mild kind of a trick after so much of the miraculous. If he’d lost 
his blessed body, at least the part that ate and smoked and talked 
to Mildred . . . He stopped as his mind stumbled on a strange 
recognition. . . . What a joke, of course . . . idiot . . . not to 
have seen that. He stood up in the garden with joy ... of course, 
he was upstairs with Mildred, it was himself, the other bit of him, 
that Mildred had been talking to. What a howling fool he’d been. 

He found himself concentrating his mind on the purpose of 
getting the child Gabriel into the garden once more, but it was 
with a curious mood that he endeavoured to establish this relation- 
ship. He could not fix Ins will into any calm intensity of power, or 
fixity of purpose, or pleasurable mental ecstasy. The utmost force 
seemed to come with a malicious threatening splenetic “entreaty.” 
That damned snail in the hedge broke the thread of his medita- 
tion; a dog began to bark sturdily from a distant farm; the facul- 
ties of his mind became joggled up like a child’s picture puzzle, 
and he brooded unintelligibly upon such things as skating and 
steam engines, and Elizabethan drama so lapped about with 
themes like jealousy and chastity. Really now, Shakespeare’s Isa- 
bella was the most consummate snob in ... He looked up 
quickly to his wife’s room and saw Gabriel step from the window 
to the balcony as if he were fearful of being seen. The boy lifted 
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up his hands and placed the bright box on the rail of the bal- 
cony. He looked up at the faint stars for a moment or two, and 
then carefully released the lid of the box. What came out of it and 
rose into the air appeared to Codling to be just a piece of floating 
light, but as it soared above the roof he saw it grow to be a little 
ancient ship, with its hull and fully set sails and its three masts 
all of faint-primrose flame colour. It cleaved through the air, 
rolling slightly as a ship through the wave, in widening circles 
above the house, making a curving ascent until it lost the shape of 
a vessel and became only a moving light hurrying to some sidereal 
shrine. Codling glanced at the boy on the balcony, but in that 
brief instant something had happened, the ship had burst like 
a rocket and released three coloured drops of fire which came 
falling slowly, leaving beautiful grey furrows of smoke in their 
track. Gabriel leaned over the rail with outstretched palms, and, 
catching the green star and the blue one as they drifted down 
to him, he Tan with a rill of laughter back into the house. Cod- 
ling sprang forward just in time to catch the red star; it lay 
vividly blasting his own palm for a monstrous second, and then, 
slipping through, was gone. He stared at the ground, at the bal- 
cony, the sky, and then heard an exclamation ... his wife stood 
at his side. 

“Gilbert! How you frightened me!” she cried. “I thought you 
were in your room; come along in to dinner.” She took his arm 
ind they walked up the steps into the dining room together. 
“Just a moment,” said her husband, turning to the door of the 
room. His hand was upon the handle, which turned easily in his 
grasp, and he ran upstairs to his own room. He opened the door. 
The light was on, the fire was burning brightly, a smell of ciga- 
rette smoke about, pen and paper upon his desk, the Japanese 
book-knife, the gilt matchbox, everything all right, no one there. 
He picked up a book from his desk. . . . Monna Vanna. His 
bookplate was in it — Ex Libris— Gilbert Cannister. He put it 
down beside the green dish; two yellow oranges were in the green 
dish, and two most deliberately green Canadian apples rested by 
their side. He went to the door and swung it backwards and for- 
wards quite easily. He sat on his desk trying to piece the thing 
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together, glaring at the print and the book-knife and the smart 
matchbox, until his wife came up behind him exclaiming: “Come 
along, Gilbert!” 

“Where are the kids, old man?” he asked her, and, before she 
replied, he had gone along to the nursery. He saw the two cots, 
his boy in one, his girl in the other. He turned whimsically to 
Mildred, saying, “There are only two, are there?” Such a ques- 
tion did not call for reply, but he confronted her as if expecting 
some assuring answer. She was staring at him with her bright 
beautiful eyes. 

"Are there?” he repeated. 

“How strange you should ask me that now!” she said. . . . 
“If you’re a very good man . . . perhaps . . .” 

“Mildred!” 

She nodded brightly. 

He sat down in the rocking chair, but got up again saving to 
her gently— “We’ll call him Gabriel ” 

“But suppose—” 

"No, no,” he said, stopping her lovely lips, "I know all about 
him.” And he told her a pleasant little tale. 
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Edward Morgan Forster was bom in London He studied at Kings College , Cam- 
bridge , was appointed a Fellow there, and has quietly pursued fits chosen career 
as a writer ever since He has published several critical studies and two smalt 
collections of short stones , but it is as a novelist that he is best kjiown, and hts 
five novels include Howard’s End and that notable study of the problems of 
empire, A Passage to India 

" The Celestial Omnibus” is a charming symbolization of the true poetic imagina- 
tion, and its contrast wtth ordinary prosy stodgmess and the smug pretentiousne's 
that recognizes the words of poetry but misses all the spirit . 

It is interesting to compare the enraptured youngster in this story and the yei- 
to-be-bom little Gabriel of Coppard's " Adam and Eve and Pinch Me ” 


the boy who resided at Agathox Lodge, 28, Buckingham Park 
Road, Surbiton, had often been puzzled by the old signpost that 
stooa almost opposite. He asked his mother about it, and she 
replied that it was a joke, and not a very nice one, which had 
been made many years back by some naughty young men, and 
that the police ought to lemove it. For there were two strange 
things about this signpost, firstly, it pointed up a blank alley, 
and, secondly, it had painted on it, m faded characters, the words, 
“To Heaven.” 

“What kind of young men were they?” he asked. 

“I think your father told me that one of them wrote verses, and 
was expelled from the University, and came to grief in other ways. 
Still, it was a long time ago. You must ask your father about it. 
He will say the same as I do, that it was put up as a joke.” 

“So it doesn’tmean anything at all?” 

She sent him upstairs to put on his best things, for the Bonses 
were coming to tea, and he was to hand the cake-stand. 

It struck him, as he wrenched on his tightening trousers, that 
he might do worse than ask Mr. Bons about the signpost. His 
father, though very kind, always laughed at him— shrieked with 
laughter whenever he or any other child asked a question or 
spoke. But Mr. Bons was serious as well as kind. He had a beau- 
tiful house and lent one books, he was a churchwarden, and a can- 
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didate for the County Council; he had donated to the Free 
Library enormously, he presided over the Literary Society, and 
nad Members of Parliament to stop with him— m short, he was 
probably the wisest person alive. 

Yet even Mr. Bons could only say that the signpost was a joke 
—the joke of a person named Shelley. 

“Of coursel’’ cried the mother; "I told you so, dear. That was 
the name.” 

“Had you never heard of Shelley?” asked Mr. Bons. 

“No,” said the boy, and hung his head. 

“But is there no Shelley in the house?” 

“Why, yes!” exclaimed the lady, in much agitation. “Dear Mr. 
Bons, we aren’t such Philistines as that. Two at the least. One a 
wedding present, and the other, smaller print, in one of the spare 
rooms.” 

“I believe we have seven Shelleys,” said Mr. Bons, with a slow 
smile. Then he brushed the cake crumbs off his stomach, and, 
together with his daughter, rose to go. 

The boy, obeying a wink from his mother, saw them all the 
way to the garden gate, and when they had gone he did not at 
once return to the house, but gazed for a little up and down 
Buckingham Park Road. 

His parents lived at the right end of it. After No. 39 the quality 
of the houses dropped very suddenly, and 64 had not even a 
separate servants’ entrance. But at the present moment the whole 
road looked rather pretty, for the sun had just set in splendour, 
and the inequalities of rent were drowned in a saffron afterglow. 
Small birds twittered, and the breadwinners’ train shrieked musi- 
cally down through the cutting— that wonderful cutting which 
nas drawn to itself the whole beauty out of Surbiton, and clad 
itself, like any Alpine valley, with the glory of the fir and the silver 
birch and the primrose. It was this cutting that had first stirred 
desires within the boy— desires for something just a little dif- 
ferent, he knew not what, desires that would return whenever 
things were sunlit, as they were this evening, running up and 
aown inside him, up and down, up and down, till he would feel 
quite unusual all over, and as likely as not would want ic cry. 
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This evening he was even sillier, for he slipped across the road 
■awards the signpost and began to run up the blank alley. 

I he alley runs between high walls— the walls of the gardens ol 
“Ivanhoe” and “Bella Vista” respectively. It smells a little all 
the way, and is scarcely twenty yards long, including the turn at 
the end. So not unnaturally the boy soon came to a standstill. 
“I’d like to kick that Shelley,” he exclaimed, and glanced idly 
at a piece of paper which was pasted on the wall. Rather an odd 
piece of paper, and he read it carefully before he turned back. 
This is what he read: 


S. AND C. R. Cl. Cl. 

Alteration in Service 

Owing to lack of patronage the Company are regretfully com- 
pelled to suspend the hourly service, and to retain only the 

Sunrise and Sunset Omnibuses, 

which will run as usual. It is to be hoped that the public will 
Datronize an arrangement which is intended for their conven- 
ience. As an extra inducement, the Company will, for the first 
time, now issue 

Return Tickets! 

(available one day only), which may be obtained of the driver. 
Passengers are again reminded that no tickets are issued at the 
other end, and that no complaints in this connection will receive 
consideration from the Company. Nor will the Company be re- 
sponsible for any negligence or stupidity on the part of Passen- 
gers, nor for Hailstorms, Lightning, Loss of Tickets, nor for any 
Act of God. 

For the Direction. 

Now he had never seen this notice before, nor could he imagine 
where the omnibus went to. S. of course was for Surbiton, and 
R.C.C. meant Road Car Company. But what was the meaning of 
the other C.? Coombe and Malden, perhaps, or possibly “City ” 
Yet it could not hope to compete with the South-Western. The 
whole thing, the boy reflected, was run on hopelessly unbusiness- 
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like lines. Why not tickets from the other end? And what an hour 
to start! Then he realized that unless the notice was a hoax, an 
omnibus must have been starting just as he was wishing the 
Bonses good-bye. He peered at the ground through the gathering 
dusk, and there he saw what might or might not be the marks of 
wheels. Yet nothing had come out of the alley. And he had neveT 
seen an omnibus at any time in the Buckingham Park Road. No: 
it must be a hoax, like the signposts, like the fairy tales, like the 
dreams upon which he would wake suddenly in the night. And 
with a sigh he stepped from the alley— right into the arms of his 
father. 

Oh, how his father laughed! “Poor, poor Popsey!" he cried. 
“Diddums! Diddums! Diddums think he’d walky-palky up to 
Ewink!’’ And his mother, also convulsed with laughter, appeared 
on the steps of Agathox Lodge. “Don’t, Bob!” she gasped. “Don’t 
be so naughty! Oh, you’ll kill me! Oh, leave the boy alone!” 

But all that evening the joke was kept up. The father implored 
to be taken too. Was it a very tiring walk? Need one wipe one’s 
shoes on the doormat? And the boy went to bed feeling faint and 
sore, and thankful for only one thing— that he had not said a 
word about the omnibus. It was a hoax, yet through his dreams it 
grew more and more real, and the streets of Surbiton, through 
which he saw it driving, seemed instead to become hoaxes and 
shadows. And very early in the morning he woke with a cry, for 
he had had a glimpse of its destination. 

He struck a match, and its light fell not only on his watch but 
also on his calendar, so that he knew it to be half an hour to sun- 
rise. It was pitch dark, for the fog had come down from London 
in the night, and all Surbiton was wrapped in its embrace. Yet 
he sprang out and dressed himself, for he was determined to settle 
once for all which was real: the omnibus or the streets. “I shall 
be a fool one way or the other,” he thought, “until I know.” Soon 
he was shivering in the road under the gas lamp that guarded the 
entrance to the alley. 

To enter the alley itself required some courage. Not only was 
it horribly dark, but he now realized that it was an impossible 
terminus for an omnibus. If it had not been for a policeman, 
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whom he heard approaching through the fog, he would never 
have made the attempt. The next moment he had made the at- 
tempt and failed. Nothing. Nothing but a blank alley and a very 
silly boy gaping at its dirty floor. It was a hoax. “I’ll tell papa and 
mamma,” he decided. “I deserve it. I deserve that they should 
know. I am too silly to be alive.” And he went back to the gate of 
Agathox Lodge. 

There he remembered that his watch was fast. The sun was 
not risen; it would not rise for two minutes. “Give the bus every 
chance,” he thought cynically, and returned into the alley. 

But the omnibus was there. 

It had two horses, whose sides were still smoking from their 
journey, and its two great lamps shone through the fog against 
the alley’s walls, changing their cobwebs and moss into tissues 
of fairyland. The driver was huddled up in a cape He faced the 
blank wall, and how he had managed to drive in so neatly and so 
silently was one of the many things that the boy never discovered. 
Nor could lie imagine how ever he would drive out. 

“Please,” his voice quavered through the foul brown air. 
’Please, is that an omnibus?” 

“Omnibus est,” said the driver, without turning round. There 
was a moment’s silence. The policeman passed, coughing, by the 
entrance of the alley. The boy crouched in the shadow, for he 
did not want to be found out. He was pretty sure, too, that it was 
a Pirate, nothing else, he reasoned, would go from such odd places 
and at such odd hours. 

“About when do you start?” He tried to sound nonchalant. 

“At sunrise.” 

“How far do you go?” 

“The whole way.” 

“And can I have a return ticket which will bring me all the 
way back?” 

“You can.” 

“Do you know, I half think I’ll come.” The driver made no 
answer. The sun must have risen, for he unhitched the brake. 
And scarcely had the boy jumped in before the omnibus was off. 
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How? Did it turn? There was no room. Did it go forward? 
There was a blank wall. Yet it was moving— moving at a stately 
pace through the fog, which had turned from brown to yellow. 
The thought of warm bed and warmer breakfast made the boy 
feel faint. He wished he had not come. His parents would not 
have approved. He would have gone back to them if the weather 
had not made it impossible. The solitude was terrible; he was 
the only passenger. And the omnibus, though well-built, was cold 
and somewhat musty. He drew his coat round him, and in so 
doing chanced to feel his pocket. It was empty. He had forgotten 
his purse. 

“Stop!” he shouted. “Stop!” And then, being of a polite disposi- 
tion, he glanced up at the painted notice-board so that he might 
call the driver by name. “Mr. Browne! stop; oh, do please stop!” 

Mr. Browne did not stop, but he opened a little window and 
looked in at the boy. His face was a surprise, so kind it was and 
modest. 

“Mr. Browne, I’ve left my purse behind. I’ve not got a penny. 
I can’t pay for the ticket. Will you take my watch, please? I am in 
the most awful hole.” 

“Tickets on this line,” said the driver, “whether single or re- 
turn, can be purchased by coinage from no terrene mint. And a 
chronometer, though it had solaced the vigils of Charlemagne, or 
measured the slumbers of Laura, can acquire by no mutation the 
double-cake that charms the fangless Cerberus of Heaven!” So 
saying, he handed in the necessary ticket, and, while the boy said 
“Thank you,” continued: “Titular pretensions, I know it well, 
are vanity. Yet they merit no censure when uttered on a laughing 
lip, and in an homonymous world are in some sort useful, since 
they do serve to distinguish one Jack from his fellow. Remember 
me, therefore, as Sir Thomas Browne.” 

“Are you a Sir? Oh, sorry!” He had heard of these gentlemen 
drivers. “It is good of you about the ticket. But if you go on at 
this rate, however does your bus pay?” 

“It does not pay. It was not intended to pay. Many are the faults 
of my equipage; it is compounded too curiously of foreign woods; 
its cushions tickle erudition rather than promote repose; and 
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my horses are nourished not on the evergreen pastures of the 
moment, but on the dried bents and clovers of Latinity. But that 
it paysl— that error at all events was never intended and never at- 
tained.” 

"Sorry again,” said the boy rather hopelessly. Sir Thomas 
looked sad, fearing that, even for a moment, he had been the 
cause of sadness. He invited the boy to come up and sit beside 
him on the box, and together they journeyed on through the 
fog, which was now changing from yellow to white. There were 
no houses by the road; so it must be either Putney Heath or 
Wimbledon Common. 

"Have you been a driver always?” 

"I was a physician once.” 

“But why did you stop? Weren’t you good?” 

"As a healer of bodies I had scant success, and several score of 
my patients preceded me. But as a healer of the spirit I have suc- 
ceeded beyond my hopes and my deserts. For though my draughts 
were not better nor subtler than those of other men, yet, by reason 
of the cunning goblets wherein I offered them, the queasy soul 
was ofttimes tempted to sip and be refreshed.” 

"The queasy soul,” he murmured; “if the sun sets with trees 
in front of it, and you suddenly come strange all over, is that a 
queasy soul?” 

“Have you felt that?” 

“Why yes.” 

After a pause he told the boy a little, a very little, about the 
journey’s end. But they did not chatter much, for the boy, when 
he liked a person, would as soon sit silent in his company as 
speak, and this, he discovered, was also the mind of Sir Thomas 
Browne and of many others with whom he was to be acquainted. 
He heard, however, about the young man Shelley, who was now 
quite a famous person, with a carriage of his own, and about some 
of the other drivers who are in the service of the Company. Mean- 
while the light grew stronger, though the fog did not disperse. 
It was now more like mist than fog, and at times would travel 
quickly across them, as if it was part of a cloud. They had been 
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ascending, too, in a most puzzling way; for over two hours the 
horses had been pulling against the collar, and even if it were 
Richmond Hill they ought to have been at the top long ago. 
Perhaps it was Epsom, or even the North Downs; yet the air 
seemed keener than that which blows on either. And as to the 
name of their destination. Sir Thomas Browne was silent. 

Crash! 

“Thunder, by Jove!” said the boy, “and not so far off either. 
Listen to the echoes! It’s more like mountains.” 

He thought, not very vividly, of his father and mother. He saw 
them sitting down to sausages and listening to the storm. He saw 
his own empty place. Then there would be questions, alarms, 
theories, jokes, consolations. They would expect him back at 
lunch. To lunch he would not come, nor to tea, but he would be 
in for dinner, and so his day’s truancy would be over. If he had 
had his purse he would have bought them presents— not that he 
should have known what to get them. 

Crash! 

The peal and the lightning came together. The cloud quivered 
as if it were alive, and torn streamers of mist rushed past. "Are 
you afraid?” asked Sir Thomas Browne. 

“What is there to be afraid of? Is it much farther?” 

The horses of the omnibus stopped just as a ball of fire burst 
up and exploded with a ringing noise that was deafening but 
clear, like the noise of a blacksmith’s forge. All the cloud was 
shattered. 

“Oh, listen. Sir Thomas Browne! No, I mean look; we shall 
get a view at last. No, I mean listen; that sounds like a rainbow!” 

The noise had died into the faintest murmur, beneath which 
another murmur grew, spreading stealthily, steadily, in a curve 
that widened but did not vary. And in widening curves a rain- 
bow was spreading from the horses’ feet into the dissolving mists. 

“But how beautiful! What colours! Where will it -stop? It is 
more like the rainbows you can tread on. More like dreams.” 

The colour and the sound grew together. The rainbow spanned 
an enormous gulf. Clouds rushed under it and were pierced by 
it, and still it grew, reaching forward, conquering the dark- 
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ness, until it touched something that seemed more solid than 
a cloud. 

The boy stood up. “What is that out there?” he called. “What 
does it rest on, out at that other end?” 

In the morning sunshine a precipice shone forth beyond the 
gulf. A precipice— or was it a castle? The horses moved. They set 
their feet upon the rainbow. 

“Oh, look!” the boy shouted. “Oh, listen! Those caves— or are 
they gateways? Oh, look between those cliffs at those ledges. I see 
people! I see trees!” 

“Look also below,” whispered Sir Thomas. “Neglect not the 
diviner Acheron.” 

The boy looked below, past the flames of the rainbow that 
licked against their wheels. The gulf also had cleared, and in its 
depths there flowed an everlasting river. One sunbeam entered 
and struck a green pool, and as they passed over he saw three 
maidens rise to the surface of the pool, singing, and playing with 
something that glistened like a ring. 

“You down in the water—” he called. 

They answered, “You up on the bridge—" There was a burst 
of music. “You up on the bridge, good luck to you. Truth in the 
depth, truth on the height.” 

“You down in the water, what are you doing?” 

Sir Thomas Browne replied: “They sport in the mancipiary 
possession of their gold”; and the omnibus arrived. 

The boy was in disgrace. He sat locked up in the nursery of 
Agathox Lodge, learning poetry for a punishment. His father had 
said, “My boy! I can pardon anything but untruthfulness,” and 
had caned him, saying at each stroke, “There is no omnibus, no 
driver, no bridge, no mountain; you are a truant, a guttersnipe, 
a liar.” His father could be very stern at times. His mother had 
begged him to say he was sorry. But he could not say that. It was 
the greatest day of his life, in spite of the caning and the poetry at 
the end of it. 

He had returned punctually at sunset— driven not by Sir 
Thomas Browne, but by a maiden lady who was full of quiet fun. 
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They had talked of omnibuses and also of barouche landaus. 
How far away her gentle voice seemed now! Yet it was scarcely 
three hours since he had left her up the alley. 

His mother called through the door. “Dear, you are to come 
down and to bring your poetry with you.” 

He came down, and found that Mr. Bons was in the smoking- 
room with his father. It had been a dinner party. 

“Here is the great traveller! ” said his father grimly. “Here is the 
young gentleman who drives in an omnibus over rainbows, while 
young ladies sing to him.” Pleased with his wit, he laughed. 

“After all,” said Mr. Bons, smiling, “there is something a little 
like it in Wagner. It is odd how, in quite illiterate minds, you will 
find glimmers of Artistic Truth. The case interests me. Let me 
plead for the culprit. We have all romanced in our time, haven’t 
we?” 

“Hear how kind Mr. Bons is,” said his mother, while his father 
said, “Very well. Let him say his poem, and that will do. He is 
going away to my sister on Tuesday, and she will cure him of this 
alley-slopering.” (Laughter.) “Say your poem.” 

The boy began. “ ‘Standing aloof in giant ignorance.’ ” 

His father laughed again— roared. “One for you, my son! 
‘Standing aloof in giant ignorance'’ I never knew these poets 
talked sense. Just describes you Here, Bons, you go xn for poetry. 
Put him through it, will you, while I fetch up the whisky?” 

“Yes, give me the Keats,” said Mr. Bons. “Let him say his Keats 
to me ” 

So for a few moments the wise man and the ignorant boy were 
left alone in the smoking-room. 

" ‘Standing aloof in giant ignorance, of thee I dream and of the 
Cyclades, as one who sits ashore and longs perchance to visit—’ ” 

“Quite right. To visit what?” 

“ ‘To visit dolphin coral in deep seas,’ ” said the boy, and burst 
into tears. 

“Come, come! why do you cry?” 

“Because— because all these words that only rhymed before- 
now that I’ve come back they’re me.” 

Mr. Bons laid the Keats down. The case was more interesting 
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than he had expected. "You?" he exclaimed. “This sonnet, you?' 

“Yes— and look further on: ‘Aye, on the shores of darkness there 
is light, and precipices show untrodden green.’ It is so, sir. All 
these things are true.” 

“I never doubted it,” said Mr. Born, with closed eyes. 

“You— then you believe me? You believe in the omnibus and 
the driver and the storm and that return ticket I got for nothing 
and-” 

“Tut, tutl No more of your yams, my boy. I meant that I never 
doubted the essential truth of poetry. Some day, when you have 
read more, you will understand what I mean.” 

“But Mr. Born, it is so. There is light upon the shores of dark- 
ness. I have seen it coming. Light and a wind.” 

“Nonsense,” said Mr. Bons. 

“If I had stopped! They tempted me. They told me to give up 
my ticket— for you cannot come back if you lose your ticket. They 
called from the river for it, and indeed I was tempted, for I have 
never been so happy as among those precipices. But I thought of 
my mother and father, and that I must fetch them. Yet they will 
not come, though the road starts opposite our house. It has all 
happened as the people up there warned me, and Mr. Bons has 
disbelieved me like every one else. I have been caned. I shall never 
see that mountain again.” 

“What’s that about me?” said Mr. Bons, sitting up in his chair 
very suddenly. 

“I told them about you, and how clever you were, and how 
many books you had, and they said, ‘Mr. Bons will certainly dis- 
believe you.’ ” 

“Stuff and nonsense, my young friend. You grow impertinent. 
I— well— I will settle the matter. Not a word to your father. I will 
cure you. To-morrow evening I will myself call here to take you 
for a walk, and at sunset we will go up this alley opposite and 
hunt for your omnibus, you silly little boy.” 

His face grew serious, for the boy was not disconcerted, but 
leapt about the room singing, “Joyl joy! I told them you would 
believe me. We will drive together over the rainbow. I told them 
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that you would come.” After all, could there be anything in the 
story? Wagner? Keats? Shelley? Sir Thomas Browne? Certainly 
the case was interesting. 

And on the morrow evening, though it was pouring with rain, 
Mr. Bons did not omit to call at Agathox Lodge. 

The boy was ready, bubbling with excitement, and skipping 
about in a way that rather vexed the President of the Literary 
Society. They took a turn down Buckingham Park Road, and 
then— having seen that no one was watching them— slipped up 
the alley. Naturally enough (for the sun was setting) they ran 
straight against the omnibus. 

“Good heavens!” exclaimed Mr. Bons. “Good gracious 
heavens!” 

It was not the omnibus in which the boy had driven first, nor 
yet that in which he had returned. There were three horses— 
black, gray, and white, the gray being the finest. The driver, who 
turned round at the mention of goodness and of heaven, was a 
sallow man with terrifying jaws and sunken eyes. Mr. Bons, on 
seeing him, gave a cry as if of recognition, and began to tremble 
violently. 

The boy jumped in. 

“Is it possible?” cried Mr. Bons. “Is the impossible possible?" 

“Sir; come in, sir. It is such a fine omnibus. Oh, here is his 
name— Dan someone.” 

Mr. Bons sprang in too. A blast of wind immediately slammed 
the omnibus door, and the shock jerked down all the omnibus 
blinds, which were very weak on their springs. 

“Dan . . . Show me. Good gracious heavens! we’re moving.” 

“Hooray!” said the boy. 

Mr. Bons became flustered. He had not intended to be kid- 
napped. He could not find the door-handle, nor push up the 
blinds. The omnibus was quite dark, and by the time he had 
struck a match, night had come on outside also. .They were 
moving rapidly. 

“A strange, a memorable adventure,” he said, surveying the 
interior of the omnibus, which was large, roomy, and constructed 
with extreme regularity, every part exactly answering to every 
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other part. Over the door (the handle of which was outside) 
was written, Lasciate ogni baldanza voi che entrate— at least, that 
was what was written, but Mr. Bons said that it was Lashy arty 
something, and that baldanza was a mistake for speranza. His 
voice sounded as if he was in church. Meanwhile, the boy called 
to the cadaverous driver for two return tickets. They were handed 
in without a word. Mr. Bons covered his face with his hand and 
again trembled. “Do you know who that isl” he whispered, when 
the little window had shut upon them. “It is the impossible.” 

“Well, I don’t like him as much as Sir Thomas Browne, 
though I shouldn’t be surprised if he had even more in him.” 

“More in him?” He stamped irritably. “By accident you have 
made the greatest discovery of the century, and all you can say 
is that there is more in this man. Do you remember those vellum 
books in my library, stamped with red lilies? This-sit still, I 
bring you stupendous newsl— this is the man who wrote them." 

The boy sat quite still. “I wonder if we shall see Mrs. Gamp?” 
he asked, after a civil pause. 

“Mrs.-?” 

“Mrs. Gamp and Mrs. Harris. I like Mrs. Harris. I came upon 
them quite suddenly. Mrs. Gamp’s bandboxes have moved over 
the rainbow so badly. All the bottoms have fallen out, and two 
of the pippins off her bedstead tumbled into the stre am .” 

“Out there sits the man who wrote my vellum booksl" thun- 
dered Mr. Bons, “and you talk to me of Dickens and of Mis. 
Gamp?” 

“I know Mrs. Gamp so well,” he apologized. “I could not help 
being glad to see her. I recognized her voice. She was telling 
Mrs. Harris about Mrs. Prig.” 

“Did you spend the whole day in her elevating company?” 

“Oh, no. I raced. I met a man who took me out beyond to a 
racecourse. You run, and there are dolphins out at sea.” 

“Indeed. Do you remember the man’s name?” 

"Achilles. No; he was later. Tom Jones.” 

Mr. Bons sighed heavily. “Well, my lad, you have made a 
miserable mess of it. Think ot a cultured person with your op* 
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portunitiesl A cultured person would have known all these char- 
acters and known what to have said to each. He would not have 
wasted his time with a Mrs. Gamp or a Tom Jones. The crea- 
tions of Homer, of Shakespeare, and of Him who drives us now, 
would alone have contented him. He would not have raced. He 
would have asked intelligent questions.” 

"But, Mr. Bons,” said the boy humbly, “you will be a cultured 
person. I told them so.” 

“True, true, and I beg you not to disgrace me when we arrive. 
No gossiping. No running. Keep close to my side, and never 
speak to these Immortals unless they speak to you. Yes, and give 
me the return tickets. You will be losing them.” 

The boy surrendered the tickets, but felt a little sore. After 
ali, he had found the way to this place. It was hard first to be 
disbelieved and then to be lectured. Meanwhile, the rain had 
stopped, and moonlight crept into the omnibus through the 
cracks in the blinds. 

"But how is there to be a rainbow?” cried the boy. 

“You distract me,” snapped Mr. Bons. “I wish to meditate on 
beauty. I wish to goodness I was with a reverent and sympathetic 
person.” 

The lad bit his lip. He made a hundred good resolutions. 
He would imitate Mr. Bons all the visit. He would not laugh, 
or run, or sing, or do any of the vulgar things that must have 
disgusted his new friends last time. He would be very careful 
to pronounce their names properly, and to remember who knew 
whom. Achilles did not know Tom Jones— at least, so Mr. Bons 
said. The Duchess of Malfi was older than Mrs. Gamp— at least, 
so Mr. Bons said. He would be self-conscious, reticent, and prim. 
He would never say he liked anyone. Yet, when the blind flew 
up at a chance touch of his head, all these good resolutions went 
to the winds, for the omnibus had reached the summit of a 
moonlit hill, and there was the chasm, and there, across it, stood 
the old precipices, dreaming, with their feet in the everlasting 
river. He exclaimed, “The mountains! Listen to the new tune in 
the waterl Look at the camp fires in the ravines,” and Mr. Bons 

[983] 



Tales of the Supernatural 

after a hasty glance, retorted, “Water? Camp fires? Ridiculous 
rubbish. Hold your tongue. There is nothing at all." 

Yet, under his eyes, a rainbow formed, compounded not of 
sunlight and storm, but of moonlight and the spray of the river. 
The three horses put their feet upon it. He thought it the finest 
rainbow he had seen, but did not dare to say so, since Mr. Bons 
said that nothing was there. He leant out— the window had 
opened— and sang the tune that rose from the sleeping waters. 

“The prelude to Rhinegold?” said Mr. Bons suddenly. “Who 
taught you these leit motifs?" He, too, looked out of the window. 
Then he behaved very oddly. He gave a choking cry, and fell 
back on to the omnibus floor. He writhed and kicked. His face 
was green. 

“Does the bridge make you dizzy?” the boy asked. 

“Dizzy!” gasped Mr. Bons. “I want to go back. Tell the driver.” 

But the driver shook his head. 

“We are nearly there,” said the boy. “They are asleep. Shall I 
call? They will be so pleased to see you, for I have prepared 
them.” 

Mr. Bons moaned. They moved over the lunar rainbow, which 
ever and ever broke away behind their wheels. How still the night 
was! Who would be sentry at the Gate? 

“I am coming,” he shouted, again forgetting the hundred 
resolutions. “I am returning— I, the boy.” 

“The boy is returning,” cried a voice to other voices, who re- 
peated, “The boy is returning.” 

“I am bringing Mr. Bons with me.” 

Silence. 

“I should have said Mr. Bons is bringing me with him.” 

Profound silence. 

“Who stands sentry?” 

“Achilles.” 

And on the rocky causeway, close to the springing of the rain- 
bow bridge, he saw a young man who carried a wonderful shield. 

“Mr. Bons, it is Achilles, armed.” 

“I want to go back,” said Mr. Bons. 

The last fragment of the rainbow melted, the wheels sang upon 
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the living rock, the door of the omnibus bunt open. Out leapt 
the boy— he could not resist— and sprang to meet the warrior, who, 
stooping suddenly, caught him on his shield. 

“Achilles!” he cried, “let me get down, for I am ignorant and 
vulgar, and I must wait for that Mr. Bons of whom I told you 
yesterday.” 

But Achilles raised him aloft. He crouched on the wonderful 
shield, on heroes and burning cities, on vineyards graven in 
gold, on every dear passion, every joy, on the entire image of the 
Mountain that he had discovered, encircled, like it, with an ever- 
lasting stream. “No, no,” he protested, "I am not worthy. It is Mr. 
Bons who must be up here.” 

But Mr. Bons was whimpering, and Achilles trumpeted and 
cried, “Stand upright upon my shieldl” 

“Sir, I did not mean to stand! something made me stand. Sir, 
why do you delay? Here is only the great Achilles, whom you 
knew.” 

Mr. Bons screamed, “I see no one. I see nothing. I want to go 
back.” Then he cried to the driver, “Save me! Let me stop in your 
chariot I have honoured you. I have quoted you. I have bound 
you in vellum. Take me back to my world.” 

The driver replied, “I am the means and not the end. I am 
the food and not the life. Stand by yourself, as that boy has stood. 
I cannot save you. For poetry is a spirit; and they that would 
worship it must worship in spirit and in truth.” 

Mr. Bons— he could not resist— crawled out of the beautiful 
omnibus. His face appeared, gaping horribly. His hands followed, 
one gripping the step, the other beating the air. Now his shoul 
ders emerged, his chest, his stomach. With a shriek of “I see 
London,” he fell— fell against the hard, moonlit roc k, fell into 
it as if it were water, fell through it, vanished, and was seen by 
the boy no more. 

“Where have you fallen to, Mr. Bons? Here is* a procession 
arriving to honour you with music and torches. Here come the 
men and women whose names you know. The mountain is 
awake, the river is awake, over the race course the sea is awaking 
those dolphins, and it is all for you. They want you—” 
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There was the touch of fresh leaves on his forehead. Someone 
had crowned him. 


TEAOS 

From the Kingston Gazette, Surbiton Times, and Raynes Park 

Observer. 

The body of Mr. Septimus Bons has been found in a shockingly 
mutilated condition in the vicinity of the Bermondsey gas works. 
The deceased’s pockets contained a sovereign-purse, a silver cigar- 
case, a bijou pronouncing dictionary, and a couple of omnibus 
tickets. The unfortunate gentleman had apparently been hurled 
from a considerable height. Foul play is suspected, and a thorough 
investigation is pending by the authorities. 
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RICHARD MIDDLETON 


1883-1911 

The Ghost Ship 


Richard Barham Middleton was born in Staines, Middlesex. He was descended 
from Richard Hams Barham, author of the famous Ingoldsby Legends. Educated 
at four different “ public ” schools , he could not go to either Oxford or Cambridge 
because of a complete lack of funds. 

He became an insurance clerk in London in 1901; and after six years of misery . 
he finally threw up the job, although he had no other financial resources . As a 
writer he had earned exactly five guineas for a prize story m the New Leader. 

He now joined the literary group of the “ New Bohemians/* lived God knows 
how for a few years, went to Brussels in 1911, and t leaving a note saying that he 
was “gotng adventuring again /* committed suicide by chloroform at the age 
of twenty-nine. 

His literary output was slight, consisting of a volume of short stories and a few 
poems and essays, all published posthumously He lived at the wrong time— “a 
strange relic of the mood of the nineties**— but perhaps any time would have been 
wrong for him. It is a miracle that a man as depressed as Middleton should have 
produced so enchantmgly gay and light-hearted a story as “ The Ghost Ship.** 


Fairfield is a little village lying near the Portsmouth Road 
about halfway between London and the sea. Strangers who find 
it by accident now and then, call it a pretty, old-fashioned place; 
we who live in it and call it home don’t find anything very pretty 
about it, but we should be sorry to live anywhere else. Our minds 
have taken the shape of the inn and the church and the green, 1 
suppose. At all events, we never feel comfortable out of Fairfield. 

Of course the Cockneys, with their vasty houses and noise-rid- 
den streets, can call us rustics if they choose, but for all that Fair- 
field is a better place to live in than London. Doctor says that 
when he goes to London his mind is bruised with the weight of 
the houses, and he was a Cockney born. He had to live there 
himself when he was a little chap, but he knows better now. You 
gentlemen may laugh— perhaps some of you come from London 
way— but it seems to me that a witness like that is worth a gallon 
of arguments. 

Dull? Well, you might find it dull, but I assure you that I’ve 
listened to all the London yams you have spun to-night, and 
they’re absolutely nothing to the things that happen at Fairfield. 
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It’s because of our way of thinking and minding our own busi- 
ness. If one of your Londoners were set down on the green of a 
Saturday night when the ghosts of the lads who died in the war 
keep tryst with the lasses who lie in the churchyard, he couldn’t 
help being curious and interfering, and then the ghosts would go 
somewhere where it was quieter. But we just let them come and 
go and don’t make any fuss, and in consequence Fairfield is the 
ghostliest place in all England. Why, I’ve seen a headless man 
sitting on the edge of the well in broad daylight, and the chil- 
dren playing about his feet as if he were their father. Take my 
word for it, spirits know when they are well off as much as human 
beings. 

Still, I must admit that the thing I’m going to tell you about 
was queer even for our part of the world, where three packs of 
ghost-hounds hunt regularly during the season, and blacksmith’s 
great-grandfather is busy all night shoeing the dead gentlemen’s 
horses. Now that’s a thing that wouldn’t happen in London, be- 
cause of their interfering ways, but blacksmith he lies up aloft 
and sleeps as quiet as a lamb. Once when he had a bad head he 
shouted down to them not to make so much noise, and in the 
morning he found an old guinea left on the anvil as an apology. 
He wears it on his watch chain now. But I must get on with my 
story; if I start telling you about the queer happenings at Fair- 
field I’ll never stop. 

It all came of the great storm in the spring of '97, the year that 
we had two great storms. This was the first one, and I remember 
it very well, because I found in the morning that it had lifted 
the thatch of my pigsty into the widow’s garden as clean as a 
boy’s kite. When I looked over the hedge, widow— Tom Lam- 
port’s widow that was— was prodding for her nasturtiums with a 
daisy-grubber. After I had watched her for a little I went down 
to the "Fox and Grapes” to tell landlord what she had said to me. 
Landlord he laughed, being a married man and at ease with the 
sex. “Come to that,” he said, “the tempest has blowed something 
into my field. A kind of a ship I think it would be.” 

I was surprised at that until he explained that it was only a 
ghost ship and would do no hurt to the turnips. We argued that 
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it had been blown up from the sea at Portsmouth, and then we 
talked of something else. There were two slates down at the 
parsonage and a big tree in Lumley’s meadow. It was a rare 
storm. 

I reckon the wind had blown our ghosts all over England. They 
were coming back for days afterwards with foundered horses and 
as footsore as possible, and they were so glad to get back to Fair- 
field that some of them walked up the street crying like little 
children. Squire said that his great-grandfather’s great-grand- 
father hadn’t looked so dead-beat since the Battle of Naseby, and 
he’s an educated man. 

What with one thing and another, I should think it was a week 
before we got straight again, and then one afternoon I met the 
landlord on the green and he had a worried face. "I wish you’d 
come and have a look at that ship in my field,” he said to me; ‘‘it 
seems to me it’s leaning real hard on the turnips. I can’t bear 
thinking what the missus will say when she sees it.” 

I walked down the lane with him, and sure enough there was a 
ship in the middle of his field, but such a ship as no man had seen 
on the water for three hundred years, let alone in the middle of a 
turnip field. It was all painted black and covered with carvings, 
and there was a great bay window in the stern for all the world 
like the Squire’s drawing-room. There was a crowd of little black 
cannon on deck and looking out of her portholes, and she was 
anchored at each end to the hard ground. I have seen the wonders 
of the world on picture-postcards, but I have never seen anything 
to equal that. 

‘‘She seems very solid for a ghost ship,” I said, seeing the land- 
lord was bothered. 

“I should say it’s a betwixt and between,” he answered, puz- 
zling it over, ‘‘but it’s going to spoil a matter of fifty turnips, and 
missus she’ll want it moved.” We went up to her and touched 
the side, and it was as hard as a real ship. “Now there’s folks in 
England would call that very curious,” he said. 

Now I don’t know much about shipg, but I should think that 
that ghost ship weighed a solid two hundred tons, and it seemed 
to me that she had come to stay, so that I felt sorry for the land* 
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lord, who was a married man. "All the horses in Fairfield won’t 
move her out of my turnips,” he said, frowning at her. 

Just then we heard a noise on her deck, and we looked up and 
saw that a man had come out of her front cabin and was looking 
down at us very peaceably. He was dressed in a black uniform set 
out with rusty gold lace, and he had a great cutlass by his side in 
a brass sheath. “I’m Captain Bartholomew Roberts,” he said, in a 
gentleman’s voice, “put in for recruits. I seem to have brought 
her rather far up the harbour.” 

“Harbour!” cried landlord; “why, you’re fifty miles from the 
sea.” 

Captain Roberts didn’t turn a hair. “So much as that, is it?” he 
said coolly. “Well, it’s of no consequence.” 

Landlord was a bit upset at this. “I don’t want to be unneigh- 
bourly,” he said, "but I wish you hadn’t brought your ship into 
my field. You see, my wife sets great store on these turnips.” 

The captain took a pinch of snuff out of a fine gold box that 
he pulled out of his pocket, and dusted his fingers with a silk 
handkerchief in a very genteel fashion. “I’m only here for a few 
months,” he said, "but if a testimony of my esteem would pacify 
your good lady I should be content,” and with the words he 
loosed a great gold brooch from the neck of his coat and tossed it 
down to landlord. 

Landlord blushed as red as a strawberry. “I’m not denying she’s 
fond of jewellery,” he said, “but it’s too much for half a sackful 
of turnips.” And indeed it was a handsome brooch. 

The captain laughed. “Tut, man,” he said, “it’s a forced sale, 
and you deservea good price. Say no more about it.” And nodding 
good-day to us, he turned on his heel and went into the cabin. 
Landlord walked back up the lane like a man with a weight off 
his mind. “That tempest has blowed me a bit of luck,” he said; 
"the missus will be main pleased with that brooch. It’s better 
than blacksmith’s guinea, any day.” 

Ninety-seven was Jubilee year, the year of the second Jubilee, 
you remember, and we had great doings at Fairfield, so that we 
hadn’t much time to bother about the ghost ship, though anyhow 
it isn’t our way to meddle in things that don’t concern us. Land- 

f99<>] 



The Ghost Ship 

lord, he saw his tenant once or twice when he was hoeing his 
turnips and passed the time of day, and landlord’s wife wore her 
new brooch to church every Sunday. But we didn’t mix much 
with the ghosts at any time, all except an idiot lad there was in the 
village, and he didn’t know the difference between a man and a 
ghost, poor innocent! On Jubilee Day, however, somebody told 
Captain Roberts why the church bells were ringing, and he 
hoisted a flag and fired off his guns like a loyal Englishman. ’Tis 
true the guns were shotted, and one of the round shot knocked a 
hole in Farmer Johnstone’s bam, but nobody thought much of 
that in such a season of rejoicing. 

It wasn’t till our celebrations were over that we noticed that 
anything was wrong in Fairfield. ’Twas shoemaker who told me 
first about it one morning at the “Fox and Grapes.” “You know 
my great great-uncle?” he said to me. 

“You mean Joshua, the quiet lad,” I answered, knowing him 
well. 

“Quietl” said shoemaker indignantly. “Quiet you call him, 
coming home at three o’clock every morning as drunk as a magis- 
trate and waking up the whole house with his noise.” 

"Why, it can’t be Joshua!” I said, for I knew him for one of the 
most respectable young ghosts in the village. 

“Joshua it is,” said shoemaker; “and one of these nights he’ll 
find himself out in the street if he isn’t careful.” 

This kind of talk shocked me, I can tell you, for I don’t like to 
hear a man abusing his own family, and I could hardly believe 
that a steady youngster like Joshua had taken to drink. But jv3t 
then in came butcher Aylwin in such a temper that he could 
hardly drink his beer. “The young puppy! the young puppy!” he 
kept on saying; and it was some time before shoemaker and I 
found out that he was talking about his ancestor that fell at 
Senlac. 

“Drink?” said shoemaker hopefully, for we all like company 
in our misfortunes, and butcher nodded grimly. 

“The young noodle,” he said, emptying his tankard. 

Well, after that I kept my ears open, and it was the same story 
all over the village. There was hardly a young man among all the 
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ghosts of Fairfield who didn’t roll home in the small hours of 
the morning the worse for liquor. I used to wake up in the night 
and hear them stumble past my house, singing outrageous songs. 
The worst of it was that we couldn’t keep the scandal to our- 
selves, and the folk at Greenhill began to talk of “sodden Fair- 
field,” and taught their children to sing a song about us: 

" Sodden Fairfield, sodden Fairfield, has no use for bread-and- 
butter; 

Rum for breakfast, rum for dinner, rum for tea, and rum for 
supper!” 

We are easy-going in our village, but we didn’t like that. 

Of course we soon found out where the young fellows went to 
get the drink, and landlord was terribly cut up that his tenant 
should have turned out so badly, but his wife wouldn’t hear of 
parting with the brooch, so that he couldn’t give the Captain 
notice to quit. But as time went on, things grew from bad to 
worse, and at all hours of the day you would see those young 
reprobates sleeping it off on the village green. Nearly every after- 
noon a ghost wagon used to jolt down to the ship with a lading 
of rum, and though die older ghosts seemed inclined to give the 
Captain’s hospitality the go-by, the youngsters were neither to 
hold nor to bind. 

So one afternoon when I was taking my nap I heard a knock 
at the door, and there was parson looking very serious, like a 
man with a job before him that he didn’t altogether relish. “I’m 
going # down to talk to the Captain about all this drunkenness in 
the village, and I want you to come with me,” he said straight out. 

I can’t say that I fancied the visit much myself, and I tried to 
hint to parson that as, after all, they were only a lot of ghosts, it 
didn’t very much matter. 

"Dead or alive, I’m responsible for their good conduct,” he 
said, “and I,’m going to do my duty and put a stop to this con- 
tinued disorder. And you are coming with me, John Simmons.” 
So I went, parson being a persuasive kind of man. 

We went down to the ship, and as we approached her I could 
see the Captain tastings the air on deck. When he saw parson he 
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took off his hat very politely, and I can tell you that I was relieved 
to find that he had a proper respect for the cloth. Parson acknowl- 
edged his salute and spoke out stoutly enough. “Sir, I should be 
glad to have a word with you.” 

“Come on board, sir; come on board,” said the Captain, and I 
could tell by his voice that he knew why we were there. Parson 
and I climbed up an uneasy kind of ladder, and the Captain 
took us into the great cabin at the back of the ship, where the bay 
window was. It was the most wonderful place you ever saw in 
your life, all full of gold and silver plate, swords with jewelled 
scabbards, carved oak chairs, and great chests that looked as 
though they were bursting with guineas. Even parson was sur- 
prised, and he did not shake his head very hard when the Captain 
took down some silver cups and poured us out a drink of rum. I 
tasted mine, and I don’t mind saying that it changed my view oil 
things entirely. There was nothing betwixt and between about 
that rum, and I felt that it was ridiculous to blame the lads for 
drinking too much of stuff like that. It seemed to fill my veins with 
honey and fire. 

Parson put the case squarely to the Captain but I didn’t listen 
much to what he said; I was busy sipping my drink and looking 
through the window at the fishes swimming to and fro over 
landlord’s turnips. Just then it seemed the most natural thing in 
the world that they should be there, though afterwards, of course, 
I could see that that proved it was a ghost ship. 

But even then I thought it was queer when I saw a drowned 
sailor float by in the thin air with his hair and beard all {ull of 
bubbles. It was the first time I had seen anything quite like that 
at Fairfield. 

All the time I was regarding the wonders of the deep, parson 
was telling Captain Roberts how there was no peace or rest in the 
village owing to the curse of drunkenness, and what a bad ex- 
ample the youngsters were setting to the older ghosts. The Cap 
tain listened very attentively, and only put in a word now and 
then about boys being boys and young men sowing their wild 
oats. But when parson had finished his speech he filled up our 
silver cups and said to parson, with a flourish, “I should be sorry 
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to cause trouble anywhere where I have been made welcome, 
and you will be glad to hear that I put to sea to-morrow night. 
And now you must drink me a prosperous voyage.” So we all 
stood up and drank the toast with honour, and that noble rum was 
like hot oil in my veins. 

After that Captain showed us some of the curiosities he had 
brought back from foreign parts, and we were greatly amazed, 
though afterwards I couldn’t clearly remember what they were. 
And then I found myself walking across the turnips with parson, 
and I was telling him of the glories of the deep that I had seen 
through the window of the ship. He turned on me severely. “If I 
were you, John Simmons,” he said, “I should go straight home to 
bed.” He has a way of putting things that wouldn’t occur to an 
ordinary man, has parson, and I did as he told me. 

Well, next day it came on to blow, and it blew harder and 
harder, till about eight o’clock at night I heard a noise and looked 
out into the garden. I dare say you won’t believe me, it seems a 
bit tall even to me, but the wind had lifted the thatch of my 
pigsty into the widow’s garden a second time. I thought I wouldn’t 
wait to hear what widow had to say about it, so I went across the 
green to the “Fox and Grapes,” and the wind was so strong that I 
danced along on tiptoe like a girl at the fair. When I got to the 
inn landlord had to help me shut the door, it seemed as though 
a dozen goats were pushing against it to come in out of the storm. 

“It’s a powerful tempest,” he said, drawing the beer. “I hear 
there’s a chimney down at Dickory End.” 

"It's a funny thing how these sailors know about the weather,” 
I answered. “When Captain said he was going to-night, I was 
thinking it would take a capful of wind to carry the ship back to 
sea, but now here’s more than a capful.” 

"Ah, yes,” said landlord, “it’s to-night he goes true enough, and, 
mind you, (hough he treated me handsome over the rent, I’m 
not sure it’s a loss to the village. I don’t hold with gen trice who 
fetch their drink from London instead of helping local traders to 
get their living.” 

"But you haven’t got any rum like his,” I said, to draw him out. 
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His neck grew red above his collar, and I was afraid I’d gone 
too far; but after a while he got his breath with a grunt. 

“John Simmons,” he said, “if you’ve come down here this 
windy night to talk a lot of fool’s talk, you’ve wasted a journey.” 

Well, of course, then I had to smooth him down with praising 
his rum, and Heaven forgive me for swearing it was better than 
Captain’s. For the like of that rum no living lips have tasted 
save mine and parson’s. But somehow or other I brought landlord 
round, and presently we must have a glass of his best to prove its 
quality. 

“Beat that if you can!” he cried, and we both raised our glasses 
to our mouths, only to stop halfway and look at each other in 
amaze. For the wind that had been howling outside like an out- 
rageous dog had all of a sudden turned as melodious as the carol- 
boys of a Christmas Eve. 

"Surely that’s not my Martha,” whispered landlord; Martha 
being his great-aunt that lived in the loft overhead. 

We went to the door, and the wind burst it open so that the 
handle was driven clean into the plaster of the wall. But we 
didn’t think about that at the time; for over our heads, sailing 
very comfortably through the windy stars, was the ship that had 
passed the summer in landlord’s field Her portholes and her 
bay window were blazing with lights, and there was a noise of 
singing and fiddling on her decks. “He’s gone,” shouted landlord 
above the storm, “and he’s taken half the village with himl” I 
could only nod in answer, not having lungs like bellows of leathei . 

In the morning we were able to measure the strength of the 
storm, and over and above my pigsty there was damage enough 
wrought in the village to keep us busy. True it is that the children 
had to break down no branches for the firing that autumn, since 
the wind had strewn the woods with more than they could carry 
away. Many of our ghosts were scattered abroad, but this time 
very few came back, all the young men having sailed with Cap- 
tain; and not only ghosts, for a poor half-witted lad was missing, 
and we reckoned that he had stowed himself away or perhaps 
shipped as cabin-boy, not knowing any better. 

What with the lamentations of the ghost-girls and the grum- 
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blings of families who had lost an ancestor, the village was up- 
set for a while, and the funny thing was that it was the folk who 
had complained most of the carryings-on of the youngsters, who 
made most noise now that they were gone. I hadn’t any sym- 
pathy with shoemaker or butcher, who ran about saying how 
much they missed their lads, but it made me grieve to hear the 
poor bereaved girls calling their lovers by name on the village 
green at nightfall. It didn’t seem fair to me that they should have 
lost their men a second time, after giving up life in order to 
join them, as like as not. Still, not even a spirit can be sorry for 
ever, and after a few months we made up our mind that the folk 
who had sailed in the ship were never coming back, and we didn’t 
talk about it any more. 

And then one day, I dare say it would be a couple of years 
after, when the whole business was quite forgotten, who should 
come trapesing along the road from Portsmouth but the daft lad 
who had gone away with the ship, without waiting till he was dead 
to become a ghost. You never saw such a boy as that in all your 
life. He had a great rusty cutlass hanging to a string at his waist, 
and he was tattooed all over in fine colours, so that even his face 
looked like a girl’s sampler. He had a handkerchief in his hand 
full of foreign shells and old-fashioned pieces of small money, 
very curious, and he walked up to the well outside his mother’s 
house and drew himself a drink as if he had been nowhere in 
particular. 

The worst of it was that he had come back as soft-headed as he 
went, and try as we might we couldn’t get anything reasonable 
out of him. He talked a lot of gibberish about keel-hauling and 
walking the plank and crimson murders— things which a decent 
tailor should know nothing about, so that it seemed to me that 
for all his manners Captain had been more of a pirate than a 
gentleman mariner. But to draw sense out of that boy was as hard 
as picking cjierries off a crab-tree. One silly tale he had that he 
kept on drifting back to, and to hear him you would have thought 
that it was the only thing that happened to him in his life. “We 
was at anchor,” he would say, "off an island called the Basket of 
Flowers, and the sailors had caught a lot of parrots and we were 
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teaching them to swear. Up and down the decks, up and down 
the decks, and the language they used was dreadful. Then we 
looked up and saw the masts of the Spanish ship outside the har- 
bour. Outside the harbour they were, so we threw the parrots 
into the sea and sailed out to fight. And all the parrots were 
drownded in the sea and the language they used was dreadful.” 
That’s the sort of boy he was, nothing but silly talk of parrots 
when we asked him about the fighting. And we never had a chance 
of teaching him better, for two days after he ran away again, and 
hasn’t been seen since. 

That's my story, and I assure you that things like that are hap- 
pening at Fairfield all the time. The ship has never come back, 
but somehow as people grow older they seem to think that one of 
these windy nights she’ll come sailing in over the hedges with all 
the lost ghosts on board Well, when she comes, she’ll be welcome. 
There’s one ghost-lass that has never grown tired of waiting for 
her lad to return. Every night you’ll see her out on the green, 
straining her poor eyes with looking for the mast-lights among 
the stars. A faithful lass you’d call her, and I’m thinking you’d be 
right. 

Landlord’s field wasn’t a penny the worse for the visit, but 
they do say that since then the turnips that have been grown in it 
have tasted of rum. 
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the barque Charlotte was on her way from Marseille to Athens, 
in grey weather, on a high sea, after three days’ heavy gale. A 
small sailor-boy, named Simon, stood on the wet, swinging deck, 
held on to a shroud, and looked up towards the drifting clouds, 
and to the upper top-gallant yard of the mam-mast. 

A bird, that had sought refuge upon the mast, had got her feet 
entangled in some loose tackle-yarn of the halliard, and, high up 
there, struggled to get free. The boy on the deck could see her 
wings flapping and her head turning from side to side. 

Through his own experience of life he had come to the convic- 
tion that in this world everyone must look after himself, and 
expect no help from others. But the mute, deadly fight kept him 
fascinated for more than an hour. He wondered what kind of 
bird it would be. These last days a number of birds had come to 
settle in the Barque’s rigging: swallows, quails, and a pair of 
peregrine falcons; he believed that this bird was a peregrine 
falcon. He remembered how, many years ago. in his own country 
and near his home, he had once seen a peregrine falcon quite 
close, sitting on a stone and flying straight up from it. Perhaps this 
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was the same bird. He thought: “That bird is like me. Then she 
was there, and now she is here.” 

At that a fellow-feeling rose in him, a sense of common tragedy; 
he stood looking at the bird with his heart in his mouth. There 
were none of the sailors about to make fun of him; he began to 
think out how he might go up by the shrouds to help the falcon 
out. He brushed his hair back and pulled up his sleeves, gave the 
deck round him a great glance, and climbed up. He had to stop a 
couple of times in the swaying rigging. 

It was indeed, he found when he got to the top of the mast, a 
peregrine falcon. As his head was on a level with hers, she gave 
up her struggle, and looked at him with a pair of angry, desperate, 
yellow eyes. He had to take hold of her with one hand while he got 
his knife out, and cut off the tackle-yam. He was scared as he 
looked down, but at the same time he felt that he had been or- 
dered up by nobody, but that this was his own venture, and this 
gave him a proud, steadying sensation, as if the sea and the sky, 
the ship, the bird and himself were all one. Just as he had freed 
the falcon, she hacked him in the thumb, so that the blood ran, 
and he nearly let her go. He grew angry with her, and gave her a 
clout on the head, then he put her inside his jacket, and climbed 
down again. 

When he reached the deck the mate and the cook were standing 
there, looking up; they roared to him to ask what he had had to 
do in the mast. He was so tired that the tears were in his eyes. He 
took the falcon out and showed her to them, and she kept still 
within his hands. They laughed and walked off. Simon set the 
falcon down, stood back and watched her. After a while he re- 
flected that she might not be able to get up from the slippery 
deck, so he caught her once more, walked away with her and 
placed her upon a bolt of canvas. A little after she began to trim 
her feathers, made two or three sharp jerks forward, and then 
suddenly flew off. The boy could follow her flight above the 
troughs of the grey sea. He thought: “There flies my falcon.” 

When the Charlotte came home, Simon signed aboard another 
ship, and two years later he was a light hand on the schooner 
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Hebe lying at Bocty, high up on the coast of Norway, to buy 
herrings. 

To the great herring-markets of Bod <j> ships came together from 
all corners of the world; here were Swedish, Finnish and Russian 
boats, a forest of masts, and on shore a turbulent, irregular dis- 
play of life, with many languages spoken, and mighty fights. On 
the shore booths had been set up, and the Lapps, small yellow 
people, noiseless in their movements, with watchful eyes, whom 
Simon had never seen before, came down to sell bead-einbroi- 
dered leather-goods. It was April, the sky and the sea were so clear 
that it was difficult to hold one’s eyes up against them— salt, in- 
finitely wide, and filled with bird-shrieks— as if someone were 
incessantly whetting invisible knives, on all sides, high up in 
Heaven. 

Simon was amazed at the lightness of these April evenings. He 
knew no geography, and did not assign it to the latitude, but he 
took it as a sign of an unwonted good-will in the Universe, a 
favour. Simon had been small for his age all his life, but this last 
winter he had grown, and had become strong of limb. That good 
luck, he felt, must spring from the very same source as the sweet 
ness of the weather, from a new benevolence in the world. He had 
been in need of such encouragement, for he was timid by nature; 
now he asked for no more. The rest he felt to be his own affair. He 
went about slowly, and proudly. 

One evening he was ashore with land-leave, and walked up to 
the booth of a small Russian trader, a Jew who sold gold watches. 
All the sailors knew that his watches were made from bad metal, 
and would not go, still they bought them, and paraded them 
about. Simon looked at these watches for a long time, but did not 
buy. The old Jew had divers goods in his shop, and amongst 
others a case of oranges. Simon had tasted oranges on his journeys; 
he bought one und took it with him. He meant to go up on a hill, 
from where he could see the sea, and suck it there. 

As he walked on, and had got to the outskiits of the place, he 
saw a little girl in a blue frock, standing at the other side of a 
fence and looking at him. She was thirteen or fourteen years old, 
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as slim as an eel, but with a round, clear, freckled face, and a pal* 
of long plaits. The two looked at one another. 

"Who are you looking out for?” Simon asked, to say some- 
thing. The girl’s face broke into an ecstatic, presumptuous smile. 
"For the man I am going to marry, of course,” she said. Some- 
thing in her countenance made the boy confident and happy, he 
grinned a little at her. “That will perhaps be me,” he said. “Ha, 
ha,” said the girl, “he is a few years older than you, I can tell you.” 
“Why,” said Simon, “you are not grown up yourself.” The little 
girl shook her head solemnly. “Nay,” she said, “but when I grow 
up I will be exceedingly beautiful, and wear brown shoes with 
heels, and a hat.” “Will you have an orange?” asked Simon, who 
could give her none of the things she had named. She looked at 
the orange and at him. “They are very good to eat,” said he. “Why 
do you not eat it yourself then?” she asked. “I have eaten so many 
already,” said he, “when I was in Athens. Here I had to pay a mark 
for it.” “What is your name?” asked she. “My name is Simon,” 
said he. “What is yours?” “Nora,” said the girl. “What do you 
want for your orange now, Simon?” 

When he heard his name in her mouth Simon grew bold. “Will 
you give me a kiss for the orange?” he asked. Nora looked at him 
gravely for a moment. “Yes,” she said, “I should not mind giving 
you a kiss.” He grew as warm as if he had been running quickly. 
When she stretched out her hand for the orange he took hold of 
it. At that moment somebody m the house called out for her. 
“That is my father,” said she, and tried to give him back the 
orange, but he would not take it. “Then come again tomorrow,” 
she said quickly, “then I will give you a kiss.” At that she slipped 
off. He stood and looked after her, and a little later went back to 
his ship. 

Simon was not in the habit of making plans for the future, and 
now he did not know whether he would be going back to her or 
not. * 

The following evening he had to stay aboard, as the other 
sailors were going ashore, and he did not mind that either. He 
meant to sit on the deck with the ship’s dog, Balthasar, and to 
practise upon a concertina that he had purchased some time ago 
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The pale evening was all round him, the sky was faintly roseate, 
the sea was quite calm, like milk-and-water, only in the wake of 
the boats going inshore it broke into streaks of vivid indigo. 
Simon sat and played; after a while his own music began to speak 
to him so strongly that he stopped, got up and looked upwards. 
Then he saw that the full moon was sitting high on the sky. 

The sky was so light that she hardly seemed needed there; it was 
as if she had turned up by a caprice of her own. She was round, 
demure and presumptuous. At that he knew that he must go 
ashore, whatever it was to cost him. But he did not know how to 
get away, since the others had taken the yawl with them. He stood 
on the deck for a long time, a small lonely figure of a sailor-boy 
on a boat, when he caught sight of a yawl coming in from a ship 
farther out, and hailed her. He found that it was the Russian 
crew from a boat named Anna, going ashore. When he could 
make himself understood to them, they took him with them; 
they first asked him for money for his fare, then, laughing, gave it 
back to him. He thought: “These people will be believing that I 
am going in to town, wenching.” And then he felt, with some 
pride, that they were right, although at the same time they were 
infinitely wrong, and knew nothing about anything. 

When they came ashore they invited him to come in and drink 
in their company, and he would not refuse, because they had 
helped him. One of the Russians was a giant, as big as a bear; he 
told Simon that his name was Ivan. He got drunk at once, and 
then fell upon the boy with a bearlike affection, pawed him, 
smiled and laughed into his face, made him a present of a gold 
watch chain, and kissed him on both cheeks. At that Simon re- 
flected that he also ought to give Nora a present when they met 
again, and as soon as he could get away from the Russians he 
walked up to a booth that he knew of, and bought a small blue 
silk handkerchief, the same colour as her eyes. 

It was Saturday evening, and there were many people amongst 
the houses; they came in long rows, some of them singing, all 
keen to have some fun that night. Simon, in the midst of this 
rich, bawling life under the clear moon, felt his head light with 
the flight from the ship and the strong drinks. He crammed the 

[ i ooa] 



The Sailor-Boy’s Tale 

handkerchief in his pocket; it was silk, which he had never 
touched before, a present for his girl. 

He could not remember the path up to Nora’s house, lost his 
way, and came back to where he had started. Then he grew 
deadly afraid that he should be too late, and began to run. In a 
small passage between two wooden huts he ran straight into a 
big man, and found that it was Ivan once more. The Russian 
folded his arms round him and held him. “Good! Good!” he cried 
in high glee, “I have found you, my little chicken. I have looked 
for you everywhere, and poor Ivan has wept because he lost his 
friend.” “Let me go, Ivan,” cried Simon. “Oho,” said Ivan, “I 
shall go with you and get you what you want. My heart and my 
money are all yours, all yours; I have been seventeen years old my- 
self, a little lamb of God, and I want to be so again tonight.” "Let 
me go,” cried Simon, “I am in a hurry.” Ivan held him so that it 
hurt, and patted him with his other hand. “I feel it, I feel it,” he 
said. “Now trust to me, my little friend. Nothing shall part you 
and me. I hear the others coming; we will have such a night to- 
gether as you will remember when you are an old grandpapa.” 

Suddenly he crushed the boy to him, like a bear that carries off 
a sheep The odious sensation of male bodily warmth and the bulk 
of a man close to him made the lean boy mad. He thought of 
Nora waiting, like a slender ship in the dim air, and of himself, 
here, in the hot embrace of a hairy animal He struck Ivan with all 
his might. “I shall kill you, Ivan,” he cried out, “if you do not let 
me go.” “Oh, you will be thankful to me later on,” said Ivan, and 
began to sing. Simon fumbled in his pocket for his knife, and got 
it opened. He could not lift his hand, but he drove the knife, 
furiously, in under the big man’s arm. Almost immediately he 
felt the blood spouting out, and running down in his sleeve. Ivan 
stopped short in the song, let go his hold of the boy and gave two 
long deep grunts. The next second he tumbled down on his knees. 
“Poor Ivan, poor Ivan,” he groaned. He fell stiafght on his face. 
At that moment Simon heard the other sailors coming along, 
singing, in the by-street. 

He stood still for a minute, wiped his knife, and watched the 
blood spread into a dark pool underneath the big body Then he 
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ran. As he stopped for a second to choose his way, he heard the 
sailors behind him scream out over their dead comrade. He 
thought: “I must get down to the sea, where I can wash my hand.” 
But at the same time he ran the other way. After a little while he 
found himself on the path that he had walked on the day before, 
and it seemed as familiar to him, as if he had walked it many hun- 
dred times in his life. 

He slackened his pace to look round, and suddenly saw Nora 
standing on the other side of the fence; she was quite close to him 
when he caught sight of her in the moonlight. Wavering and out 
of breath he sank down on his knees. For a moment he could not 
speak. The little girl looked down at him. “Good evening, 
Simon,” she said in her small coy voice. “I have waited for you a 
long time,” and after a moment she added: “I have eaten your 
orange.” 

"Oh, Nora,” cried the boy. “I have killed a man.” She stared at 
him, but did not move. “Why did you kill a man?” she asked after 
a moment. “To get here,” said Simon. “Because he tried to stop 
me. But he was my friend.” Slowly he got on to his feet. “He loved 
me!” the boy cried out, and at that burst into tears. “Yes,” said she 
slowly and thoughtfully. “Yes, because you must be here in time.” 
“Can you hide me?” he asked. “For they are after me.” “Nay,” 
said Nora, “I cannot hide you. For my father is the parson here 
at Bod<£, and he would be sure to hand you over to them, if he 
knew that you had killed a man.” “Then,” said Simon, “give me 
something to wipe my hands on.” “What is the matter with your 
hands?” she asked, and took a little step foiward. He stretched 
out his hands to her. “Is that your own blood?” she asked. “No,” 
said he, “it is his.” She took the step back again. “Do you hate 
me now?” he asked. “No, I do not hate you,” said she. “But do 
put your hands at your back.” 

As he did so she came up close to him, at the other side of the 
fence, and clasped her arms round his neck. She pressed her young 
body to his, and kissed him tenderly. He felt her face, cool as the 
moonlight, upon his own, and when she released him, his head 
swam, and he did not know if the kiss had lasted a second or an 
hour. Nora «tood up straight, her eyes wide open. “Now,” she said 
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slowly and proudly, “I promise you that I will never marry any- 
body, as long as I live.” The boy kept standing with his hands on 
his back, as if she had tied them there. “And now,” she said, “you 
must run, for they are coming.” They looked at one another. “Do 
not forget Nora,” said she. He turned and ran. 

He leapt over a fence, and when he was down amongst the 
houses he walked. He did not know at all where to go. As he came 
to a house, from where music and noise streamed out, he slowly 
went through the door. The room was full of people; they were 
dancing in here. A lamp hung from the ceiling, and shone down 
on them; the air was thick and brown with the dust rising from 
the floor. There were some women in the room, but many of the 
men danced with each other, and gravely or laughingly stamped 
the floor. A moment after Simon had come in the crowd withdrew 
to the walls to clear the floor for two sailors, who were showing a 
dance from their own country. 

Simon thought: "Now, very soon, the men from the boat will 
come round to look for their comrade’s murderer, and from my 
hands they will know that I have done it.” These five minutes 
during which he stood by the wall of the dancing-room, in the 
midst of the gay, sweating dancers, were of great significance to 
the boy. He himself felt it, as if during this time he grew up, and 
became like other people. He did not entreat his destiny, nor 
complain. Here he was, he had killed a man, and had kissed a 
girl. He did not demand any more from life, nor did life now 
demand more from him. He was Simon, a man like the men round 
him, and going to die, as all men are going to die. 

He only became aware of what was going on outside him, when 
he saw that a woman had come in, and was standing in the midst 
of the cleared floor, looking round her. She was a short, broad old 
woman, in the clothes of the Lapps, and she took her stand with 
such majesty and fierceness as if she owned the whole place. It 
was obvious that most of the people knew her, and,were a little 
afraid of her, although a few laughed; the din of the dancing- 
room stopped when she spoke. 

“Where is my son?” she asked in a high shrill voice, like z 
bird’s. The next moment her eyes fell on Simon himself, and she 
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steered through the crowd, which opened up before her, stretched 
out her old skinny, dark hand, and took him by the elbow. “Come 
home with me now,” she said. “You need not dance here tonight. 
You may be dancing a high enough dance soon.” 

Simon drew back, for he thought that she was drunk. But as she 
looked him straight in the face with her yellow eyes, it seemed to 
him that he had met her before, and that he might do well in lis- 
tening to her. The old woman pulled him with her across the 
floor, and he followed her without a word. “Do not birch your boy 
too badly, Sunniva,” one of the men in the room cried to her. 
“He has done no harm, he only wanted to look at the dance." 

At the same moment as they came out through the door, there 
was an alarm in the street, a flock of people came running down it, 
and one of them, as he turned into the house, knocked against 
Simon, looked at him and the old woman, and ran on. 

While the two walked along the street, the old woman lifted up 
her skirt, and put the hem of it into the boy’s hand. "Wipe your 
hand on my skirt,” she said. They had not gone far before they 
came to a small wooden house, and stopped; the door to it was so 
low that they must bend to get through it. As the Lapp woman 
went in before Simon, still holding on to his arm, the boy looked 
up for a moment. The night had grown misty; there was a wide 
ring round the moon. 

The old woman’s room was narrow and dark, with but one 
small window to it; a lantern stood on the floor and lighted it up 
dimly. It was all filled with reindeer skins and wolf skins, and with 
reindeer horn, such as the Lapps use to make their carved buttons 
and knife-handles, and the air in here was rank and stifling. As 
soon as they were in, the woman turned to Simon, took hold of 
his head, and with her crooked fingers parted his hair and combed 
it down in Lapp fashion. She clapped a Lapp cap on him and stood 
back to glance at him. “Sit down on my stool, now,” she said. “But 
first take ouf. your knife.” She was so commanding in voice and 
manner that the boy could not but choose to do as she told him; he 
sat down on the stool, and he could not take his eyes off her face, 
which was flat and brown, and as if smeared with dirt in its net 
of fine wrinkles. As he sat there he heard many people come along 
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outside, and stop by the house; then someone knocked at the 
door, waited a moment and knocked again. The old woman 
stood and listened, as still as a mouse. 

"Nay,” said the boy and got up. "This is no good, for it is me 
that they are after. It will be better for you to let me go out to 
them.” “Give me your knife,” said she. When he handed it to her, 
she stuck it straight into her thumb, so that the blood spouted out, 
and she let it drip all over her skirt. “Come in, then,” she cried. 

The door opened, and two of the Russian sailors came and 
stood in the opening; there were more people outside. “Has any- 
body come in here?” they asked. “We are after a man who has 
killed our mate, but he has run away from us. Have you seen or 
heard anybody this way?” The old Lapp woman turned upon 
them, and her eyes shone like gold in the lamplight. “Have I 
seen or heard anyone?” she cried, “I have heard you shriek mur 
der all over the town. You frightened me, and my poor silly boy 
there, so that I cut my thumb as I was ripping the skin-rug that I 
sew. The boy is too scared to help me, and the tug is all ruined. 
I shall make you pay me for that. If you are looking for a mur- 
derer, come in and search my house for me, and I shall know you 
when we meet again.” She was so furious that she danced where 
she stood, and jerked her head like an angry bird of prey. 

The Russian came in, looked round the room, and at her and 
her blood-stained hand and skirt. “Do not put a curse on us now, 
Sunniva,” he said timidly. “We know that you can do many 
things when you like. Here is a mark to pay you for the blood you 
have spilled.” She stretched out her hand, and he placed a piece 
of money in it. She spat on it. “Then go, and there shall be no 
bad blood between us,” said Sunniva, and shut the door after 
them. She stuck her thumb in her mouth, and chuckled a little. 

The boy got up from his stool, stood straight up before her and 
stared into her face. He felt as if he were swaying high up in the 
air, with but a small hold. “Why have you helped nje?” he asked 
her. "Do you not know?” she answered. “Have you not recog- 
nised me yet? But you will remember the peregrine falcon which 
was caught in the tackle-yam of your boat, the Charlotte, as she 
sailed in the Mediterranean. That day you climbed up by the 
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shrouds of the top-gallantmast to help her out, in a stiff wind, and 
with a high sea. That falcon was me. We Lapps often fly in such a 
manner, to see the world. When I first met you I was on my way 
to Africa, to see my younger sister and her children. She is a 
falcon too, when she chooses. By that time she was living at 
Takaunga, within an old ruined tower, which down there they 
call a minaret.” She swathed a comer of her skirt round her 
thumb, and bit at it. “We do not forget,” she said. “I hacked your 
thumb, when you took hold of me; it is only fair that I should 
cut my thumb for you tonight.” 

She came close to him, and gently rubbed her two brown, claw- 
like fingers against his forehead. "So you are a boy,” she said, 
“who will kill a man rather than be late to meet your sweetheart? 
We hold together, the females of this earth. I shall mark your 
forehead now, so that the girls will know of that, when they look 
at you, and they will like you for it.” She played with the boy’s 
hair, and twisted it round her finger. 

“Listen now, my little bird,” said she. “My great grandson’s 
brother-in-law is lying with his boat by the landing-place at this 
moment; he is to take a consignment of skins out to a Danish boat. 
He will bring you back to your boat, m time, before your mate 
comes. The Hebe is sailing tomorrow morning, is it not so? But 
when you are aboard, give him back my cap for me.” She took up 
his knife, wiped it in her skirt and handed it to him. “Here is your 
knife,” she said. “You will stick it into no more men; you will not 
need to, for from now you will sail the seas like a faithful seaman. 
We have enough trouble with our sons as it is.” 

The bewildered boy began to stammer his thanks to her. 
“Wait,” said she, “I shall make you a cup of coffee, to bring back 
your wits, while I wash your jacket ” She went and rattled an old 
copper kettle upon the fireplace. After a while she handed him a 
hot, strong, black drink in a cup without a handle to it. “You 
have drunk vyitfi Sunniva now,” she said; “you have drunk down 
a little wisdom, so that in the future all your thoughts shall not 
fall like raindrops into the salt sea.” 

When he had finished and set down the cup, she led him to the 
door and opened it for him. He was surprised to see that it was 
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almost clear morning. The house was so high up that the boy 
could see the sea from it, and a milky mist about it. He gave her 
his hand to say good-bye. 

She stared into his face. “We do not forget,” she said. “And 
you, you knocked me on the head there, high up in the mast. I 
shall give you that blow back.” With that she smacked him on the 
ear as hard as she could, so that his head swam. “Now we are 
quits,” she said, gave him a great, mischievous, shining glance, 
and a little push down the doorstep, and nodded to him. 

In this way the sailor-boy got back to his ship, which was to 
sail the next morning, and lived to tell the story. 
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H. P. LOVECRAFT 


1890-1937 

The Rats in the Walls 


H. P. Love craft was bom in Providence, Rhode Island. By nature he was a recluse 
and he lived by preference the life of a scholar His specialty was the colonial 
pertod of New England 

Although his stories were widely circulated among the readers of the pulp 
mystery and horror magazines during hts Itfetime , they were neglected m other 
Circles that should also have welcomed them for their originality and their grue 
some terror Finally, in 1939, Arkham House— named for the Massachusetts city 
which he tnvented and which appears in so many of hts stories— brought out a 
handsome volume of hts collected tales, under the title of The Outsider and Others. 

In certain of his stories he dexteloped and built up a whole new body of myth 
It became known as the Cthulhu Mythology, after “The Call of Cthulhu ” the 
story tn which it first originated, and it was utilized, and even added to, by other 
writers, with LoveciafVs permission " All my stories ” he once wrote, “uncon- 
nected as they may be, are based on the fundamental lore or legend that this 
world was inhabited at one time by another race who, in practicing black magic, 
lost thetr foothold and were expelled, yet live on outside, ever ready to take 
possession of this earth again ** 

It is perfectly obvious how similar this is to the idea behind much of Arthur 
M achen*s work, and it was tn fact Machen, among all the writers of terror stories, 
whom Lovecraft most admired But whereas Machen drew upon the rich memories 
of anctent mysteries in his native Wales, Lovecraft naturally set most of hts stories 
against a background of the rugged hills of Vermont and Western Massachusetts. 
And he preferred to depict them as moody and grim and old— their sparse soil 
prematurely depleted of all its youthful strength 

It is a splendid setting for a tale of terror, and “The Dunwich Horror " is a 
splendid story So is “The Rats m the Walls," though in telling it the author 
deserted New for Old England. 


on july 16, 1923 , 1 moved into Exham Priory after the last work- 
man had finished his labors. The restoration had been a stu- 
pendous task, for little had remained of the deserted pile but a 
shell-like ruin; yet because it had been the seat of my ancestors, I 
let no expense deter me. The place had not been inhabited since 
the reign of James the First, when a tragedy of intensely hideous, 
though largely unexplained, nature had struck down the master, 
five of his children, and several servants; and driven forth under a 
cloud of suspicion and terror the third son, my lineal progenitor 
and the only survivor of the abhorred line. 

With this sole heir denounced as a murderer, the estate had 
reverted to the crown, nor had the accused man made any attempt 
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to exculpate himself or regain his property. Shaken by some 
horror greater than that of conscience or the law, and expressing 
only a frantic wish to exclude the ancient edifice from his sight 
and memory, Walter de la Poer, eleventh Baron Exham, fled to 
Virginia and there founded the family which by the next century 
had become known as Delapore. 

Exham Priory had remained untenanted, though later allotted 
to die estates of the Norrys family and much studied because of its 
peculiarly composite architecture; an architecture involving 
Gothic towers resting on a Saxon or Romanesque substructure, 
whose foundation in turn was of a still earlier order or blend of 
orders— Roman, and even Druidic or native Cymric, if legends 
speak truly. This foundation was a very singular thing, being 
merged on one side with the solid limestone of the precipice from 
whose brink the priory overlooked a desolate valley three miles 
west of the village of Anchester. 

Architects and antiquarians loved to examine this strange relic 
of forgotten centuries, but the country folk hated it. They had 
hated it hundreds of years before, when my ancestors lived there, 
and they hated it now, with the moss and mould of abandonment 
on it. I had not been a day in Anchester before I knew I came of 
an accursed house. And this week workmen ha\e blown up 
Exham Priory, and are busy obliterating the traces of its founda- 
tions. The bare statistics of my ancestry I had always known, to- 
gether with the fact that my first American forbear had come to 
the colonies under a strange cloud. Of details, however, I had 
been kept wholly ignorant through the policy of reticence always 
maintained by the Delapores. Unlike our planter neighbors, we 
seldom boasted of crusading ancestors or other mediaeval and 
Renaissance heroes; nor was any kind of tradition handed down 
except what may have been recorded in the sealed envelope left 
before the Civil War by every squire to his eldest son for post- 
humous opening. The glories we cherished weie tlyjse achieved 
since the migration; the glories of a proud and honorable, if some- 
what reserved and unsocial Virginia line. 

During the war our fortunes were extinguished and our whole 
existence changed by the burning of Carfax, our home on the 
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banks of the James. My grandfather, advanced in years, had 
perished in that incendiary outrage, and with him the envelope 
that bound us all to the past. I can recall that fire today as 1 saw 
it then at the age of seven, with the Federal soldiers shouting, the 
women screaming, and the Negroes howling and praying. My 
father was in the army, defending Richmond, and after many 
formalities my mother and I were passed through the lines to 
join him. 

When the war ended we all moved north, whence my mother 
had come; and I grew to manhood, middle age, and ultimate 
wealth as a stolid Yankee. Neither my father nor I ever knew what 
our hereditary envelope had contained, and as I merged into the 
greyness of Massachusetts business life I lost all interest in the 
mysteries which evidently lurked far back in my family tree. Had 
I suspected their nature, how gladly I would have left Exham 
Priory to its moss, bats and cobwebs I 

My father died in 1904, but without any message to leave to 
me, or to my only child, Alfred, a motherless boy of ten. It was this 
boy who reversed the order of family information, for although 
l could give him only jesting conjectures about the past, he wrote 
me of some very interesting ancestral legends when the late war 
took him to England in 1917 as an aviation officer. Apparently 
the Delapores had a colorful and perhaps sinister history, for a 
friend of my son’s, Capt. Edward Norrys of the Royal Flying 
Corps, dwelt near the family seat at Anchester and related some 
peasant superstitions which few novelists could equal for wildness 
and incredibility. Norrys himself, of course, did not take them 
seriously; but they amused my son and made good material for 
his letters to me. It was this legendry which definitely turned my 
attention to my transatlantic heritage, and made me resolve to 
purchase and restore the family seat which Norrys showed to 
Alfred in its picturesque desertion, and offered to get for him 
at a surprisingly reasonable figure, since his own uncle was the 
present owner. 

I bought Exham Priory in 1918, but was almost immediately 
distracted from my plans of restoration by the return of my son 

[1012] 



The Rats in the Walls 

as a maimed invalid. During the two years that he lived I thought 
of nothing but his care, having even placed my business under 
the direction of partners. 

In 1 92 1 , as I found myself bereaved and aimless, a retired manu- 
facturer no longer young, I resolved to divert my remaining years 
with my new possession. Visiting Anchester in December, I was 
entertained by Capt. Norrys, a plump, amiable young man who 
had thought much of my son, and secured his assistance in gather- 
ing plans and anecdotes to guide in the coming restoration. Ex- 
ham Priory itself I saw without emotion, a jumble of tottering 
mediaeval ruins covered with lichens and honeycombed with 
rooks’ nests, perched perilously upon a precipice, and denuded of 
floors or other interior features save the stone walls of the sepa- 
rate towers. 

As I gradually recovered the image of the edifice as it had been 
when my ancestors left it over three centuries before, I began to 
hire workmen for the reconstruction. In every case I was forced 
to go outside the immediate locality, for the Anchester villagers 
had an almost unbelievable fear and hatred of the place. This 
sentiment was so great that it was sometimes communicated to 
the outside laborers, causing numerous desertions; whilst its 
scope appeared to include both the priory and its ancient family. 

My son had told me that he was somewhat avoided during his 
visits because he was a de la Poer, and I now found myself subtly 
ostracised for a like reason until I convinced the peasants how 
little I knew of my heritage. E\en then they sullenly disliked me, 
so that I had to collect most of the \ lllage traditions through the 
mediation of Norrys. What the people could not forgive, perhaps, 
was that I had come to restore a symbol so abhorrent to them; for, 
rationally or not, they viewed Exham Priory as nothing less than 
a haunt of fiends and werewolves. 

Piecing together the tales which Norrys collected for me, and 
supplementing them with the accounts of several savants who had 
studied the ruins, I deduced that Exham Priory stood on the site 
of a prehistoric temple; a Druidical or ante-Druidical thing which 
must have been contemporary with Stonehenge. That indescrib- 
able rites had been celebrated there, few doubted, and there were 



Tales of the Supernatural 

unpleasant tales of the transference of these rites into the Cybele- 
worship which the Romans had introduced. 

Inscriptions still visible in the subcellar bore such unmistak- 
able letters as “DIV . . . OPS . . . MAGNA. MAT . . .’’sign 
of the Magna Mater whose dark worship was once vainly forbid- 
den to Roman citizens. Anchester had been the camp of the third 
Augustan legion, as many remains attest, and it was said that the 
temple of the Cybele was splendid and thronged with worshippers 
who performed nameless ceremonies at the bidding of a Phrygian 
priest. Tales added that the fall of the old religion did not end 
the orgies at the temple, but that the priests lived on in the new 
faith without real change. Likewise was it said that the rites did 
not vanish with the Roman power, and that certain among the 
Saxons added to what remained of the temple, and gave it the 
essential outline it subsequently preserved, making it the center 
of a cult feared through half the heptarchy. About 1000 a . d . the 
place is mentioned in a chronicle as being a substantial stone 
priory housing a strange and powerful monastic order and sur- 
rounded by extensive gardens which needed no walls to exclude a 
frightened populace. It was never destroyed by the Danes, though 
after the Norman Conquest it must have declined tremendously; 
since there was no impediment when Henry the Third granted 
the site to my ancestor, Gilbert de la Poer, First Baron Exham, in 
1261. 

Of my family before this date there is no evil report, but some- 
thing strange must have happened then. In one chronicle there is 
a reference to a de la Poer as “cursed of God” in 1307, whilst vil- 
lage legendry had nothing but evil and frantic fear to tell of the 
castle that went up on the foundations of the old temple and 
priory. The fireside tales were of the most grisly description, all 
the ghastlier because of their frightened reticence and cloudy 
evasiveness. They represented my ancestors as a race of hereditary 
daemons besidfc whom Gilles de Retz and the Marquis de Sade 
would seem the veriest tyros, and hinted whisperingly at their 
responsibility for the occasional disappearances of villagers 
through several generations. 

The worst characters, apparently, were the barons and their 
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direct heirs; at least, most was whispered about these. If of health- 
ier inclinations, it was said, an heir would early and mysteriously 
die to make way for another more typical scion. There seemed to 
be an inner cult in the family, presided over by the head of the 
house, and sometimes closed except to a few members. Tempera- 
ment rather than ancestry was evidently the basis of this cult, for 
it was entered by several who married into the family. Lady Mar- 
garet Trevor from Cornwall, wife of Godfrey, the second son of 
the fifth baron, became a favorite bane of children all over the 
countryside, and the daemon heroine of a particularly horrible 
old ballad not yet extinct near the Welsh border. Preserved in 
balladry, too, though not illustrating the same point, is the 
hideous tale of Lady Mary de la Poer, who shortly after her mar- 
riage to the Earl of Shrewsfield was killed by him and his mother, 
both of the slayers being absolved and blessed by the priest to 
whom they confessed what they dared not repeat to the world. 

These myths and ballads, typical as they were of crude supersti- 
tion, repelled me greatly. Their persistence, and their application 
to so long a line of my ancestors, were especially annoying; whilst 
the imputations of monstrous habits proved unpleasantly remi- 
niscent of the one known scandal of my immediate forbears— the 
case of my cousin, young Randolph Delapore of Carfax, who went 
among the Negroes and became a voodoo priest after he returned 
from the Mexican War. 

I was much less disturbed by the vaguer tales of wails and howl- 
ings in the barren, windswept valley beneath the limestone cliff; 
of the graveyard stenches after the spi ing rains; of the flounder- 
ing, squealing white thing on which Sir John Clave's horse had 
trod one night in a lonely field, and of the servant who had gone 
mad at what he saw in the priory in the full light of day. These 
things were hackneyed spectral lore, and I was at that time a pn> 
nounced skeptic. The accounts of vanished peasants were lest, 
to be dismissed, though not especially significant in view of 
mediaeval custom. Prying curiosity meant death, and more than 
one severed head had been publicly shown on the bastions— now 
effaced— around Exham Priory. 

A few of the tales were exceedingly picturesque, and made 
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me wish I had learnt more of comparative mythology in my 
youth. There was, for instance, the belief that a legion of bat- 
winged devils kept witches’ sabbath each night at the priory— a 
legion whose sustenance might explain the disproportionate 
abundance of coarse vegetables harvested in the vast gardens. 
And, most vivid of all, there was the dramatic epic of the rats— 
the scampering army of obscene vermin which had burst forth 
from the castle three months after the tragedy that doomed it 
to desertion— the lean, filthy, ravenous army which had swept all 
before it and devoured fowl, cats, dogs, hogs, sheep, and even two 
hapless human beings before its fury was spent. Around that un- 
forgettable rodent army a whole separate cycle of myths revolves, 
for it scattered among the village homes and brought curses and 
horrors m its train. 

Such was the lore that assailed me as I pushed to completion, 
with an elderly obstinacy, the work of restoring my ancestral 
home. It must not be imagined for a moment that these tales 
formed my principal psychological emironment. On the other 
hand, I was constantly praised and encouraged by Capt. Noriys 
and the antiquarians who surrounded and aided me. When the 
task was done, over two years after its commencement, I viewed 
the great rooms, wainscotted walls, vaulted ceilings, mullioned 
windows, and broad staircases with a pride which fully com- 
pensated for the piodigious expense of the restoration. 

Every attribute of the Middle Ages was cunningly reproduced, 
and the new parts blended perfectly with the original walls and 
foundation. The seat of my fathers was complete, and I looked 
forward to redeeming at last the local fame of the line which 
ended in me. I would reside here permanently, and prove that a 
de la Poer (for I had adopted again the original spelling of the 
name) need not be a fiend. My comfort was perhaps augmented by 
the fact that, although Exham Priory was mediaevally fitted, its 
interior was in truth wholly new and free from old vermin and 
old ghosts alike. 

As I have said, I moved in on July 16, 1923. My household con- 
sisted of seven servants and nine cats, of which latter species I am 
particularly fond. My eldest cat, “Nigger-Man," was seven years 
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old and had come with me from my home in Bolton, Massachu* 
setts; the others I had accumulated whilst living with Capt 
Norrys’ family during the restoration of the priory. 

For five days our routine proceeded with the utmost placidity, 
my time being spent mostly in the codification of old family 
data. I had now obtained some very circ um stantial accounts of 
the final tragedy and flight of Walter de la Poer, which I con- 
ceived to be the probable contents of the hereditary paper lost 
in the fire at Carfax. It appeared that my ancestor was accused 
with much reason of having killed all the other members of his 
household, except four servant confederates, in their sleep, about 
two weeks after a shocking discovery which changed his whole 
demeanor, but which, except by implication, he disclosed to no 
one save perhaps the servants who assisted him and afterward 
fled beyond reach. 

This deliberate slaughter, which included a father, three 
brothers, and two sisters, was largely condoned by the villagers, 
and so slackly treated by the law that its perpetrator escaped hon- 
ored, unharmed, and undisguised to Virginia; the general whis- 
pered sentiment being that he had purged the land of an immemo- 
rial curse. What discovery had piompted an act so terrible, I 
could scarcely even conjecture. Walter de la Poer must have 
known for years the sinister tales about his family, so that this 
material could have given him no fresh impulse. Had he, then, 
witnessed some appalling ancient rite, or stumbled upon some 
frightful and revealing symbol in the priory or its vicinity? He was 
reputed to have been a shy, gentle youth in England. In Virginia 
he seemed not so much hard or bitter as harassed and apprehen- 
sive. He was spoken of in the diary of another gentleman adven- 
turer, Francis Harley of Bellview, as a man of unexampled justice, 
honor, and delicacy. 

On July 22 occurred the first incident which, though lightly 
dismissed at the time, takes on a preternatural significance in 
relation to later events. It was so simple as to be almost negligible, 
and could not possibly have been noticed under the circum- 
stances; for it must be recalled that since I was in a building prac- 
tically fresh and new except for the walls, and surrounded by a 
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well-balanced staff of servitors, apprehension would have been 
absurd despite the locality. 

What I afterward remembered is merely this— that my old 
black cat, whose moods I know so well, was undoubtedly alert 
and anxious to an extent wholly out of keeping with his natural 
character. He roved from room to room, restless and disturbed, 
and sniffed constantly about the walls which formed part of the 
Gothic structure. I realize how trite this sounds— like the inevi- 
table dog in the ghost story, which always growls before his master 
sees the sheeted figure— yet I cannot consistently suppress it. 

The following day a servant complained of restlessness among 
all the cats in the house. He came to me in my study, a lofty west 
room on the second story, with groined arches, black oak panel- 
ling, and a triple Gothic window overlooking the limestone cliff 
and desolate valley; and even as he spoke I saw the jetty form of 
Nigger-Man creeping along the west wall and scratching at the 
new panels which overlaid the ancient stone. 

I told the man that there must be some singular odor or emana- 
tion from the old stonework, imperceptible to human senses, but 
affecting the delicate organs of cats even through the new wood- 
work. This I truly believed, and when the fellow suggested the 
presence of mice or rats, I mentioned that there had been no rats 
there for three hundred years, and that even the field mice of the 
surrounding country could hardly be found in these high walls, 
where they had never been known to stray. That afternoon I 
called on Capt. Norrys, and he assured me that it would be quite 
incredible for field mice to infest the priory in such a sudden and 
unprecedented fashion. 

That night, dispensing as usual with a valet, I retired in the 
west tower chamber which I had chosen as my own, reached from 
the study by a stone staircase and short gallery— the former partly 
ancient, the lattfcr entirely restored. This room was circular, very 
high, and without wainscotting, being hung with arras which I 
had myself chosen in London. 

Seeing that Nigger-Man was with me, I shut the heavy Gothic 
door and retired by the light of the electric bulbs which so cleverly 
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counterfeited candles, finally switching off the light and sinking 
on the carved and canopied fourposter, with the venerable cat in 
his accustomed place across my feet. I did not draw the curtains, 
but gazed out at the narrow north window which I faced. There 
was a suspicion of aurora in the sky, and the delicate traceries of 
the window were pleasantly silhouetted. 

At some time I must have fallen quietly asleep, for I recall a 
distinct sense of leaving strange dreams, when the cat started 
violently from his placid position. I saw him in the faint auroral 
glow, head strained forward, forefeet on my ankles, and hind feel 
stretched behind. He was looking intensely at a point on the 
wall somewhat west of the window, a point which to my eye had 
nothing to mark it, but toward which all my attention was now 
directed. 

And as I watched, I knew that Nigger-Man was not vainly ex- 
cited. Whether the arras actually moved I cannot say. I think it 
did, very slightly. But what I can swear to is that behind it I heard 
a low, distinct scurrying as of rau or mice. In a moment the cat 
had jumped bodily on the screening tapestry, bringing the af- 
fected section to the floor with his weight, and exposing a damp, 
ancient wall of stone; patched here and there by the restorers, 
and devoid of any trace of rodent prowlers. 

Nigger-Man raced up and down the floor by this part of the 
wall, clawing the fallen arras and seemingly trying at times to 
insert a paw between the wall and the oaken floor. He found 
nothing, and after a time returned wearily to his place across my 
feet. I had not moved, but I did not sleep again that night. 

In the morning I questioned all the seivants, and found that 
none of them had noticed anything unusual, save that the cook 
remembered the actions of a cat winch had rested on her window- 
sill. This cat had howled at some unknown hour of the night, 
awaking the cook in time for her to see him dart purposefully out 
of the open door down the stairs. I drowsed away the noontime, 
and in the afternoon called again on Capt. Norrys, who became 
exceedingly interested in what I told him. The odd incidents— 
so slight yet so curious— appealed to his sense of the picturesque, 
and elicited from him a number of reminscences of local ghostly 
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lore. We were genuinely perplexed at the presence of rats, and 
Norrys lent me some traps and Paris green, which I had the 
servants place in strategic localities when I returned. 

I retired early, being very sleepy, but was harassed by dreams of 
the most horrible sort. I seemed to be looking down from an 
immense height upon a twilit grotto, knee-deep with filth, where 
a white-bearded daemon swineherd drove about with his staff a 
flock of fungous, flabby beasts whose appearance filled me with 
unutterable loathing. Then, as the swineherd paused and nodded 
over his task, a mighty swarm of rats rained down on the stinking 
abyss and fell to devouring beasts and man alike. 

From this terrific vision I was abruptly awaked by the motions 
of Nigger-Man, who had been sleeping as usual across my feet. 
This time I did not have to question the source of his. snarls and 
hisses, and of the fear which made him sink his claws into my 
ankle, unconscious of their effect; for on every side of the cham- 
ber the walls were alive with nauseous sound— the verminous 
slithering of ravenous, gigantic rats. There was now no aurora 
to show the state of the arras— the fallen section of which had been 
replaced— but I was not too frightened to switch on the light. 

As the bulbs leapt into radiance I saw a hideous shaking all 
over the tapestry, causing the somewhat peculiar designs to exe- 
cute a singular dance of death. This motion disappeared almost 
at once, and the sound with it. Springing out of bed, I poked at 
the arras with the long handle of a warming-pan that rested near, 
and lifted one section to see what lay beneath. There was noth- 
ing but the patched stone wall, and even the cat had lost his tense 
realization of abnormal presences. When I examined the circular 
trap that had been placed in the room, I found all of the openings 
sprung, though no trace remained of what had been caught and 
had escaped. 

Further sleepiwas out of the question, so, lighting a candle, 1 
opened the door and went out in the gallery toward the stairs to 
my study, Nigger-Man following at my heels. Before we had 
reached the stone steps, however, the cat darted ahead of me and 
vanished down the ancient flight. As I descended the stairs myself, 
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I became suddenly aware of sounds in the great room below; 
sounds of a nature which could not be mistaken. 

The oak-paneled walls were alive with rats, scampering and 
milling, whilst Nigger-Man was racing about with the fury of a 
baffled hunter. Reaching the bottom, I switched on the light, 
which did not this time cause the noise to subside. The rats con- 
tinued theirriot, stampeding with such force and distinctness that 
I could finally assign to their motions a definite direction. These 
creatures, in numbers apparently inexhaustible, were engaged in 
one stupendous migration from inconceivable heights to some 
depth conceivably or inconceivably below. 

I now heard steps in the corridor, and in another moment two 
servants pushed open the massive door. Thev were searching the 
house for some unknown source of disturbance which had thrown 
all the cats into a snarling panic and caused them to plunge pre- 
cipitately down sevem 1 flights of stairs and squat, yowling, before 
the closed door to the sub-cellar. I asked them if they had heard 
the rats, but they replied in the negative. And when I turned to 
call their attention to the sounds in the panels, I realized that the 
noise had ceased. 

With the two men, I went down to the door of the sub-cellar, 
but found the cats already dispersed Later I resolved to explore 
the crypt below, but for the present I merely made a round of the 
traps. All were sprung, yet all were tenantless. Satisfying myself 
that no one had heard the rats save the felines and me I sat in my 
study till morning, thinking profoundly and recalling every scrap 
of legend I had unearthed concerning the building I inhabited. 

I slept some in the forenoon, leaning back in the one comfort- 
able library chair which my mediaeval plan of furnishing could 
not banish. Later I telephoned to Captain Norrys, who came over 
and helped me explore the sub-cellar. 

Absolutely nothing untoward was found, although we could 
not repress a thrill at the knowledge that this vault was built by 
Roman hands. Every low aich and massive pillar was Roman— not 
the debased Romanesque of the bungling Saxons, but the severe 
and harmonious classicism of the age of the Caesars; indeed, the 
walls abounded with inscriptions familiar to the antiquarians 
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Who had repeatedly explored the place— things like “P. GETAE. 
PROP . . . TEMP . . . DONA . . and “L. PRAEC ... VS 
PONTIFI . . . ATYS. . . .” 

The reference to Atys made me shiver, for I had read Catullus 
and knew something of the hideous rites of the Eastern god, whose 
worship was so mixed with that of Cybele. Norrys and I, by the 
light of lanterns, tried to interpret the odd and nearly effaced de- 
signs on certain irregularly rectangular blocks of stone generally 
held to be altars, but could make nothing of them. We remem- 
bered that one pattern, a sort of rayed sun, was held by students 
to imply a non-Roman origin, suggesting that these altars had 
merely been adopted by the Roman priests from some older and 
perhaps aboriginal temple on the same site. On one of these 
blocks were some brown stains which made me wonder. The 
largest, in the center of the room, had certain features on the 
upper surface which indicated its connection with fire— probably 
burnt offerings. 

Such were the sights in that crypt before whose door the cats 
howled, and where Norrys and I now determined to pass the 
night. Couches were brought down by the servants, who were 
told not to mind any nocturnal actions of the cats, and Nigger- 
Man was admitted as much for help as for companionship. We 
decided to keep die great oak door— a modern replica with slits 
for ventilation— tightly closed; and, with this attended to, we re- 
tired with lanterns still burning to await whatever might occur. 

The vault was very deep in the foundations of the priory, and 
undoubtedly far down on the face of the beetling limestone cliff 
overlooking the waste valley. That it had beer the goal of the 
scuffling and unexplainable rats I could not doubt, though why, I 
could not tell. As we lay there expectantly, I found my vigil occa- 
sionally mixed with half-formed dreams from which the uneasy 
motions of the cat across my feet would rouse me. 

These dreanft were not wholesome, but horribly like the one 
I had had the night before. I saw again the twilit grotto, and the 
swineherd with his unmentionable fungous beasts wallowing in 
filth, and as I looked at these things they seemed nearer and more 
distinct— so distinct that I could almost observe their features. 

F i 02 2] 



The Rats in the Walls 


Then I did observe the flabby features of one of them— and 
awaked with such a scream that Nigger-Man started up, whilst 
Capt. Norrys, who had not slept, laughed considerably. Norrys 
might have laughed more— or peihaps less— had he known what 
it was that made me scream. But 1 did not remember myself till 
later. Ultimate horror often paralyses memory in a merciful way. 

Norrys waked me when the phenomena began. Out of the same 
frightful dream I was called by his gentle shaking and his urging 
to listen to the cats. Indeed there was much to listen to, for be- 
yond the closed door at the head ot the stone steps was a veritable 
nightmare of feline yelling and clawing, whilst Nigger-Man, un- 
mindful of his kindred outside, was running excitedly around the 
bare stone walls, in which I heard the same Dabel ot scurrying 
rats that had troubled me the night before. 

An acute terror now rose within me, for here were anomalies 
which nothing normal could well explain. These rats, it not the 
creatures of a madness which I shared with the cats alone, must 
be burrowing and sliding in Roman walls I had thought to be of 
solid limestone blocks . . . unless peihaps the action of water 
through more than seventeen centuries had eaten winding tun- 
nels which rodent bodies had worn tlear and ample. . . . But 
even so, the spectral horror was no less, for it these were living 
vermin why did not Norrys hear their disgusting commotion? 
Why did he urge me to watch Nigger-Man and listen to the cats 
outside, and why did he guess wildly and vaguely at what could 
have aroused them? 

By the time I had managed to tell him, as rationally as I could, 
what I thought I was hearing, my ears gave me the last fading im 
pression of the scurrying, which had retreated still downward , far 
underneath this deepest of sub-cellars till it seemed as if the whole 
cliff below were riddled with questing rats. Norrys was not as 
skeptical as I had anticipated, but instead seemed profoundly 
moved He motioned me to notice that the cat? at the door had 
ceased their clamor, as if giving up the rats for lost; whilst Nigger- 
Man had a burst of renewed restlessness, and was clawing fran- 
tically around the bottom of the large stone altar in the center of 
the room, which was nearer Norrys’ couch than mine. 
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My fear of the unknown was at this point very great. Something 
astounding had occurred, and I saw that Capt. Norrys, a younger, 
stouter, and presumably more naturally materialistic man, was 
affected fully as much as myself— perhaps because of his lifelong 
and intimate familiarity with local legend. We could for the mo- 
ment do nothing but watch the old black cat as he pawed with 
decreasing fervor at the base of the altar, occasionally looking up 
and mewing to me in that persuasive manner which he used when 
he wished me to perform some favor for him. 

Norrys now took a lantern close to the altar and examined the 
place where Nigger-Man was pawing; silently kneeling and scrap- 
ing away the lichens of centuries which joined the massive pre- 
Roman block to the tesselated floor. He did not find anything, 
and was about to abandon his efforts when I noticed a.trivial cir- 
cumstance which made me shudder, even though it implied noth- 
ing more than I had already imagined. 

I told him of it, and we both looked at its almost imperceptible 
manifestation with the fixedness of fascinated discovery and ac- 
knowledgment. It was only this— that the flame of the lantern set 
down near the altar was slightly but certainly flickering from a 
draught of air which it had not before received, and which came 
indubitably from the crevice between floor and altar where 
Norrys was scraping away the lichens. 

We spent the rest of the night in the brilliantly lighted study, 
nervously discussing what we should do next. The discovery that 
some vault deeper than the deepest known masonry of the Ro- 
mans underlay this accursed pile, some vault unsuspected by the 
curious antiquarians of three centuries, would have been suffi- 
cient to excite us without any background of the sinister. As it 
was, the fascination became two-fold; and we paused in doubt 
whether to abandon our search and quit the priory forever in 
superstitious caution, or to gratify our sense of adventure and 
brave whatever horrors might await us in the unknown depths. 

By morning we had compromised, and decided to go to London 
to gather a group of archaeologists and scientific men fit to cope 
with the mystery. It should be mentioned that before leaving the 
sub-cellar we had vainly tried to move the central altar which 
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we now recognized as the gate to a new pit of nameless fear. What 
secret would open the gate, wiser men than we would have to find. 

During many days in London Capt. Norrys and I presented our 
facts, conjectures, and legendary anecdotes to five eminent au 
thorities, all men who could be trusted to respect any family dis. 
closures which future explorations might develop. We found 
most of them little disposed to scoff, but, instead, intensely in- 
terested and sincerely sympathetic. It is hardly necessary to name 
them all, but I may say that they included Sir William Brinton, 
whose excavations in the Troad excited most of the world in their 
day. As we all took the train for Anchester I felt myself poised on 
the brink of frightful revelations, a sensation symbolized by the 
air of mourning among the many Americans at the unexpected 
death of the President on the other side of the world. 

On the evening of August 7 we reached Exham Priory, where 
the servants assured me that nothing unusual had occurred. The 
cats, even old Nigger-Man, had been perfectly placid; and not a 
trap in the house had been sprung. We were to begin exploring on 
the following day, awaiting which I assigned well-appointed 
rooms to all my guests. 

I myself retired in my own tower chamber, with Nigger-Man 
across my feet. Sleep came quickly, but hideous dreams assailed 
me. There was a vision of a Roman feast like that of Trimalchio, 
with a horror in a covered platter. Then came that damnable, re- 
current thing about the swineherd and his filthy drove in the 
twilit grotto. Yet when I awoke it was full daylight, with normal 
sounds in the house below. The rats, living or spectral, had not 
troubled me; and Nigger-Man was still quietly asleep. On going 
down, I found that the same tranquillity had prevailed elsewhere; 
a condition which one of the assembled savants— a fellow named 
Thornton, devoted to the psychic— rather absurdly laid to the fact 
that I had now been shown the thing which certain forces had 
wished to show me. • 

All was now ready, and at 1 1 a.m. our entire group of seven 
men, bearing powerful electric searchlights and implements of 
excavation, went down to the sub-cellar and bolted the door be- 
hind us. Nigger-Man was with us, for the investigators found no 
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occasion to despise his excitability, and were indeed anxious that 
he be present in case of obscure rodent manifestations. We noted 
the Roman inscriptions and unknown altar designs only briefly, 
for three of the savants had already seen them, and all knew their 
characteristics. Prime attention was paid to the momentous cen- 
tral altar, and within an hour Sir William Brinton had caused it 
to tilt backward, balanced by some unknown species of counter- 
weight. 

There now lay revealed such a horror as would have over- 
whelmed us had we not been prepared. Through a nearly square 
opening in the tiled floor, sprawling on a flight of stone steps so 
prodigiously worn that it was little more than an inclined plane at 
the center, was a ghastly array of human or semi-human bones. 
Those which retained their collocation as skeletons showed atti- 
tudes of panic fear, and over all were the marks of rodent gnaw- 
ing. The skulls denoted nothing short of utter idiocy, cretinism, 
or primitive semi-apedom. 

Above the hellishly littered steps arched a descending passage 
seemingly chiseled from the solid rock, and conducting a current 
of air. This current was not a sudden and noxious rush as from a 
closed vault, but a cool breeze with something of freshness in it. 
We did not pause long, but shiveringly began to clear a passage 
down the steps It was then that Sir William, examining the hewn 
walls, made the odd observation that the passage, according to 
the direction of the strokes, must have been chiseled from 
beneath. 

I must be very deliberate now, and choose my words. 

After plowing down a few steps amidst the gnawed bones we 
saw that there was light ahead; not any mystic phosphorescence, 
but a filtered daylight which could not come except from un- 
known fissures in the cliff that overlooked the waste valley. That 
such fissures had escaped notice from the outside was hardly re- 
markable, fo^ not only is the valley wholly uninhabited, but the 
cliff is so high and beetling that only an aeronaut could study its 
face in detail. A few steps more, and our breaths were literally 
snatched from us by what we saw; so literally that Thornton, the 
psychic investigator, actually fainted in the arms of the dazed man 
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who stood behind him. Norrys, his plump face utterly white and 
flabby, simply cried out inarticulately; whilst I think that what I 
did was to gasp or hiss, and cover my eyes. 

The man behind me— the only one of the party older than I— 
croaked the hackneyed “My God!” in the most cracked voice I 
ever heard. Of seven cultivated men, only Sir William Brinton 
retained his composure, a thing the more to his credit because he 
led the party and must have seen the sight first. 

It was a twilit grotto of enormous height, stretching away far- 
ther than any eye could see; a subterraneous world of limitless 
mystery and horrible suggestion. There were buildings and other 
architectural remains— in one terrified glance I saw a weird pat- 
tern of tumuli, a savage circle of monoliths, a low-domed Roman 
ruin, a sprawling Saxon pile, and an early English edifice of wood 
—but all these were dwarfed by the ghoulish spectacle presented 
by the general surface of the ground For yards about the steps 
extended an insane angle of human bones, or bones at least as 
human as those on the steps. Like a foamy sea they stretched 
some fallen apart, but others wholly or partly articulated as skele- 
tons, these latter invariably in postures of daemoniac frenzy, 
either fighting off some menace or clutching other forms with 
cannibal intent. 

When Dr. Trask, the anthropologist, stooped to classify the 
skulls, he found a degraded mixture which utterly baffled him. 
They were mostly lower than the Piltdown man in the scale of 
evolution, but in every case definitely human. Many were of 
higher grade, and a very few were the skulls of supremely and 
sensitively developed types. All the bones were gnawed, mostly 
by rats, but somewhat by others of the half-human drove. Mixed 
with them were many tiny bones of rats— fallen members of the 
lethal army which closed the ancient epic. 

I wonder that any man among us lived an<^ kept his sanity 
through that hideous day of discovery. Not Hoffmanor Huysmans 
could conceive a scene more wildly incredible, more frenetically 
repellent, or more Gothically grotesque than the twilit grotto 
through which we seven staggered; each stumbling on revelation 
after reflation, and trying to keep for the nonce from thinking 
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0 £ the events which must have taken place there three hundred, or 
a thousand, or two thousand, or ten thousand years ago. It was 
the antechamber of hell, and poor Thornton fainted again when 
Trask told him that some of the skeleton things must have de- 
scended as quadrupeds through the last twenty or more genera- 
tions. 

Horror piled on horror as we began to interpret the architec- 
tural remains. The quadruped things— with their occasional re- 
cruits from the biped class— had been kept in stone pens, out of 
which they must have broken in their last delirium of hunger or 
rat-fear. There had been great herds of them, evidently fattened 
on the coarse vegetables whose remains could be found as a sort 
of poisonous ensilage at the bottom of huge stone bins older than 
Rome. I knew now why my ancestors had had such excessive 
gardens— would to heaven I could forget! The purpose of the 
herds I did not have to ask. 

Sir William, standing with his searchlight in the Roman rum, 
translated aloud the most shocking ritual I have ever known; 
and told of the diet of the antediluvian cult which the priests of 
Cybele found and mingled with their own. Norrys, used as he was 
to the trenches, could not walk straight when he came out of the 
English building. It was a butcher shop and kitchen— he had ex- 
pected that— but it was too much to see familiar English imple- 
ments in such a place, and to read familiar English graffiti there, 
some as recent as 1 6 1 o. I could not go m that building— that build- 
ing whose daemon activities were stopped only by the dagger of 
my ancestor Walter de la Poer. 

What I did venture to enter was the low Saxon building whose 
oaken door had fallen, and there I found a terrible row of ten 
stone cells with rusty bars. Three had tenants, all skeletons of 
high grade, and on the bony forefinger of one I found a seal ring 
with my own c^at-of-arms. Sir William found a vault with far 
older cells beJow the Roman chapel, but these cells were empty. 
Below them was a low crypt with cases of formally arranged bones, 
some of them bearing terrible parallel inscriptions carved in 
Latin, Greek, and the tongue of Phrygia. 

Meanwhile, Dr. Trask had opened one of the prehistoric 
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tumuli, and brought to light skulls which were slightly more 
human than a gorilla’s, and which bore indescribable ideographic 
carvings. Through all this horror my cat stalked unperturbed. 
Once I saw him monstrously perched atop a mountain of bones, 
and wondered at the secrets that might he behind his yellow eyes. 

Having grasped to some slight degree the frightful revelations 
of this twilit area— an area so hideously foreshadowed by my re- 
current dream— we turned to that apparently boundless depth of 
midnight cavern where no ray of light from the cliff could pene- 
trate. We shall never know what sightless Stygian worlds yawn 
beyond the little distance we went, for it was decided that such 
secrets are not good for mankind. But there was plenty to engross 
us close at hand, for we had not gone far before the searchlights 
showed that accursed infinity of pits in which the rats had feasted, 
and whose sudden lack of replenishment had driven the ravenous 
rodent army first to turn on the living herds of starving things, 
and then to burst forth from the priory in that historic orgy of 
devastation which the peasants will never forget. 

Godl those carrion black pits of sawed, picked bones and 
opened skulls! Those nightmare chasms choked with the pithe- 
canthropoid, Celtic, Roman, and English bones of countless un- 
hallowed centuriesl Some of them were full, and none can say 
how deep they had once been. Others were still bottomless to our 
searchlights, and peopled by unnamable fancies. What, I thought, 
of the hapless rats that stumbled into such traps amidst the black- 
ness of their quests in this grisly Tartarus? 

Once my foot slipped near a horribly yawning brink, and I had 
a moment of ecstatic fear. I must have been musing a long time, 
for I could not see any of the party but the plump Capt. Norrys. 
Then there came a sound from that inky, boundless, farther dis- 
tance that I thought I knew; and I saw my old black cat dart past 
me like a winged Egyptian god, straight into the illimitable gulf 
of the unknown. But I was not far behind, for there,was no doubt 
after another second. It was the eldritch scurrying of those fiend- 
born rats, always questing for new horrors, and determined to 
lead me on even unto those grinning caverns of earth’s center 
where Nyarlathotep, the mad faceless god, howls blindly in the 
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darkness to the piping of two amorphous idiot flute-players. 

My searchlight expired, but still I ran. I heard voices, and yowls, 
and echoes, but above all there gently rose that impious, insidi- 
ous scurrying; gently rising, rising, as a stiff bloated corpse gently 
rises above an oily river that flows under endless onyx bridges to 
a black, putrid sea. 

Something bumped into me— something soft and plump. It 
must have been the rats; the viscous, gelatinous, ravenous army 
that feast on the dead and the living. . . . Why shouldn’t rats eat 
a de la Poer as n de la Poer eats forbidden things? . . . The war 
ate my boy, d,iOin them all . . . and the Yanks ate Carfax with 
flames and bw/nt Grandsire Delapore and the secret . . . No, no, 
I tell you, I iun not that daemon swineherd in the twilit grotto! It 
was not Edward Norrys’ fat face on that flabby fungous thing! 
Who says I am a de la Poer? He lived, but my boy died! . . . 
Shall a Norrys hold the lands of a de la Poer? . . . It’s voodoo, I 
tell you . . . that spotted snake . . . Curse you, Thornton, I’ll 
teach you to faint at what my family do! . . . 'Sblood, thou 
stinkard. I’ll learn ye how to gust . . . wolde ye swynke me tlulke 
wys? . . . Magna Mater! Magna Mater! . . . Atys . . . Dia ad 
aghaidh ’s ad aodaun . . . agus bas dunach ort! Dhonas 's dholas 
ort, agus leat-sa! . . . Ungl . . . ungl . . . rrlh . . . chchch . . . 

That is what they say I said when they found me in the black- 
ness after three hours— found me crouching in the blackness over 
the plump, half-eaten body of Captain Norrys, with my own cat 
leaping and tearing at my throat. Now they have blown up 
Exham Priory, taken my Nigger-Man away from me, and shut me 
into this barred room at Hanwell with fearful whispers about my 
heredity and experiences. Thornton is in the next room, but they 
prevent me from talking to him. They are trying, too, to suppress 
most of the facts concerning the priory. When I speak of poor 
Norrys they accuse me of a hideous thing, but they must know 
that I did not flo it. They must know it was the rats; the slithering 
scurrying rats whose scampering will never let me sleep; the 
daemon rats that race behind the padding in this room and 
beckon me down to greater horrors than I have ever known; the 
rats they can never hear; the rats, the rats in the walls. 
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The Dunwich Horror 


Gorgons, and Hydras, and Chimaeras— dire stories of Gelaeno and 
the Harpies— may reproduce themselves in the brain of superstition— 
but they were there before . They are transcripts, types— the arche- 
types are in us, and eternal. How else should the recital or that which 
we know in a waking sense to be false come to affect us at all? Is it 
that we naturally conceive terror from such objects, considered in 
their capacity of being able to inflict upon us bodily injury? O, least 
of all! These terrors are of bolder standing. They date beyond body - 
or without the body, they would have been the same. . . . That the 
kind of feaf here treated is purely spiritual— that it is strong in pro- 
portion as it is objectless on earth, that it predominates in the period 
of our sinless infancy— are difficulties the solution of which might 
afford some probable insight into our ante-mundane condition, and 
a peep at least into the shadow-land of pre-existence 

—Charles Lamb. Witches and Other Night-Fears 


I 

when a traveller in north centra] Massachusetts takes the 
wrong fork at the junction of the Aylesbury pike just beyond 
Dean’s Corners he comes upon a lonely and curious country. 
The ground gets higher, and the brier-bordered stone walls press 
closer and closer against the ruts of the dusty, curving road. The 
trees of the frequent forest belts seem too large, and the wild 
weeds, brambles, and grasses attain a luxuriance not often found 
in settled regions. At the same time the planted fields appear 
singularly few and barren; while the sparsely scattered houses 
wear a surprisingly uniform aspect of age, squalor, and dilapida- 
tion. Without knowing why, one hesitates to asl^ directions from 
the gnarled, solitary figures spied now and then on crumbling 
doorsteps or on the sloping, rock-strewn meadows. Those figures 
are so silent and furtive that one feels somehow confronted by 
forbidden things, with which it would be better to have nothing 
to do. When a rise in the road brings the mountains in view above 
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the deep woods, the feeling of strange uneasiness is increased. 
The summits are too rounded and symmetrical to give a sense 
of comfort and naturalness, and sometimes the sky silhouettes 
with especial clearness the queer circles of tall stone pillars with 
which most of them are crowned. 

Gorges and ravines of problematical depth intersect the way, 
and the crude wooden bridges always seem of dubious safety. 
When the road dips again there are stretches of marshland that 
one instinctively dislikes, and indeed almost fears at evening 
when unseen whippoorwills chatter and the fireflies come out in 
abnormal profusion to dance to the raucous, creepily insistent 
rhythms of stridently piping bull-frogs. The thin, shining line of 
the Miskatonic’s upper reaches has an oddly serpent-like sugges- 
tion as it winds close to the feet of the domed hills among which 
it rises. 

As the hills draw nearer, one heeds their wooded sides more 
than their stone-crowned tops. Those sides loom up so darkly 
and precipitously that one wishes they would keep their distance, 
but there is no road by which to escape them. Across a covered 
bridge one sees a small village huddled between the stream and 
the vertical slope of Round Mountain, and wonders at the cluster 
of rotting gambrel roofs bespeaking an earlier architectural pe- 
riod than that of the neighbouring region. It is not reassuring to 
see, on a closer glance, that most of the houses are deserted and 
falling to ruin, and that the broken-steepled church now har- 
bours the one slovenly mercantile establishment of the hamlet. 
One dreads to trust the tenebrous tunnel of the bridge, yet there 
is no way to avoid it. Once across, it is hard to prevent the im- 
pression of a faint, malign odour about the village street, as of the 
massed mould and decay of centuries. It is always a relief to get 
clear of the place, and to follow the narrow road around the 
base of the hills and across the level country beyond till it rejoins 
the Aylesbury pike. Afterward one sometimes learns that one 
has been through Dunwich. 

Outsiders visit Dunwich as seldom as possible, and since a cer- 
tain season of horror all the signboards pointing toward it have 
been taken down. The scenery, judged by any ordinary aesthetic 
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canon, is more than commonly beautiful; yet there is no influx 
of artists or summer tourists. Two centuries ago, when talk of 
witch-blood, Satan-worship, and strange forest presences was not 
laughed at, it was the custom to give reasons for avoiding the 
locality. In our sensible age— since the Dunwich horror of 1928 
was hushed up by those who had the town’s and the world’s wel- 
fare at heart— people shun it without knowing exactly why. Per- 
haps one reason— though it cannot apply to uninformed strangers 
—is that the natives are now repellently decadent, having gone 
far along that path of retrogression so common in many New- 
England backwaters. They have come to form a race by them- 
selves, with the well-defined mental and physical stigmata of de- 
generacy and inbreeding. The average of tlieir intelligence is 
woefully l®w, whilst their annals reek of overt viciousness and of 
half-hidden murders, incests, and deeds of almost unnamable 
violence and perversity. The old gentry, representing the two or 
three armigerous families which came from Salem in 1692, have 
kept somewhat above the general level of decay; though many 
branches are sunk into the sordid populace so deeply that only 
their names remain as a key to the origin they disgrace. Some of 
the Whateleys and Bishops still send their eldest sons to Harvard 
and Miska tonic, though those sons seldom return to the moulder 
ing gambrel roofs under which they and tlieir ancestors were 
born. 

No one, even those who have the facts concerning the recent 
horror, can say just what is the matter with Dunwich; though old 
legends speak of unhallowed rites and conclaves of the Indians, 
amidst which they called forbidden shapes of shadow out of the 
great rounded hills, and made wild orgiastic prayers that were 
answered by loud crackings and rumblings from the ground 
below. In 1747 the Reverend Abijah Hoadley, newly come to the 
Congregational Church at Dunwich Village, preached a memo- 
rable sermon on the close presence of Satan and his iijips; in which 
he said: 

It must be allow’d, that these Blasphemies of an infemall Train of 
Daemons are Matteis of too common Knowledge to be deny’d; the 
cursed Voices of Azazel and Buzrael , of Beelzebub and Belial, being 
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heard now from under Ground by above a Score of credible Wit- 
nesses now living. I my self did not more than a Fortnight ago catch 
a very plain Discourse of evill Powers in the Hill behind my House; 
wherein there were a Rattling and Rolling, Groaning, Screeching, and 
Hissing, such as no Things of this Earth cou’d raise up, and which 
must needs have come from those Caves that only black Magick can 
discover, and only the Divell unlock. 

Mr. Hoadley disappeared soon after delivering this sermon; but 
»he text, printed in Springfield, is still extant. Noises in the hills 
continued to be reported from year to year, and still form a puzzle 
m geologists and physiographers. 

Other traditions tell of foul odours near the hill-crowning 
circles of stone pillars, and of rushing airy presences to be heard 
faintly at certain hours from stated points at the bottom of the 
great ravines; while still others try to explain the Devil’s Hop 
Yard— a bleak, blasted hillside where no tree, shrub, or grass- 
blade will grow. Then too, the natives are mortally afraid of the 
numerous whippoorwills which grow vocal on warm nights. It is 
vowed that the birds are psycho-pomps lying in wait for the souls 
of the dying, and that they time their eery cries in unison with 
the sufferer’s struggling breath. If they can catch the fleeing soul 
when it leaves the body, they instantly flutter away chittering in 
daemoniac laughter; but if they fail, they subside gradually into 
a disappointed silence. 

These tales, of course, are obsolete and ridiculous, because they 
come down from very old times. Dunwich is indeed ridiculously 
old— older by far than any of the communities within thirty miles 
of it. South of the village one may still spy the cellar walls and 
chimney of the ancient Bishop house, which was built before 
1700; whilst the ruins of the mill at the falls, built in 1806, form 
the most modem piece of architecture to be seen. Industry did 
not flourish here, and the nineteenth-century factory movement 
proved short-liv'ed. Oldest of all are the great rings of rough-hewn 
stone columns on the hilltops, but these aTe more generally at- 
tributed to the Indians than to the settlers. Deposits of skulls and 
bones, found within these circles and around the sizeable table- 
like rock on Sentinel Hill, sustain the popular belief that such 
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spots were once the burial-places of the Pocumtucks; even though 
many ethnologists, disregarding the absurd improbability of such 
a theory, persist in believing the remains Caucasian. 


n 

It was in the township of Dunwich, m a large and partly in- 
habited farmhouse set against a hillside four miles from the 
village and a mile and a half from any other dwelling, that Wilbur 
Whateley was born at 5 a.m. on Sunday, the second of February, 
1913. This date was recalled because it was Candlemas, which 
people in Dunwich curiously observe under another name, and 
because the noises in the hills had sounded, and all the dogs of 
the countfiyside had barked persistently, throughout the night 
before. Less worthy of notice was the fact that the mother was 
one of the decadent Whateleys, a somewhat deformed, unattrac 
tivc albino woman of 35, living with an aged and half-insane 
father about whom the most frightful tales of wizardry had been 
whispered in his youth Lavinia Whateley had no known hus- 
band, but according to the custom of the region made no attempt 
to disavow the child, concerning the other side of whose ancestry 
the country folk might— and did— speculate as widely as they 
chose. On the contrary, she seemed strangely proud of the dark, 
goatish-looking infant who formed such a contiast to her own 
sickly and pink-eyed albinism, and was heard to mutter many 
curious prophecies about its unusual powers and tremendous 
future. 

Lavinia was one who would be apt to mutter such things, for 
she was a lone creature given to wandering amidst thunderstorms 
in the hills and trying to read the great odorous books which 
her father had inherited through two centuries of Whateleys, 
and which were fast falling to pieces with age and worm-holes. 
She had never been to school, but was filled with flisjointed scraps 
of ancient lore that Old Whateley had taught her* The remote 
farmhouse had always been feared because of Old Whateley’s 
reputation for black magic, and the unexplained death by vio- 
lence of Mrs. Whateley when Lavinia was twelve years old had not 
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helped to make the place popular. Isolated among strange in- 
fluences, Lavinia was fond of wild and grandiose day-dreams 
and singular occupations; nor was her leisure much taken up by 
household cares in a home from which all standards of order 
and cleanliness had long since disappeared. 

There was a hideous screaming which echoed above even the 
hill noises and the dogs’ barking on the night Wilbur was born, 
but no known doctor or midwife presided at his coming. Neigh- 
bours knew nothing ol him till a week afterward, when Old 
Whateley drove his sleigh through the snow into Dunwich Vil- 
lage and discoursed incoherently to the group of loungers at 
Osborn’s general store. There seemed to be a change in the old 
man— an added element of furtiveness in the clouded brain which 
subtly transformed him from an object to a subject of fear— 
though he was not one to be perturbed by any common family 
event. Amidst it all he showed some trace of the pride later no- 
ticed in his daughter, and what he said of the child’s paternity 
was remembered by many of his hearers years afterward. 

“I dun’t keer what folks think— ef Lavmny’s boy looked like 
his pa, he wouldn’t look like nothin’ ye expeck. Ye needn’t think 
the only folks is the folks hereabouts. Lavinny’s read some, an’ 
has seed some thing the most o’ ye only tell abaout. I calc’late her 
man is as good a husban’ as ye kin find this side of Aylesbury; an’ 
ef ye knowed as much abaout the hills as I dew, ye wouldn’t ast 
no better church weddin’ nor her’n. Let me tell ye suthin’— some 
day yew folks’ll hear a child o’ Lavinny’s a-calhn’ its father’s name 
on the top o’ Sentinel Hill'” 

The only persons who saw Wilbur during the first month of 
his life were old Zechariah Whateley, of the undecayed Whateleys, 
and Earl Sawyer’s common-law wife, Mamie Bishop. Mamie’s 
visit was frankly one of curiosity, and her subsequent tales did 
justice to her observations; but Zechariah came to lead a pair of 
Alderney cows which Old Whateley had bought of his son Curtis. 
This marked the beginning of a course of cattle-buying on the 
part of small Wilbur’s family which ended only in 1928, when the 
Dunwich horror came and went; yet at no time did the ram* 
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shackle Whateley barn seem overcrowded with livestock. There 
came a period when people were curious enough to steal up and 
count the herd that grazed precariously on the steep hillside above 
the old farmhouse, and they could never find more than ten or 
twelve anaemic, bloodless-looking specimens. Evidently some 
blight or distemper, perhaps sprung from the unwholesome pas- 
turage or the diseased fungi and timbers of the filthy barn, caused 
a heavy mortality amongst the Whateley animals. Odd wounds 
or sores, having something of the aspect of incisions, seemed to 
afflict the visible cattle, and once or twice during the earlier 
months certain callers fancied they could discern similar sores 
about the throats of the grey, unshaven old man and his slatternly, 
crinkly-liaired albino daughter. 

In the spring after Wilbur’s birth Lavinia resumed her cus- 
tomary rambles in the hills, bearing in her misproportioned arms 
the swarthy child. Public interest in the Whateleys subsided 
after most of the country folk had seen the baby, and no one both- 
ered to comment on the swift development which that newcomer 
seemed every day to exhibit. Wilbur’s growth was indeed phe- 
nomenal, for within three months of his birth he had attained 
a size and muscular power not usually found >n infants under a 
full year of age. His motions and even his vocal sounds showed a 
restraint and deliberateness highly peculiar in an infant, and no 
one was really unprepared when, at seven months, he began to 
walk unassisted, with falterings which another month was suffi- 
cient to remove. 

It was somewhat after this time— on Hallowe’en— that a great 
blaze was seen at midnight on the top of Sentinel Hill where the 
old table-like stone stands amidst its tumulus of ancient bones. 
Considerable talk was started when Silas Bishop— of the unde- 
cayed Bishops— mentioned having seen the boy running sturdily 
up that hill ahead of his mother about an hour before the blaze 
was remarked. Silas was rounding up a stray heifer, but he nearly 
forgot his mission when he fleetingly spied the two figures in the 
dim light of his lantern. They darted almost noiselessly through 
the underbrush, and the astonished watcher seemed to think 
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they were entirely unclothed. Afterward he could not be sure 
about the boy, who may have had some kind of a fringed belt 
and a pair of dark trunks or trousers on. Wilbur was never subse- 
quently seen alive and conscious without complete and rightly 
buttoned attire, the disarrangement or threatened disarrange- 
ment of which always seemed to fill him with anger and alarm. 
His contrast with his squalid mother and grandfather in this re- 
spect was thought very notable until the horror of 1928 suggested 
the most valid of reasons. 

The next January gossips were mildly interested in the fact 
that “Lavinny’s black brat” had commenced to talk, and at the 
age 01 only eleven months His speech was somewhat remarkable 
both because of its difference from the ordinary accents of the 
region, and because it displayed a freedom from infantile lisping 
of which many children of three or four might well be proud. 
The boy was not talkative, yet when he spoke he seemed to re- 
flect some elusive element wholly unpossessed by Dunwich and 
its denizens. The strangeness did not reside 111 what he said, or 
even in the simple idioms he used, but seemed vaguely linked 
with his intonation or with the internal organs that produced 
the spoken sounds. His facial aspect, too, was remarkable for its 
maturity; for though he shared his mother’s and grandfather’s 
chmlessness, his firm and precociously shaped nose united with 
the expression of his large, dark, almost Latin eyes to give him 
an air of quasi-adulthood and well-nigh preternatural intelli- 
gence. He was, however, exceedingly ugly despite his appearance 
of brilliancy; there being something almost goatish or animalistic 
about his thick lips, large-pored, yellowish-skin, coarse crinkly 
hair, and oddly elongated ears. He was soon disliked even more 
decidedly than his mother and grandsire, and all conjectures 
about him were spiced with references to the bygone magic of Old 
Whateley, and «how the hills once shook when he shrieked the 
dreadful name of Yog-Sothoth in the midst of a circle of stones 
with a great book open in his arms before him. Dogs abhorred 
the boy, and he was always obhged to take various defensive meas- 
ures against their barking menace. 
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Meanwhile Old Whateley continued to buy cattle without 
measurably increasing the size of lus herd. He also cut timber and 
began to repair the unused parts of his house— a spacious, peaked- 
roofed affair whose rear end was buried entirely in the rocky 
hillside, and whose three least-ruined ground-floor rooms had al- 
ways been sufficient for himself and his daughter. There must 
have been prodigious reserves of strength in the old man to enable 
him to accomplish so much hard labour, and though he still 
babbled demcntcdly at times, his carpentry seemed to show the 
effec ts of sound calculation. It had really begun as soon as Wilbur 
was born, when one of the many tool sheds had been put suddenly 
in order, clapboardcd, and fitted with a stout fresh lock. Now, in 
restoring the abandoned upper story of the house, he was a no less 
thorough craftsman. His mania showed itself only m lus tight 
boarding-up of all the windows in the reclaimed section— though 
many declared that it was a crazy thing to bother with the reclama- 
tion at all. Less inexplicable was his fitting up of another down- 
stairs room for his new grandson— a room which several callers 
saw, though no one was ever admitted to the closely boaided 
upper story. This chamber he lined with tall, firm shelving; along 
which he began gradually to arrange, in apparently careful order, 
all the rotting ancient books and parts of books which during 
his own day had been heaped promiscuously in odd corners of the 
Various rooms. 

“I made some use of ’em,” he would say as he tried to mend a 
torn black-letter page with paste prepared on the rusty kitchen 
stove, “but the boy’s fitten to make better use ol era. He d orter 
hev ’em as well so as he kin, for they’re goin’ to be all ot his lam- 
in’.” 

When Wilbur was a year and seven months old— in September 
of 1914— his size and accomplishments were almost alarming He 
had grown as large as a child of four, and was a fluent and incred- 
ibly intelligent talker. He ran freely about the fields and lulls, 
and accompanied his mother on all her wanderings. At home he 
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would pore diligently over the queer pictures and charts in his 
grandfather’s books, while Old Whateley would instruct and 
catechise him through long, hushed afternoons By this time the 
restoration of the house was finished, and those who watched it 
wondered why one of the upper windows had been made into a 
solid plank door. It was a window m the rear of the cast gable end, 
close against the hill, and no one could imagine why a cleated 
wooden runway was built up to it from the ground. About the 
period of this work’s completion people noticed that the old tool- 
house, tightly locked and windowlessly clapboarded since Wil- 
bur’s birth, had been abandoned again. The door swung listlessly 
open, and when Earl Sawyer once stepped within after a cattle- 
selling call on Old Whateley he was quite discomposed by the 
singular odour he encountered— such a stench, he averred, as he 
had never before smelt in all his life except near the Indian circles 
on the lulls, and which could not come from anything sane or of 
this earth But then, the homes and sheds of Dunwich folk have 
nevci been remarkable for olfactory immaculateness. 

The following months were void of visible events, save that 
everyone swore to a slow but steady increase in the mysterious hill 
noises On May Eve of 191 5 there were tiemors which even 
the Aylesbury people lelt, whilst the following Hallowe’en pro- 
duced an underground rumbling queerly synchronised with 
bursts ot flame— “them witch Whateley ’s doin’s”— from the sum- 
mit of Sentinel Hill Wilbur was growing up uncannily, so that 
ho looked like a boy ot ten as he entered his fourth year. He read 
av,d'y by himself now, but talked much less than formerly A 
setti^d taciturnity was absorbing him, and for the first time peo- 
ple h*gan to speak specifically of the dawning look ot evil in his 
goatisn face. He would sometimes mutter an unfamiliar jargon, 
and chint m bizarre rhythms which chilled the listener with a 
sense oi unexplainable terror. The aversion displayed toward him 
by dogs had noev become a matter of wide remark, and he was 
obliged \o c^rry a pistol in order to traverse the countryside in 
safety. His occasional use of the weapon did not enhance his 
popularity amongst the owners of canine guardians. 

The few callers at the house would often find Lavinia alone 
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on the ground floor, while odd cries and footsteps resounded in 
the boarded-up second story. She would never tell what her father 
and the boy were doing up there, though once she turned pale 
and displayed an abnormal degree of fear when a jocose fish- 
peddler tried the locked door leading to the stairway. That 
peddler told the store loungers at Dunwich Village that he 
thought he heard a horse stamping on that floor above. The 
loungers reflected, thinking of the door and runway, and of the 
cattle that so swiftly disappeared. Then they shuddered as they 
recalled tales of Old Whateley’s youth, and of the strange things 
that are called out of the earth when a bullock is sacrificed at the 
proper time to certain heathen gods It had for some time been 
noticed that dogs had begun to hate and fear the whole Whateley 
place as violently as they hated and feared young Wilbur person- 
ally. 

In 1917 the war came, and Squire Sawyer Whateley, as chair- 
man of the local draft boaid, had hard work finding a quota of 
young Dunwich men fit even to be sent to a development camp. 
The government, alarmed at such signs of wholesale regional 
decadence, sent several officers and medical experts to investigate; 
conducting a survey which New England newspaper readers may 
still retail. It was the publicity attending this investigation which 
set reporters on the track of the Whateleys, and caused the 
Boston Globe and Arkham Advertiser to print flamboyant Sun- 
day stories of young Wilbur’s precociousness. Old Whateley’s 
black magic, and the shelves of strange books, the sealed second 
story of the ancient farmhouse, and the weirdness of the whole 
region and its lull noises. Wilbur was four and a half then, and 
looked like a lad of fifteen. His lip and cheeks were fuzzy with a 
coarse dark down, and his voice had begun to break. 

Earl Sawyer went out to the Whateley place with both sets of 
reporters and camera men, and called their attention to the queer 
stench which now seemed to trickle down from tfle sealed upper 
spaces. It was, he said, exactly like a smell he had found in the 
tool -shed abandoned when the house was finally repaired; and 
like the faint odours which he sometimes thought he caught near 
the stone ciicle on the mountains. Dunwich folk read the stories 
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when they appeared, and grinned over the obvious mistakes. 
They wondered, too, why the writers made so much of the fact 
that Old Whateley always paid for his cattle in gold pieces of ex- 
tremely ancient date. The Whateley’s had received their visitors 
with ill-concealed distaste, though they did not dare court fur- 
ther publicity by a violent resistance or refusal to talk. 


IV 

For a decade the annals of the Whateleys sink indistinguish- 
ably into the general life of a morbid community used to their 
queer ways and hardened to their May Eve and All-Hallows 
orgies. Twice a year they would light fires on the top of Sentinel 
Hill, at which times the mountain rumblings would ( recur with 
greater and greater violence; while at all seasons there were 
strange and portentous doings at the lonely farmhouse. In the 
course of time callers professed to hear sounds in the sealed upper 
story even when all the family were downstairs, and they won- 
dered how swiftly or how lingeringly a cow or bul lock was usual ly 
sacrificed. There was talk of a complaint to the Society for the 
Prevention of Cruelty to Animals, but nothing ever came of it, 
since Dunwich folk are never anxious to call the outside world's 
attention to themselves. 

About 1923, when Wilbur was a boy of ten whose mind, voice, 
stature, and bearded face gave all the impressions of maturity, a 
second great siege of carpentry went on at the old house. It was 
all inside the sealed upper part, and from bits of discarded lum- 
ber people concluded that the youth and his grandfather h.id 
knocked out all the partitions and even removed the attic floor, 
leaving only one vast open void between the ground story and the 
peaked roof. They had torn down the great central chimney, too, 
and fitted the rusty range with a flimsy outside tin stovepipe. 

In the spring*after this event Old Whateley noticed the grow- 
ing number* 1 of whippoorwills that would come out of Cold 
Spring Glen to chirp under his window at night. He seemed to 
regard the circumstance as one of great significance, and told the 
'^uneers at Osborn’s that he thought his time had almost come. 
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“They whistle jest in tune with my breathin’ naow,” he said, 
“an’ I guess they’re gntin’ ready to ketch my soul. They know 
it’s a-gom’ aout, an’ dun’t calc’late to miss it. Yew’ll know, boys, 
arter I’m gone, whether they git me er not. Ef they dew, they’ll 
keep up a-singin’ an’ laffin’ till break o’ day. Ef they dun’t they’ll 
kinder quiet daown like. I expeck them an’ the souls they hunts 
fer hev some pretty tough tussles sometimes.” 

On Lammas Night, 1924, Dr. Houghton of Aylesbury was 
hastily summoned by Wilbur Whateley, who had lashed his one 
remaining horse through the darkness and telephoned from Os- 
born’s in the village. He found Old Whateley in a very grave 
state, with a cardiac action and stertorous breathing that told of 
an end not far off. The shapeless albino daughter and oddly 
bearded grandson stood by the bedside, whilst from the vacant 
abyss overhead there came a disquieting suggestion of rhythmical 
surging or lapping, as of the waves on some level beach. The doc- 
tor, though, was chiefly disturbed by the chattering night birds 
outside, a seemingly limitless legion of whippoorwills that cried 
their endless message in repetitions timed diabolically to the 
wheezing gasps of the dying man. It was uncanny and unnatural— 
too much, thought Dr. Houghton, like the whole of the region 
he had entered so reluctantly in response to the urgent call 

Toward one o’clock Old Whateley gained consciousness, and 
interrupted his wheezing to choke out a few words to his 
grandson. 

“More space, Willy, more space soon Yew grows— an’ that 
grows faster. It’ll be ready to sarve ye soon, boy. Open up the gates 
to Yog-Sothoth with the long chant that ye’ll find on page 751 
of the complete edition, an’ then put a match to the prison. Fire 
from airth can’t burn it nohaow.” 

He was obviously quite mad After a pause, during which the 
flock of whippoorwills outside adjusted their cries to the altered 
tempo while some indications of the strange hill noises came from 
afar off, he added another sentence or two 

“Feed it reg’lar, Willy, an’ mind the quantity, but dun’t let it 
grow too fast fer the place, fer ef it busts quarters or gits aout 
afore ye opens to Yog-Sothoth, it’s all over an’ no use. Only them 
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from beyont kin make it multiply an’ work. . . . Only them, 
the old uns as wants to come back. . . 

But speech gave place to gasps again, and Lavinia screamed at 
the way the whippoorwills followed the change. It was the same 
for more than an hour, when the final throaty rattle came. Dr. 
Houghton drew shrunken lids over the glazing grey eyes as the 
tumult of birds faded imperceptibly to silence. Lavinia sobbed, 
but Wilbur only chuckled whilst the hill noises rumbled faintly. 

“They didn’t get him,” he muttered in his heavy bass voice. 

Wilbur was by this time a scholar of really tremendous erudi- 
tion in his one-sided way, and was quietly known by correspond- 
ence to many librarians in distant places where rare and for- 
bidden books of old days are kept. He was more and more hated 
and dreaded around Dunwich because of certain youthful dis- 
appearances which suspicion laid vaguely at his door; but was 
always able to silence inquiry through fear or through use of 
that fund of old-time gold which still, as in his grandfather’s time, 
went forth regularly and increasingly for cattle-buying. He was 
now tremendously mature of aspect, and his height, having 
reached the normal adult limit, seemed inclined to wax beyond 
that figure. In 1925, when a scholarly correspondent from Miska- 
tonic University called upon him one day and departed pale and 
puzzled, he was fully six and three-quarters feet tall. 

Through all the years Wilbur had treated his half-deformed 
albino mother with a growing contempt, finally forbidding her to 
go to the hills with him on May Eve and Hallowmass; and m 1926 
the poor creature complained to Mamie Bishop of being afraid 
of him. 

“They’s more abaout him as I knows than I kin tell ye, 
Mamie,” she said, “an’ naowadays they’s more nor what I know 
myself. I vaow afur Gawd, I dun’t know what he wants nor what 
he’s a-tryin’ to dew.” 

That Hallpwe’en the hill noises sounded louder than ever, and 
fire burned on Sentinel Hill as usual; but people paid more at- 
tention to the rhythmical screaming of vast flocks of unnaturally 
belated whippoorwills which seemed to be assembled near the 
unlighted Whateley farmhouse. After midnight their shrill note* 
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burst into a kind of pandaemoniac cachinnation which filled all 
the countryside, and not until dawn did they finally quiet down 
Then they vanished, hurrying southward where they were fully 
a month overdue. What this meant, no one could quite be certain 
till later. None of the countryfolk seemed to have died-but poor 
Lavinia Whateley, the twisted albino, was never seen again. 

In the summer of 1927 Wilbur repaired two sheds m the farm- 
yard and began moving his books and effects out to them. Soon 
afterward Earl Sawyer told the loungers at Osborn’s that more 
carpentry was going on in the Whateley farmhouse. Wilbur was 
closing all the doors and windows on the ground floor, and 
seemed to be taking out partitions as he and Ins grandfather had 
done upstairs four years before He was living m one of the 
sheds, and. Sawyer thought he seemed unusually worried and 
tremulous. People generally suspected lum of knowing some- 
thing about his mother’s disappearance, and very few ever ap- 
proached his neighbourhood now His height had increased to 
more than seven feet, and showed no signs of ceasing its 
development. 


v 

The following winter brought an event no less strange than 
Wilbur’s first trip outside the Dunwich region Correspondence 
with the Widener Library at Harvard, the Bibliotheque Na- 
tionale in Pans, the British Museum, the University of Buenos 
Aires, and the Library of Miskatonic University at Arkham had 
failed to get him the loan of a book he desperately wanted; so at 
length he set out in person, shabby, dirty, bearded, and uncouth 
of dialect, to consult the copy at Miskatonic, which was the near- 
est to him geographically. Almost eight feet tall, and carrying a 
cheap new valise from Osborn’s general store, this dark and 
goatish gargoyle appeared one day in Arkham«in quest of the 
dreaded volume kept under lock and key at the college library— 
the hideous Necronomicon of the mad Arab Abdul Alhazred in 
Olaus Wormius’ Latin version, as printed in Spain in the seven- 
teenth century. He had never seen a city before, Dut had no 
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thought save to find his way to the university grounds; where, 
indeed, he passed heedlessly by the great white-fanged watchdog 
that barked with unnatural fury and enmity, and tugged franti- 
cally at its stout chain. 

Wilbur had with him the priceless but imperfect copy of Dr. 
Dee’s English version which his grandfather had bequeathed 
him, and upon receiving access to the Latin copy he at once began 
to collate the two texts with the aim of discovering a certain 
passage which would have come on the 751st page of his own 
defective volume. This much he could not civilly refrain from 
telling the librarian— the same erudite Henry Armitage (A.M. 
Miskatonic, Ph.D. Princeton, Litt.D. Johns Hopkins) who had 
once called at the farm, and who now politely plied him with 
questions. He was looking, he had to admit, for a kind, of formula 
or incantation containing the frightful name Yog-Sothoth, and 
it puzzled him to find discrepancies, duplications, and ambi- 
guities which made the matter of determination far from easy. 
As he copied the formula he finally chose. Dr. Armitage looked 
involuntarily over his shoulder at the open pages, the left-hand 
one of which, in the Latin version, contained such monstrous 
threats to the peace and sanity of the world. 

Nor is it to be thought (ran the text as Armitage mentally trans- 
lated it), that man is cither the oldest or the last of earth’s masters, or 
that the common bulk of life and substance walks alone The Old 
Ones were, the Old Ones are, and the Old Ones shall be. Not in the 
spaces we know, but between them. They walk serene and primal, 
undimensioned and to us unseen. Yog-Sothoth knows the gate. Yog - 
Sothoth is the gate. Yog-Sothoth is the key and guardian of the gate. 
Past, present, future, all are one in Yog-Sothoth He knows where the 
Old Ones broke through of old, and where They shall break through 
again. He knows where They have trod earth's fields, and where They 
still tread them, and why no one can behold Them as They tread. 
By Their smell can men sometimes know Them near, but of Their 
semblance can 1^0 man know, saving only in the features of those 
They have begotten on mankind; and of those are there many sorts, 
differing in likeness from man’s truest eidolon to that shape without 
sight or substance which is Them They walk unseen and foul in 
lonely places where the Words have been spoken and the Rites howled 
through at their Seasons. The wind gibbers with Their voices, and 
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the earth mutters with Their consciousness. They bend the torest 
and crush the city, yet may not forest or city behold the hand that 
smites. Kadath in the cold waste hath known Them, and what man 
knows Kadath? The ice desert of the South and the sunken isles of 
Ocean hold stones whereon Their seal is engraven, but who hath 
seen the deep frozen city or the sealed tower long garlanded with 
seaweed and barnacles? Great Cthulhu is Their cousin, yet can he 
spy Them only dimly. Ia r Shub-Niggurath! As a foulness shall ye 
know Them. Their hand is at your throats, yet ye see Them not; and 
Their habitation is even one with your guarded threshold. Yog* 
Sothoth is the key to the gate, whereby the spheres meet. Man rules 
now where They ruled once, They shall soon rule where man rules 
now. After summer is winter, and after winter summer. They wait 
patient and potent, for here shall They reign again 

Dr. Armitage, associating what he was reading with what he 
had heard of Dunwich and its brooding presences, and of Wilbur 
Whateley and his dim, hideous aura that stretched from a dubi- 
ous birth to a cloud of piobable matricide, felt a wave of fright as 
tangible as a draught ol the tomb’s cold clamminess. The bent, 
goatish giant before him seemed like the spawn of another planet 
or dimension, like something only partly of mankind, and linked 
to black gulfs of essence and entity that stretch like titan phan- 
tasms beyond all spheres of force and matter, space and time. 
Presently Wilbur raised his head and began speaking m that 
strange, resonant lashion which hinted at sound-producing 
organs unlike the run of mankind’s. 

‘Mr Armitage,” he said, “I calc’late I’ve got to take that book 
home. They’s things in it I’ve got to try under sarten conditions 
that I can’t git here, an’ it ’ud be a mortal sin to let a red-tape 
rule hold me up Let me take it along, Sir, an’ I’ll swar they wun’t 
nobody know the difference. I dun’t need to tell ye I'll take good 
keer of it. It wa’n't me that put this Dee copy in the shape it 
is. . . 

He stopped as he saw firm denial on the librihan's face, and 
his own goatish features grew crafty. Armitage, half-ready to tell 
him he might make a copy of what parts he needed, thought 
suddenly of the possible consequences and checked himself. 
There was too much responsibility in giving such a being the 
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key to such blasphemous outer spheres. Whateley saw how things 
stood, and tried to answer lightly. 

"Wal, all right, ef ye feel that way abaout it. Maybe Harvard 
wun’t be so fussy as yew be.” And without saying more he rose 
and strode out of the building, stooping at each doorway. 

Armitage heard the savage yelping of the great watchdog, and 
studied Whateley’s gorilla-like lope as he crossed the bit of 
campus visible from the window. He thought of the wild tales 
he had heard, and recalled the old Sunday stories in the A dver- 
User— these things, and the lore he had picked up from Dunwich 
rustics and villagers during his one visit there. Unseen things not 
of earth— or at least not of tri-dimensional earth— rushed loetid 
and horrible through New England’s glens, and brooded ob- 
scenely on the mountain tops. Of this he had long felt certain. 
Now he seemed to sense the close presence of some terrible part 
of the intruding horror, and to glimpse a hellish advance in the 
black dominion of the ancient and once passive nightmare. He 
locked away the Necronomicon with a shudder of disgust, but the 
room still reeked with an unholy and unidentifiable stench. “As 
a foulness shall ye know them,” he quoted. Yes— the odour was 
the same as that which had sickened him at the Whateley farm- 
house less than three years before. He thought of Wilbur, goat- 
ish and ominous, once again, and laughed mockingly at the vil- 
lage rumours of his parentage. 

“Inbreeding?” Armitage muttered half-aloud to himself. 
“Great God, what simpletons! Show them Arthur Machen’s 
Great God Pan and they’ll think it a common Dunwich scandal! 
But what thing— what cursed shapeless influence on or off this 
three-dimensioned earth— was Wilbur Whateley’s father? Born 
on Candlemas— nine months after May Eve of 1912, when the 
talk about the queer earth noises reached clear to Arkham— what 
walked on th? mountains that May Night? What Roodmas 
horror fastened itself on the world in half-human flesh and 
blood?” 

During the ensuing weeks Dr. Armitage set about to collect 
all possible data on Wilbur Whateley and the formless presences 
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around Dunwich. He got in communication with Dr. Houghton 
of Aylesbury, who had attended Old Whateley in his last illness, 
and found much to ponder over in the grandfather’s last words 
as quoted by the physician. A visit to Dunwich Village failed to 
bring out much that was new; but a close survey of the Necro- 
nomicon, in those parts which Wilbur had sought so avidly, 
seemed to supply new and terrible clues to the nature, methods, 
and desires of the strange evil so vaguely threatening this planet. 
Talks with several students of archaic lore in Boston, and letters 
to many others elsewhere, gave him a growing amazement which 
passed slowly through varied degrees of alarm to a state of really 
acute spiritual fear. As the summer drew on he felt dimly that 
something ought to be done about the lurking terrors of the 
upper Miskatonic valley, and about the monstrous being known 
to the human world as Wilbur Whateley. 


VI 

fht Dunwich horror itself came between Lammas and the 
equinox in 1928, and Dr Armitage was among those who wit 
nessed its monstrous piologue. He had heard, meanwhile, of 
Whateley’s grotesque trip to Cambridge, and of his frantic efforts 
to borrow or copy from the Necronomicon at the Widener 
Library. Those efforts had been in vain, since Armitage had 
issued warnings of the keenest intensity to all librarians having 
charge of the dreaded volume. Wilbur had been shockingly 
nervous at Cambridge; anxious for the book, yet almost equally 
anxious to get home again, as if he feared the results of being 
away long. 

Early in August the half-expected outcome developed, and in 
the small hours of the third. Dr. Armitage was awakened sud- 
denly by the wild, fierce cries of the savage watchdog on the col- 
lege campus. Deep and terrible, the snarling. Balt-mad growls 
and barks continued; always in mounting volume, but with hide- 
ously significant pauses. Then there rang out a scream from a 
wholly different throat— such a scream as roused half the sleepers 
of Arkham and haunted their dreams ever afterward— such a 
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scream as could come from no being born of earth, or wholly 
of earth. 

Armitage, hastening into some clothing and rushing across the 
street and lawn to the college buildings, saw that others were 
ahead of him; and heard the echoes of a burglar-alarm still shrill- 
ing from the libiary. An open window showed black and gaping 
in the moonlight. What had come had indeed completed its 
entrance, for the barking and the screaming, now fast fading into 
a mixed low growling and moaning, proceeded unmistakably 
from within. Some instinct warned Armitage that what was 
taking place was not a thing for unfortified eyes to see, so he 
brushed back the crowd with authority as he unlocked the vesti- 
bule door. Among the others he saw Professor Warren Rice and 
Dr. Francis Morgan, men to whom he had told some of his con- 
jectures and misgivings; and these two he motioned to accom- 
pany him inside. The inward sounds, except for a watchful, dron- 
ing whine from the dog, had by this time quite subsided; but 
Armitage now perceived with a sudden start that a loud chorus 
of whippoorwills among the shrubbery had commenced a dam- 
nably rhythmical piping, as ll in unison with the last breaths of a 
dying man. 

The building was full of a frightful stench which Dr. Armitage 
knew too well, and the three men rushed across the hall to the 
small genealogical reading-room whence the low whining came. 
Fcr a second nobody dared to turn on the light, then Armitage 
summoned up his courage and snapped the switch. One of the 
three— it is not certain which— shrieked aloud at what sprawled 
before them among disordered tables and overturned chairs. 
Professor Rice declares that he wholly lost consciousness for an 
instant, though he did not stumble or fall. 

The thing that lay half-bent on its side m a foetid pool of green- 
ish-yellow ichor and tarry stickiness was almost nine feet tall, 
and the dog hafi torn off all the clothing and some of the skin. It 
was not quite dead, but twitched silently and spasmodically while 
its chest heaved in monstrous unison with the mad piping of the 
expectant whippoorwills outside. Bits of shoe-leather and frag 
ments of apparel were scattered about the room, and just inside 
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the window an empty canvas sack lay where it had evidently been 
thrown. Near the central desk a revolver had fallen, a dented but 
undischarged cartridge later explaining why it had not been fired. 
The thing itself, however, crowded out all other images at the 
time. It would be trite and not wholly accurate to say that no 
human pen could describe it, but one may properly say that it 
could not be vividly visualized by anyone whose ideas of aspect 
and contour are too closely bound up with the common life-forms 
of this planet and of the three known dimensions. It was partly 
human, beyond a doubt, with very manlike hands and head; and 
the goatish, chinless face had the stamp of the Whateleys upon 
it But the torso and lower parts of the body were teratologically 
fabulous, so that only generous clothing could ever have enabled 
it to walk on earth unchallenged or uncradicated. 

Above the waist it was semi-anthropomorphic, though its chest, 
where the dog’s rending paws still rested watchfully, had the 
leathery, reticulated hide of a crocodile or alligator. The back 
was piebald with yellow and black, and dimly suggested the 
squamous covering of cei tain snakes Below the waist, though, 
it was the worst, for here all human resemblance left off and sheer 
phantasy began. The skin wa: thickly covered with coarse black 
fur, and from the abdomen a score of long greenish-grey tentacles 
with red sucking mouths protruded limply. Their arrangement 
was odd, and seemed to follow the symmetries of some cosmic 
geometry unknown to earth or the solar system On each of the 
hips, deep set m a kind of pinkish, ciliated orbit, was what 
seemed to be a rudimentary eye; whilst in lieu of a tail there de- 
pended a kind of trunk or feeler with purple annular markings, 
and with many evidences of being an undeveloped mouth or 
throat. The limbs, save for their black fur, roughly resembled 
the hind legs of prehistoric earth’s giant saurians, and terminated 
in ridgy-veined pads that were neither hooves nor claws. When 
the thing breathed, its tail and tentacles rhythiftically changed 
colour, as if from some circulatory cause normal *to the non- 
human side of its ancestry. In the tentacles this was observable 
as a deepening of the greenish tinge, whilst in the tail it was 
manifest as a yellowish appearance which alternated with a sickly 

f 1 °5 1 ] 



Tales of the Supernatural 

greyish-white in the spaces between the purple rings. Of genuine 
blood there was none; only the foetid greenish-yellow ichor which 
trickled along the painted floor beyond the radius of the sticki- 
ness, and left a curious discolouration behind it. 

As the presence of the three men seemed to rouse the dying 
thing, it began to mumble without turning or raising its head. 
Dr. Armitage made no written record of its mouthings, but asserts 
confidently that nothing in English was uttered. At first the syl- 
lables defied all correlation with any speech of earth, but toward 
the last there came some disjointed fragments evidently taken 
from the Necronomicon , that monstrous blasphemy in quest of 
which the thing had perished. These fragments, as Armitage re- 
calls them, ran something like “N’gai, n’gha ' ghaa, bugg-shoggog, 
y’hah; Yog-Sothoth, Yog-Sothoth. . . They trailed off into 
nothingness as the whippoorwills shrieked in rhythmical crescen- 
does of unholy anticipation. 

Then came a halt in the gasping, and the dog raised its head in 
a long, lugubrious howl. A change came over the yellow, goatish 
face of the prostrate thing, and the great black eyes fell in ap- 
pallingly Outside the window the shrilling of the whippoorwills 
had suddenly ceased, and above the murmurs of the gathering 
crowd there came the sound of a panic-struck whirring and flut- 
tering. Against the moon vast clouds of feathery watchers rose anu 
raced from sight, frantic at that which they had sought for prey. 

All at once the dog started up abruptly, gave a frightened bark, 
and leaped nervously out of the window by which it had entered. 
A cry rose from the crowd, and Dr. Armitage shouted to the men 
outside that no one must be admitted till the police or medical 
examiner came. He was thankful that the windows were just too 
high to permit of peering in, and drew the dark curtains carefully 
down over each one. By this time two policemen had arrived; 
and Dr Morgan, meeting them in the vestibule, was urging them 
for their own suites to postpone entrance to the stench-filled read- 
ing-room till the examiner came and the prostrate thing could be 
covered up. 

Meanwhile frightful changes were taking place on the floor. 
One need not describe the kind and rate of shrinkage and disw- 
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tegration that occurred before the eyes of Dr. Armitage and 
Professor Rice; but it is permissible to say that, aside from the 
external appearance of face and hands, the really human element 
in Wilbur Whateley must have been very small. When the med- 
ical examiner came, there was only a sticky whitish mass on the 
painted boards, and the monstrous odour had nearly disappeared. 
Apparently Whateley had had no skull or bony skeleton; at least, 
in any true or stable sense. He had taken somewhat after his un- 
known father. 


VII 

Yet all this was only the prologue of the actual Dunwich horror. 
Formalities were gone through by bewildered officials, abnormal 
details were duly kept from press and public, and men were sent 
to Dunwich and Aylesbury to look up property and notify any 
who might be heirs of the late Wilbur Whateley. They found the 
countryside in great agitation, both because of the growing rum- 
blings beneath the domed hills, and because of the unwonted 
stench and the surging, lapping sounds which came increasingly 
from the great empty shell formed by Whateley’s boarded-up 
farmhouse. Earl Sawyer, who tended the horse and cattle during 
Wilbur’s absence, had developed a woefully acute case of nerves. 
The officials devised excuses not to enter the noisome boarded 
place; and were glad to confine their survey of the deceased’s 
living quarters, the newly mended sheds, to a single visit. They 
filed a ponderous report at the court house in Aylesbury, and 
litigations concerning heirship are said to be still in progress 
amongst the innumerable Whateleys, decayed and undecayed, 
of the upper Miskatonic valley. 

An almost interminable manuscript in strange characters, writ- 
ten m a huge ledger and adjudged a sort of diary because of the 
spacing and the variations in ink and penmanship, presented a 
baffling puzzle to those who found it on the old bureau which 
served as its owner’s desk. After a week of debate it was sent to 
Miskatonic University, together with the deceased’s collection of 
strange books, for study and possible translation; but even the 
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best linguists soon saw that it was not likely to be unriddled with 
ease. No trace of the ancient gold with which Wilbur and Old 
Whateley had always paid their debts has yet been discovered. 

It was in the dark of September ninth that the horror broke 
loose. The hill noises had been very pronounced during the eve- 
ning, and dogs barked frantically all night. Early risers on the 
tenth noticed a peculiar stench in the air. About seven o’clock 
Luther Brown, the hired boy at George Corey’s, between Cold 
Spring Glen and the village, rushed frenziedly back from his 
morning trip to Ten- Acre Meadow with the cows. He was almost 
convulsed with fright as he stumbled into the kitchen; and in the 
yard outside the no less frightened herd were pawing and lowing 
pitifully, having followed the boy back in the panic they shared 
with him. Between gasps Luther tried to stammer out his tale 
to Mrs. Corey. 

“Up thar in the rud beyont the glen. Mis’ Corey— they’s suthin’ 
ben tharl It smells like thunder, an’ all the bushes an’ little trees 
is pushed back from the rud like they’d a haouse ben moved along 
of it. An’ that ain’t the wust, nuther. They’s prints in the rud, 
Mis’ Corey— great raound prints as big as barrel-heads, all sunk 
daown deep like a elephant had ben along, only they’s a sight 
more nor four feet could make ' I looked at one or two afore I 
run, an’ I see every one was covered with lines spreadin’ aout 
from one place, like as if big palm-leaf fans— twict or three times 
as big as any they is— hed of ben paounded daown into the rud. 
An’ the smell was awful, like what it is around Wizard Whateley’s 
ol’ haouse. . . .” 

Here he faltered, and seemed to shiver afresh with the fright 
that had sent him flying home. Mrs. Corey, unable to extract 
more information, began telephoning the neighbours; thus start- 
ing on its rounds the overture of panic that heralded the major 
terrors. When she got Sally Sawyer, housekeeper at Seth Bishop’s, 
the nearest pldte to Whateley’s, it became her turn to listen in- 
stead of transmit; for Sally’s boy Chauncey, who slept poorly, 
had been up on the hill toward Whateley’s, and had dashed back 
in terror after one look at the place, and at the pasturage where 
Mr. Bishop’s cows had been left out all night. 
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“Yes, Mis’ Corey,” came Sally’s tremulous voice over the party 
wire, “Cha’ncey he just come back a-postin’, and couldn’t haff 
talk fer bein’ scairtl He says Ol’ Whateley’s haouse is all blowed 
up, with timbers scattered raound like they’d ben dynamite in- 
side; only the bottom floor ain’t through, but is all covered with 
a kind o’ tar-like stuff that smells awful an’ drips daown offen 
the aidges onto the graoun’ whar the side timbers is blowed away. 
An’ they’s awful kinder marks m the yard, tew— great raound 
marks bigger raound than a hogshead, an’ all sticky with stuff 
like is on the blowed-up haouse. Cha’ncey he says they leads oft 
into the medders, whar a great swath wider’n a barn is matted 
daown, an’ all the stun walls tumbled every whichway wherever 
it goes. 

“An’ he Says, says he. Mis’ Corey, as haow he sot to look fer 
Seth’s caows, frighted ez he was; an’ faound ’em in the upper pas- 
ture nigh the Devil’s Hop Yard in an awful shape. Haff on ’em’s 
clean gone, an’ nigh haff o’ them that’s left is sucked most dry o’ 
blood, with sores on ’em like they’s ben on Whateley’s cattle 
ever senct Lavinny’s black brat was born Seth lie’s gone aout 
naow to look at ’em, though I’ll vaow he wun’t keer ter git very 
nigh Wizard Whateley’s! Cha’ncey didn’t look keerful ter see 
whar the big matted-daown swath led arter it left the pasturage, 
but he says he thinks it p’mted towards the glen rud to the village. 

“I tell ye. Mis’ Corey, they’s suthin’ abroad as hadn’t orter be 
abroad, an’ I for one think that black Wilbur Whateley, as come 
to the bad end he desarved, is at the bottom of the breed in' of it. 
He wa’n’t all human hisself, I alius says to everybody; an’ I 
think he an’ Ol’ Whateley must a raised suthin’ in that there 
nailed-up haouse as ain’t even so human as he was. They’s alius 
ben unseen things araound Dunwich— livin’ things— as ain’t hu- 
man an’ ain’t good fer human folks. 

“The graoun’ was a-talkin’ las’ night, an’ towards mornin’ 
Cha’ncey he heerd the whippoorwills so laoud in ,CoV Spring 
Glen he couldn’t sleep nun. Then he thought he heerd another 
faint-like saound over towards Wizard Whateley’s— a kinder rip- 
pin’ or tearin’ o’ wood, like some big box er crate was bein’ 
opened fur off. What with this an’ that, he didn’t git to sleep at 
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all till sunup, an’ no sooner was he up this mornin’, but he’s got 
to go over to Whateley’s an’ see what’s the matter. He see enough, 
I tell ye. Mis’ Coreyl This dun’t mean no good, an’ I think as all 
the men-folks ought to git up a party an’ do suthin’. I know 
suthm’ awful’s abaout, an’ feel my time is nigh, though only 
Gawd knows jest what it is. 

“Did your Luther take accaount o’ whar them big tracks led 
tew? No? Wal, Mis’ Corey, ef they was on the glen rud this side 
o’ the glen, an’ ain’t got to your haouse yet, I calc’late they must 
go into the glen itself They would do that. I alius says Col’ 
Spring Glen ain’t no healthy nor decent place. The whippoorwills 
an’ fireflies there never did act like they was creaters o’ Gawd, 
an’ they’s them as says ye kin hear strange things a-rushm’ an’ 
a-talkm’ in the air daown thar ef yc stand in the right place, 
atween the rock falls an’ Bear’s Den ” 

By that noon fully three-quarters of the men and boys of Dun- 
wich were trooping over the roads and meadows between the 
new-made Whatcley ruins and Cold Spring Glen, examining in 
horror the vast, monstrous prints, the maimed Bishop cattle, the 
strange, noisome wreck of the farmhouse, and the bruised, matted 
vegetation of the fields and roadsides Whatever had burst loose 
upon the world had assuredly gone down into the great sinister 
ravine; for all the trees on the banks were bent and broken, and 
a great avenue had been gouged m the precipice-hanging under- 
brush. It was as though a house, launched by an avalanche, had 
slid down through the tangled growths of the almost vertical 
slope. From below no sound came, but only a distant, undefinable 
foetor, and it is not to be wondered at that the men preferred to 
stay on the edge and argue, rather than descend and beard the 
unknown Cyclopean horror in its lair. Three dogs that were with 
the party had barked furiously at first, but seemed cowed and 
reluctant when'' near the glen. Someone telephoned the news to 
the Aylesbury Transcript ; but the editor, accustomed to wild 
tales from Dunwich, did no more than concoct a humorous para- 
graph about it; an item soon afterward reproduced by the Asso- 
ciated Press. 
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That night everyone went home, and every house and barn was 
barricaded as stoutly as possible. Needless to say, no cattle were 
allowed to remain in open pasturage. About two in the morning 
a frightful stench and the savage barking of the dogs awakened 
the household at Elmer Frye’s, on the eastern edge of Cold Spring 
Glen, and all agreed that they could hear a sort of muffled swish- 
ing or lapping sound from somewhere outside. Mrs. Frye pro- 
posed telephoning the neighbours, and Elmer was about to agree 
when the noise of splintering wood burst in upon their delibera- 
tions. It came, apparently, from the barn; and was quickly fol- 
lowed by a hideous screaming and stamping amongst the cattle. 
The dogs slavered and crouched close to the feet of the fear- 
numbed family. Frye lit a lantern through force of habit, but 
knew it would be death to go out into that black farmyard. The 
children and women-folk whimpered, kept from screaming by 
some obscure, vestigial instinct of defence which told them their 
lives depended on silence. At last the noise of the cattle subsided 
to a pitiful moaning, and a great snapping, crashing, and crack- 
ling ensued. The Fryes, huddled together in the sitting-room, 
did not dare to move until the last echoes died away far down in 
Cold Spring Glen. Then, amidst the dismal moans from the stable 
and the daemoniac piping of late whippoorwills in the glen, 
Selina Frye tottered to the telephone and spread what news she 
could of the second phase of the horror. 

The next day all the countryside was in a panic; and cowed, 
uncommunicative groups came and went where the fiendish thing 
had occurred. Two titan swaths of destruction stretched from the 
glen to the Frye farmyard, monstrous prints covered the bare 
patches of ground, and one side of the old red barn had com- 
pletely caved in. Of the cattle, only a quarter could be found and 
identified. Some of these were in curious fragments, and all that 
survived had to be shot. Earl Sawyer suggested that help be asked 
from Aylesbury or Arkham, but others maintained ,it would be 
of no use. Old Zebulon Whateley, of a branch that hovered about 
halfway between soundness and decadence, made darkly wild 
suggestions about rites that ought to be practiced on the hill 
tops. He came of a line where tradition ran strong, and his mem 
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ories of chantings in the great stone circles were not altogether 
connected with Wilbur and his grandfather. 

Darkness fell upon a stricken countryside too passive to or- 
ganise for real defence. In a few cases closely related families 
would band together and watch in the gloom under one roof; 
but in general there was only a repetition of the barricading of 
the night before, and a futile, ineffective gesture of loading mus- 
kets and setting pitchforks handily about. Nothing, however, oc- 
curred except some hill noises, and when the day came there were 
many who hoped that the new horror had gone as swiftly as it had 
come. There were even bold souls who proposed an offensive 
expedition down m the glen, though they did not venture to set 
an actual example to the still reluctant majority. 

When night came again the barricading was repeated, though 
there was less huddling together of families. In the morning both 
the Frye and the Seth Bishop households reported excitement 
among the dogs and vague sounds and stenches from afar, while 
early explorers noted with horror a fresh set of the monstrous 
tracks m the road skirting Sentinel Hill. As before, the sides of 
the road showed a bruising indicative of the blasphemously stu- 
pendous bulk of the horror; whilst the conformation of the tracks 
seemed to argue a passage m two directions, as it the moving 
mountain had come from Cold Spring Glen and returned to it 
along the same path. At the base of the hill a tlurty-foot swath of 
crushed shrubbery and saplings led steeply upward, and the 
seekers gasped when they saw that even the most perpendicular 
places did not deflect the inexorable trail. Whatever the horror 
was, it could scale a sheer stony cliff of almost complete verticality; 
and as the investigators climbed around to the hill’s summit by 
safer routes they saw that the trail ended— or rather, reversed— 
there. 

It was here that the Whateleys used to build their hellish fires 
and chant their *hellish rituals by the table-like stone on May Eve 
and Hallowmass. Now that very stone formed the centre of a vast 
space thrashed around by the mountainous horror, whilst upon 
its slightly concave surface was a thick and foetid deposit of the 
same tarry stickiness observed on the floor of the ruined Whateley 
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farmhouse when the horror escaped Men looked at one another 
and muttered. Then they looked down the hill. Apparently the 
horror had descended by a route much the same as that of its 
ascent. To speculate was futile. Reason, logic, and normal ideas 
of motivation stood confounded Only old Zebulon, who was not 
with the group, could have done justice to the situation or sug- 
gested a plausible explanation 

Thursday night began much like the others, but it ended less 
happily. The whippoorwills in the glen had screamed with such 
unusual persistence that many could not sleep, and about 3 A.M. 
all the party telephones rang tremulously. Those who took down 
their receivers heard a fright-mad \01ce shriek out, “Help, oh, my 
Gawdl ._ .” and some thought a crashing sound followed the 
breaking off of the exclamation. There was nothing more. No one 
dared do anything, and no one knew till morning whence the call 
came. Then those who had heard it called everyone on the line, 
and found that only the Fryes did not reply. The truth appeared 
an hour later, when a hastily assembled group of armed men 
trudged out to the Frye place at the head of the glen. It was hor- 
rible, yet hardly a surprise. There were moie swaths and mon- 
strous prints, but there was no longer any house. It had caved 
in like an egg-shell, and amongst the ruins nothing living or dead 
could be discovered. Only a stench and a tarry stickiness. The 
Elmer Fryes had been erased from Dunwich. 


V III 

In the meantime a quieter yet even more spiritually poignant 
phase of the horror had been blackly unwinding itself behind the 
closed-door of a shelf-lined room in Arkham. The curious manu- 
script record or diary of Wilbur Whateley, delivered to Miska- 
tonic University for translation, had caused nuich worry and 
bafflement among the experts in languages both ancient and 
modern; its very alphabet, notwithstanding a general resem- 
blance to the heavily-shaded Arabic used in Mesopotamia, being 
absolutely unknown to any available authority. The final con- 
clusion of the linguists was that the text represented an artificial 
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alphabet, giving the effect of a cipher; though none of the usual 
methods of cryptographic solution seemed to furnish any clue, 
even when applied on the basis of every tongue the writer might 
conceivably have used. The ancient books taken from Whateley’s 
quarters, while absorbingly interesting and in several cases 
promising to open up new and terrible lines of research among 
philosophers and men of science, were of no assistance whatever 
in this matter. One of them, a heavy tome with an iron clasp, 
was in another unknown alphabet— this one of a very different 
cast, and resembling Sanskrit more than anything else. The old 
ledger was at length given wholly into the charge of Dr. Armitage, 
both because of his peculiar interest in the Whateley matter, and 
because of his wide linguistic learning and skill in the mystical 
formulae of antiquity and the Middle Ages. 

Armitage had an idea that the alphabet might be something 
esoterically used by certain forbidden cults which have come 
down from old times, and which have inherited many forms and 
traditions from the wizards of the Saracenic world. That ques- 
tion, however, he did not deem vital; since it would be unneces- 
sary to know the origin of the symbols if, as he suspected, they 
were used as a cipher in a modern language. It was Ins belief that, 
considering the great amount of text involved, the writer would 
scarcely have wished the trouble of using another speech than his 
own, save perhaps m certain special formulae and incantations. 
Accordingly he attacked the manuscnpt with the preliminary 
assumption that the bulk of it was in English. 

Dr. Armitage knew, from the repeated failures of his colleagues, 
that the riddle was a deep and complex one; and that no simple 
mode of solution could merit even a trial. All through late August 
he fortified himself with the mass lore of cryptography, drawing 
upon the fullest resources of Ins own library, and wading night 
after night amidst the arcana of Trithemius’ Poligraphia, Giam- 
battista Porta’s De Furtivis Literarum Notts, De Vigenere's Traite 
des Chiffres , Falconer’s Cryptomenysis Patefacta, Davys’ and 
Thicknesse’s eighteenth-century treatises, and such fairly modern 
authorities as Blair, von Marten, and Kliiber’s Kryptographik. 
He interspersed his study of the books with attacks on the manu- 
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script itself, and in time became convinced that he had to deal 
with one of those subtlest and most ingenious of cryptograms, in 
which many separate lists of corresponding letters are arranged 
like the multiplication table, and the message built up with arbi- 
trary key-words known only to the initiated. The older authori- 
ties seemed rather more helpful than the newer ones, and Armi- 
tage concluded that the code of the manuscript was one of great 
antiquity, no doubt handed down through a long line of mystical 
experimenters. Several times he seemed near daylight, only to be 
set back by some unforeseen obstacle. Then, as September ap- 
proached, the clouds began to clear. Certain letters, as used m cer- 
tain parts of the manuscript, emerged definitely and unmistak- 
ably; and it became obvious that the text was indeed in English. 

On the ’evening of September second the last major barrier gave 
way, and Dr. Armitage read for the first time a continuous passage 
of Wilbur Whateley’s annals. It was m truth a diary, as all had 
thought, and it was couched in a style clearly showing the mixed 
occult erudition and general illiteracy of the strange being who 
wrote it Almost the first long passage that Armitage deciphered, 
an entry dated November 26, 1916, proved highly startling and 
disquieting. It was written, he remembered, by a child of three 
and a half who looked like a lad of twelve or thirteen. 

Today learned the Aklo for the Sabaoth (it ran), which did not 
like, it being answerable from the hill and not from the air. That 
upstairs more ahead of me than I had thought it would be, and is not 
like to have much earth brain. Shot Elam Hutchins’s collie Jack when 
he went to bite me, and Elam says he would kill me if he dast. I guess 
he won’t Grandfather kept me saying the Dho formula last night, 
and I think I saw the inner city at the 2 magnetic poles 1 shall go to 
those poles when the earth is cleared off, if 1 can’t break through with 
the Dho-Hna formula when I commit it. They from the air told me 
at Sabbat that it will be years before I can clear off the earth, and I 
guess grandfather will be dead then, so T shall have to learn all the 
angles of the planes and all the formulas betweeit the Yr and the 
Nhhngr. They from outside will help, but they cannot take body 
without human blood. That upstairs looks it will have the right cast. 
I can see it a little when I make the Voonsh sign or blow the powder 
of Ibn Ghazi at it, and it is near like them at May Eve on the Hill. 
The other face may wear off some. I wonder how I shall look when 
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the earth is cleared and there are no earth beings on it. He that came 
With the Aklo Sabaoth said I may be transfigured there being much 
Of outside to work on. 

Morning found Dr. Armitage in a cold sweat of terror and a 
frenzy of wakeful concentration. He had not left the manuscript 
all night, but sat at his table under the electric light turning page 
after page with shaking hands as fast as he could decipher the 
cryptic text. He had nervously telephoned his wife he would not 
be home, and when she brought him a breakfast from the house 
he could scarcely dispose ol a mouthful. All that day he read on, 
now and then halted maddeningly as a reapplication of the com- 
plex key became necessary. Lunch and dinner were brought him, 
but he ate only the smallest fraction of either. Toward the middle 
of the next night he drowsed off in his chair, but soon woke out 
of a tangle of nightmares almost as hideous as the truths and 
menaces to man’s existence that he had uncovered. 

On the morning of September fourth Professor Rice and Dr. 
Morgan insisted on seeing Ium for a while, and departed trem- 
bling and ashen-grey. That evening he went to bed, but slept 
only fitfully. Wednesday— the next day— he was back at the manu- 
script, and began to take copious notes both from the current sec- 
tions and from those he had already deciphered In the small 
hours of that night he slept a little in an easy-chair m his office, 
but was at the manuscript again before dawn. Some time before 
noon his physician, Dr Hartwell, called to see him and insisted 
that he cease work He refused, intimating that it was of the most 
vital importance for him to complete the reading of the charv 
and promising an explanation m due course of time That eve- 
ning, just as twilight fell, he finished lus terrible perusal and sank 
back exhausted His wile, bringing his dinner, found him in a 
half-comatose state; but he was conscious enough to wain her 
off with a sharp cry when he saw her eyes wander towaid the 
notes he had taken. Weakly rising, he gathered up the scribbled 
papers and sealed them all in a great envelope, which he imme- 
diately placed in his inside coat pocket. He had sufficient strength 
to get home, but was so clearly in need of medical aid that Dr. 
Hartwell was summoned at once. As the doctor put him to bed 
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he could only mutter over and over again, " But what, in God’s 
name, can we do?" 

Dr. Armitage slept, but was partly delirious the next day. He 
made no explanations to Hartwell, but in his calmer moments 
spoke of the imperative need of a long conference with Rice and 
Morgan. His wilder wanderings were very startling indeed, in- 
cluding frantic appeals that something in a boarded-up farm- 
house be destroyed, and fantastic references to some plan for the 
extirpation of the entire human race and all animal and vegetable 
life from the earth by some terrible elder race of beings from an- 
other dimension He would shout that the world was m danger, 
since the Elder Things wished to strip it and drag it away from 
the solar system and cosmos of matter into some other plane or 
phase of entity from which it had once fallen, vigintillions of 
aeons ago. At other times he would call for the dreaded Ne- 
cronomicon and the Daemonolatreia of Remigius, in which he 
seemed hopeful of finding some formula to check the peril he 
conjured up. 

“Stop them, stop them!” he would shout. “Those Whateleys 
meant to let them in, and the worst of all is left! Tell Rice and 
Morgan we must do something— it’s a blind business, but I know 
how to make the powder . . It hasn’t been fed since the second 
of August, when Wilbur came here to his death, and at that 
rate . . ” 

But Armitage had a sound physique despite his seventy-three 
years, and slept off his disorder that night without developing 
any real fever He wok e late Friday, clear of head, though sober 
with a gnawing fear and tremendous sense of responsibility Sat- 
urday afternoon he felt able to go over to the library and summon 
Rice and Morgan for a conference, and the rest of that day and 
evening the three men tortured their brains in the wildest specu- 
lation and the most desperate debate. Strange and terrible books 
were drawn voluminously from the stack shelves'&nd from secure 
places of storage; and diagrams and formulae were copied with 
feverish haste and in bewildering abundance. Of scepticism there 
was none. All three had seen the body of Wilbur Whateley as it 
lay on the floor m a room of that very building, and after that 
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not one of them could feel even slightly inclined to treat the diary 
as a madman’s raving. 

Opinions were divided as to notifying the Massachusetts State 
Police, and the negative finally won. There were things involved 
which simply could not be believed by those who had not seen 
a sample, as indeed was made clear during certain subsequent 
investigations. Late at night the conference disbanded without 
having developed a definite plan, but all day Sunday Armitage 
was busy comparing formulae and mixing chemicals obtained 
from the college laboratory. The more he reflected on the hellish 
diary, the more he was inclined to doubt the efficacy of any ma- 
terial agent in stamping out the entity which Wilbur Whateley 
had left behind him— the earth-threatening entity which, un- 
known to him, was to burst forth in a few hours and become the 
memorable Dunwich horror. 

Monday was a repetition of Sunday with Dr. Armitage, for the 
task in hand required an infinity of research and experiment. 
Further consultations of the monstrous diary brought about 
various changes of plan, and he knew that even in the end a large 
amount of uncertainty must remain. By T uesday he had a definite 
line of action mapped out, and believed he would try a trip to 
Dunwich within a week. Then, on Wednesday, the great shock 
came. Tucked obscurely away in a corner of the Arkham Adver- 
tiser was a facetious little item from the Associated Press, telling 
what a record-breaking monster the bootleg whiskey of Dunwich 
had raised up. Armitage, half stunned, could only telephone for 
Rice and Morgan. Far into the night they discussed, and the next 
day was a whirlwind of preparation on tfie part of them all. 
Armitage knew he would be meddling with terrible powers, yet 
saw that there was no other way to annul the deeper and more 
malign meddling which others had done before him. 


IX 

Friday morning Armitage, Rice, and Morgan set out by motor 
for Dunwich, arriving at the village about one in the afternoon. 
The day was pleasant, but even in the brightest sunlight a kind 
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of quiet dread and portent seemed to hover about the strangely 
domed hills and the deep, shadowy ravines of the stricken region. 
Now and then on some mountain top a gaunt circle of stones 
could be glimpsed against the sky. From the air of hushed fright at 
Osborn’s store they knew something hideous had happened, and 
soon learned of the annihilation of the F-lmer Frye house and 
family. Throughout that afternoon they rode around Dunwich; 
questioning the natives concerning all that had occurred, and 
seeing for themselves with rising pangs of horror the drear Frye 
ruins with their lingering traces of the tarry stickiness, the blas- 
phemous tracks m the Frye yard, the wounded Seth Bishop cattle, 
and the enormous swaths of disturbed vegetation m various 
places. The trail up and down Sentinel Hill seemed to Armitage 
of almost ’cataclysmic significance, and he looked long at the 
sinister altar-like stone on the summit. 

At length the visitors, apprised of a party of State Police which 
had come from Aylesbury that morning m response to the first 
telephone reports of the Frye tiagedy, decided to seek out the 
officers and compare notes as far as practicable. This, however, 
they found more easily planned than performed, since no sign of 
the party could be found m any direction. There had been five 
of them m a car, but now the car stood empty near the rums m the 
Frye yard. The natives, all of whom had talked with the police- 
men, seemed at first as perplexed as Armitage and his compan- 
ions. Then old Sam Hutchins thought of something and turned 
pale, nudging Fred Farr and pointing to the dank, deep hollow 
that yawned close by. 

“Gawd,” he gasped, “I telled ’em not ter go daown into the glen, 
an’ I never thought nobody’d dew it with them tracks an’ that 
smell an’ the whippoorwills a-screechin’ daown thar in the dark 
o’ noonday. . . .” 

A cold shudder ran through natives and visitors alike, and 
every ear seemed strained m a kind of instinctive, unconscious 
listening. Armitage, now that he had actually come upon the 
horror and its monstrous work, trembled with the responsibility 
he felt to be his. Night would soon fall, and it was then that the 
mountainous blasphemy lumbered upon its eldritch course 
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Negotium perambulans in tenebns. . . . The old librarian re- 
hearsed the formulae he had memorized, and clutched the paper 
containing the alternative one he had not memorized. He saw 
that his electric flashlight was in working order. Rice, beside him, 
took from a valise a metal sprayer of the sort used in combating 
insects; whilst Morgan uncased the big-game rifle on which he 
relied despite his colleague’s warnings that no material weapon 
would be of help. 

Armitage, having read the hideous diary, knew painfully well 
what kind of a manifestation to expect, but he did not add to 
the fright of the Dunwich people by giving any hints or clues. 
He hoped that it might be conquered without any revelation to 
the world of the monstrous thing it had escaped. As the shadows 
gathered, the natives commenced to disperse homeward, anxious 
to bar themselves indoors despite the present evidence that all 
human locks and bolts were useless before a force that could 
bend trees and crush houses when it chose They shook their 
heads at the visitors’ plan to stand guard at the Frye ruins near 
the glen, and, as they left, had little expectancy of ever seeing the 
watchers again. 

There were rumblings under the hills that night, and the 
ivlnppooi wills piped threateningly. Once in a while a wind, 
sweeping up out of Cold Spring Glen, would bring a touch of 
ineffable foetor to the heavy night air; such a foetor as all three 
of the watchers had smelled once before, when they stood above 
a dying thing that had passed for fifteen years and a half as a 
human being. But the looked-for terror did not appear. Whatever 
was down there in the glen was biding its time, and Armitage 
told his colleagues it would be suicidal to try to attack it m the 
dark. 

Morning came wanly, and the night-sounds ceased. It was a 
grey, bleak day, with now and then a drizzle of rain; and heavier 
and heavier clohds seemed to be piling themselves up beyond the 
hills to the northwest. The men from Arkham were undecided 
what to do. Seeking shelter from the increasing rainfall beneath 
one of the few undestroyed Frye outbuildings, they debated the 
wisdom of waiting, or of taking the aggressive and going down 
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into the glen in quest of their nameless, monstrous quarry. The 
downpour waxed in heaviness, and distant peals of thunder 
sounded from far horizons Sheet lightning shimmered, and then 
a forky bolt flashed near at hand, as if descending into the ac- 
cursed glen itself. The sky grew very dark, and the watchers hoped 
that the storm would prove a short, sharp one followed by clear 
weather. 

It was still gruesomely dark when, not much over an hour later, 
a confused babel of voices sounded down the road. Another mo- 
ment brought to view a frightened group of more than a dozen 
men, running, shouting, and even whimpering hysterically. 
Someone in the lead began sobbing out words, and the Arkham 
men started violently when those words developed a coherent 
form. 

“Oh, my Gawd, my Gawd,” the voice choked out. “It’s a-goin’ 
agin, an’ this time by day' It’s aout— it’s aout an’ a-movm’ this 
very minute, an’ only the Lord knows when it’ll be on us all!” 

The speaker panted into silence, but another took up his 
message. 

“Nigh on a haour ago Zeb Wnateley here heerd the ’phone 
a-ringin’, an’ it was Mis’ Corey, George’s wife, that lives daown 
by the junction She says the hired boy Luther was aout drivm’ 
in the caows from the storm arten the big bolt, when he see all 
the trees a-bendin’ at the maoutn o’ the glen— opposite side ter 
this— an’ smelt the same awful smell like he smelt when he faound 
the big tracks las’ Monday mornin’ An’ she says he says they was 
a swishm’, lappm’ saound, more nor what the bendin’ trees an’ 
bushes could make, an’ all on a suddent the trees along the rud 
begun ter git pushed one side, an’ they was a awful stompin' an’ 
splaslun’ in the mud. But mind ye, Luther he didn’t see nothin’ 
at all, only jest the bendin’ trees an’ underbrush. 

“Then fur ahead where Bishop’s Brook goes under the rud he 
heerd a awful creakin’ an’ strainin’ on the bridge, an’ says he 
could tell the saound o’ wood a-startin’ to crack an’ split. An’ all 
the whiles he never see a thing, only them trees an’ bushes 
a-bendin’. An’ when the swishin’ saound got very fur off— on the 
rud towards Wizard Whateley’s an’ Sentinel Hill— Luther he had 
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the guts ter step up whar he’d heerd it fust an’ look at the graound. 
It was all mud an’ water, an’ the sky was dark, an’ the rain was 
wipin’ aout all tracks abaout as fast as could be: but beginnin’ 
at the glen maouth, whar the trees hed moved, they was still some 
o’ them awful prints big as bar’ls like he seen Monday.” 

At this point the first excited speaker interrupted. 

“But that ain’t the trouble naow— that was only the start. Zeb 
here was callin’ folks up an’ everybody was a-listenin’ in when 
a call from Seth Bishop’s cut in. His haousekeeper Sally was car- 
ryin’ on fit ter kill— she’d jest seed the trees a-bendin’ beside the 
rud, an’ says they was a kind o’ mushy saound, like a elephant 
puffin’ an’ treadin’, a-headin’ fer the haouse. Then she up an’ 
spoke suddent of a fearful smell, an’ says her boy Cha’ncey was 
a-screamin’ as haow it was jest like what he smelt up to the Whate- 
ley rewins Monday mornin’. An’ the dogs was all barkin’ an’ 
whinin’ awful. 

“An’ then she let aout a tumble yell, an’ says the shed daown 
the rud hed jest caved in like the storm hed blowed it over, only 
the wind wa’n’t strong enough to dew that. Everybody was 
a-listenin’, an’ we could hear lots o’ folks on the wire a-gaspin’. 
All to onct Sally she yelled agin, an’ says the front yard picket 
fence hed jest crumpled up, though they wa’n’t no sign o’ what 
done it. Then everybody on the line could hear Cha’ncey an’ ol’ 
Seth Bishop a-yelhn’ tew, an’ Sally was shriekin’ aout that suthin’ 
heavy hed struck the haouse— not lightnm’ nor nothin’, but 
suthin’ heavy agin the front, that kep’ a-launchin’ itself agin an’ 
agin, though ye couldn’t see nothin’ aout the front winders. An’ 
then ... an’ then. . . .” 

Lines of fright deepened on every face; and Armitage, shaken 
as he was, had barely poise enough to prompt the speaker. 

"An’ then . . . Sally she yelled aout, ‘O help, the haouse is 
a-cavm’m’ . . . an’ on the wire we could hear a tumble craslun’ 
an’ a hull flock? - o' screamin’ . . . jest like when Elmer Frye’s 
place was took, only wuss. . . .” 

The man paused, and another of the crowd spoke. 

“That’s all—not a saound nor squeak over the ’phone arter that. 
Jest still-like. We that heerd it got aout Fords an’ wagons an’ 

[1068] 



The Dunwich Horror 

rounded up as many able-bodied men-folks as we could git, at 
Corey s place, an’ come up here ter see what yew thought best ter 
dew. Not but what I think it’s the Lord’s jedgment fer our 
iniquities, that no mortal kin ever set aside.” 

Armitage saw that the time for positive action had come, and 
spoke decisively to the faltering group of frightened rustics 

We must follow it, boys.” He made his voice as reassuring as 
possible. “I believe there’s a chance of putting it out of business. 
You men know that those Whateleys were wizards — well, this 
thing is a thing of wizardry, and must be put down by the same 
means. I’ve seen Wilbur Whateley’s diary and read some of the 
strange old books he used to read, and I think I know the right 
kind of spell to recite to make the thing fade away. Of course, 
one can’t*be sure, but we can always take a chance. It’s invisible 
—I knew it would be— but there’s powder in this long-distance 
sprayer that might make it show up for a second. Later on we’ll 
try it It’s a frightful thing to have alive, but it isn’t as bad as what 
Wilbur would have let m if he’d lived longer. You’ll never know 
what the world escaped. Now we’ve only this one thing to tight, 
and it can’t multiply. It can, though, do a lot of harm; so we 
mustn’t hesitate to rid the community of it. 

“We must follow it— and the way to begin is to go to the place 
that has just been wrecked. Let somebody lead the way— I don’t 
know your roads very well, but I’ve an idea there might be a 
shorter cut across lots How about it?” 

The men shuffled about a moment, and then Earl Sawyer spoke 
softly, pointing with a grimy finger through the steadily lessening 
rain. 

* “I guess ye kin git to Seth Bishop's quickest by cuttin' acrost 
the lower medder here, wadin’ the brook at the low place, an’ 
climbin’ through Carrier’s mowin’ an’ the timber-lot beyont. 
That comes aout on the upper rud mighty nigh Seth’s— a leetle 
t’other side." * 

Armitage, with Rice and Morgan, started to walk in the direc- 
tion indicated; and most of the natives followed slowly. The sky 
was growing lighter, and there were signs that the storm had worn 
itself away. When Armitage inadvertently took a wrong direction, 
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Joe Osborn warned him and walked ahead to show the right one. 
Courage and confidence were mounting, though the twilight of 
the almost perpendicular wooded hill which lay toward the end 
of their short cut, and among whose fantastic ancient trees they 
had to scramble as if up a ladder, put these qualities to a severe 
test. 

At length they emerged on a muddy road to find the sun coming 
out. They were a little beyond the Seth Bishop place, but bent 
trees and hideously unmistakable tracks showed what had passed 
by. Only a lew moments were consumed m surveying the ruins 
just around the bend. It was the Frye incident all over again, and 
nothing dead or living was found in either of the collapsed shells 
which had been the Bishop house and barn. No one cared to re- 
main there amidst the stench and tarry stickiness, butdll turned 
instinctively to the line of horrible prints leading on toward the 
wrecked Whateley larmhouse and the altar-crowned slopes of 
Sentinel Hill 

As the men passed the site of Wilbur Whateley’s abode they 
shuddered visibly, and seemed again to mix hesitancy with their 
zeal. It was no joke tracking down something as big as a house 
that one could not see, but that had all the vicious malevolence 
of a daemon. Opposite the base of Sentinel Hill the tracks left 
the road, and there was a fresh bending and matting visible along 
the broad swath marking the monster’s former route to and from 
the summit. 

Armitage produced a poc ket telescope of considerable power 
and scanned the steep green side of the lull. Then he handed the 
instrument to Morgan, whose sight was keener. After a moment 
of gazing Morgan cried out sharply, passing the glass to Earl 
Sawyer and indicating a certain spot on the slope with his finger 
Sawyer, as clumsy as most non-users of optical devices are, fum- 
bled a while; but eventually focussed the lenses with Armitage’s 
aid. When he dill so his cry was less restrained than Morgan’s had 
been. 

“Gawd almighty, the glass an’ bushes is a-movin’l It’s a-gom’ 
up— slow-like— creepin’— up ter the top this minute, heaven only 
knows what fur!” 
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Then the germ of panic seemed to spread among the seekeis 
It was one thing to chase the nameless entity, but quite another 
to find it. Spells might be all right— but suppose they weren t? 
Voices began questioning Armitage about what he knew of the 
thing, and no reply seemed quite to satisfy. Everyone seemed to 
feel himself m close proximity to phases of Nature and ol Being 
utterly forbidden, and wholly outside the sane experience of 
mankind. 


x 

In the end the thiee men from Arkham— old, white-bearded Dr. 
Armitage, stocky, iron-grey Professor Rice, and lean, youngish 
Dr Morgan, ascended the mountain alone. After much patient 
instruction regarding its locussing and use, they left the telescope 
with the frightened group that remained in the road; and as they 
climbed they were watched closely by those among whom the 
glass was passed around. It was hard going, and Armitage had to 
be helped more than once High above the toiling group the great 
swath trembled as its hellish maker repassed with snail-like de- 
liberateness Then it was obvious that the pursuers were gaining 

Curtis Whateley— of the undecayed branch— was holding the 
telescope when the Arkham party detoured radically from the 
swath. He told the crowd that the men were evidently trying to 
get to a subordinate peak which overlooked the swath at a point 
considerably ahead of where the shrubbery was now bending. 
This, indeed, proved to be true; and the party were seen to gain 
.the minor elevation only a short time alter the invisible blas- 
phemy had passed it. 

Then Wesley Corey, who had taken the glass, cried out that 
Armitage was adjusting the sprayer which Rice held, and that 
something must be about to happen. The crowcistirred uneasily, 
recalling that Ins sprayer was expected to give the Unseen horror 
a moment of visibility. Two or three men shut their eyes, but 
Curtis Whateley snatched back the telescope and strained his 
vision to the utmost. He saw that Rice, from the party’s point of 
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vantage above and behind the entity, had an excellent chance of 
spreading the potent powder with marvellous effect. 

Those without the telescope saw only an instant’s flash of grey 
cloud— a cloud about the size of a moderately large building- 
near the top of the mountain. Curtis, who held the instrument, 
dropped it with a piercing shriek into the ankle-deep mud of the 
road. He reeled, and would have crumpled to the ground had not 
two or three others seized and steadied him. All he could do was 
moan half-inaudibly. 

“Oh, oh, great Gawd . . . that . . . that. . . 

There was a pandemonium of questioning, and only Henry 
Wheeler thought to rescue the fallen telescope and wipe it clean 
of mud. Curtis was past all coherence, and even isolated replies 
were almost too much for him 

“Bigger’n a barn . . all made o’ squirmin’ ropes . . . hull 

thing sort o’ shaped like a hen’s egg bigger’n anything, with dozens 
o’ legs like hogsheads that half shut up when they step . . . 
nothin’ solid abaout it— all like jelly, an’ made o’ sep’rit wrigglin’ 
ropes pushed dost together . . . great bulgin’ eyes all over it 
. . . ten or twenty maouths or trunks a-stickin' aout all along 
the sides, big as stovepipes, an’ all a-tossin’ an’ openin’ an’ shut- 
tin’ ... all grey, with kinder blue or purple rings . . . an’ 
Gawd in Heaven— that haff face on top' . . .” 

This final memory, whatever it was, proved too much for poor 
Curtis; and he collapsed completely before he could say more. 
Fred Farr and Will Hutchins carried him to the roadside and 
laid him on the damp grass. Henry Wheeler, trembling, turned 
the rescued telescope on the mountain to see what he might. 
Through the lenses were discernible three tiny figures, appar- 
ently running toward the summit as fast as the steep incline 
allowed. Only these— nothing more. Then everyone noticed a 
strangely unseasonable noise in the deep valley behind, and even 
in the underbrush of Sentinel Hill itself. It was the piping of 
unnumbered' whippoorwills, and in their shrill chorus there 
seemed to lurk a note of tense and evil expectancy. 

Earl Sawyer now took the telescope and reported the three 
figures as standing on the topmost ridge, virtually level with the 
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altar-stone but at a considerable distance from it. One figure, he 
said, seemed to be raising its hands above its head at rhythmic 
intervals; and as Sawyer mentioned the circumstance the crowd 
seemed to hear a faint, half-musical sound from the distance, as 
if a loud chant were accompanying the gestures. The weird sil- 
houette on that remote peak must have been a spectacle of infinite 
grotesqueness and impressiveness, but no observer was in a mood 
for aesthetic appreciation. “I guess he’s sayin’ the spell,” whis- 
pered Wheeler as he snatched back the telescope. The whippoor- 
wills were piping wildly, and m a singularly curious irregular 
rhythm quite unlike that of the visible ritual. 

Suddenly the sunshine seemed to lessen without the interven- 
tion of any discernible cloud It was a very peculiar phenomenon, 
and was plainly marked by all. A rumbling sound seemed brew- 
ing beneath the hills, mixed strangely with a concordant rum 
bhng which clearly came from the sky. Lightning flashed aloft, 
and the wondering crowd looked in vain for the portents of 
storm The chanting of the men f rom Arkham now became un- 
mistakable, and Wheeler saw through the glass that they were all 
raising their arms in the rhythmic incantation From some farm- 
house far away came the frantic barking of dogs. 

The change in the quality of the davhght increased, and the 
crowd gazed about the horizon in wonder. A purplish darkness, 
born of nothing more than a spectral deepening of the sky’s blue, 
pressed down upon the rumbling hills. Then the lightning 
flashed again, somewhat brighter than before, and the crowd 
fancied that it had showed a certain mistiness around the altar 
stone on the distant height No one, however, had been using the 
'telescope at that instant The whippoorwills continued their ir- 
regular pulsation, and the men of Dunwich braced themselves 
tensely against some imponderable menace with which the atmos- 
phere seemed surcharged 

Without warning came those deep, crackecl, raucous vocal 
sounds which will never leave the memory of the stricken group 
who heard them. Not from any human throat were they born, for 
the organs of man can yield no such acoustic perversions. Rather 
would one have said they came from the pit itself, had not their 
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source been so unmistakably the altar-stone on the peak. It is 
almost erroneous to call them sounds at all, since so much of their 
ghastly, infra-bass timbre spoke to dim seats of consciousness 
and terror far subtler than the ear, yet one must do so, since their 
form was indisputably though vaguely that of half-articulate 
words. They were loud— loud as the rumblings and the thunder 
above which they echoed— yet did they come from no visible 
being And because imagination might suggest a conjectural 
source in the world of non-visible beings, the huddled crowd at 
the mountain's base huddled still closer, and winced as if in 
expectation of a blow. 

“Ygnaiih . . . ygnaiih . . . thflthkh'ngha . . . Yog-Sothoth 
. .” rang the hideous croaking out of space. “Y’bthnk . . . 

h’ehye—n’grkdl’lh. . . * 

The speaking impulse seemed to falter here, as if some fright- 
ful psychic struggle were going on. Henry Wheeler strained his 
eye at the telescope, but saw only the three grotesquely sil- 
houetted human figures on the peak, all moving their arms furi- 
ously m strange gestures as their incantation drew near its 
culmination. From what black wells of Acherontic iear or feeling, 
from what unplumbed gulfs of extra-cosmic consciousness or 
obscure, long-latent heredity, were those half-articulate thunder- 
croakings drawn? Presently they began to gather renewed force 
and coherence as they grew in stark, utter, ultimate frenzy. 

“Eh-ya-ya-ya-yahaah—e’yayayayaaaa . . ngh’aaaaa . . . ngh’aaa 
. . . h’yuh . . . h’yuh . . . HELP! HELP! . . . ff-ff-ff- FATHER' 
FATHER! YOG-SOTHOTH i . . 

But that was all. The pallid group in the road, still reeling at 
the indisputably English syllables that had poured thickly and 
thunderously down lrom the frantic vacancy beside that shocking 
altar-stone, were never to hear such syllables again. Instead, they 
jumped violently at the terrific report which seemed to rend the 
hills; the degfemng, cataclysmic appeal whose source, be it inner 
earth or sky, no hearer was ever able to place A single lightning 
bolt shot from the purple zenith to the altar-stone, and a great 
tidal wave of viewless force and indescribable stench swept down 
from the hill to all the countryside. Trees, grass, and underbrush 
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were whipped into a fury; and the frightened crowd at cne moun 
tain’s base, weakened by the lethal foetor that seemed about to 
asphyxiate them, were almost hurled off their feet. Dogs howled 
from the distance, green grass and foliage wilted to a curious, 
sickly yellow-grey, and over field and forest were scattered the 
bodies of dead whippoorwills. 

The stench left quickly, but the vegetation never came right 
again To this day there is something queer and unholy about the 
giowths on and around that fearsome hill. Curtis Whateley was 
only just regaining consciousness when the Arkham men came 
slowly down the mountain in the beams of a sunlight once more 
brilliant and untainted They were grave and quiet, and seemed 
shaken by memories and reflections even more terrible than those 
which hacl reduced the group of natives to a state of cowed quiv- 
ering In reply to a jumble of questions they only shook their 
heads and reaflnmed one vital fact. 

“The thing has gone for ever,” Armitage said. “It has been 
split up into what it was originally made of, and can never exist 
again. It was an impossibility m a normal world. Only the least 
fraction was really matter in any sense we know. It was like its 
father— and most of it has gone back to him m some vague realm 
or dimension outside our material universe— some vague abyss 
out of which only the most accursed rites of human blasphemy 
c ould ever have called him foi a moment on the hills.” 

There was a briei si lent e, and in that pause the scattered senses 
of poor Curtis Whateley began to knit back into a sort of con- 
tinuity, so that he put his hands to his head with a moan Memory 
seemed to pick itself up where it had left off, and the horror of the 
sight that had piostrated him burst m upon him again. 

“Oh, oh, my Gawd, that haff face— that haff face on top of it 
. . . that face with the led eyes an’ crinkly albino hair, an’ no 
chin, like the Whatelcys. ... It was a octopus, centipede, spider 
kind o’ thing, but they was a haff-shaped man’s face on top of it, 
an’ it looked like Wizard Whateley’s, only it was yards an’ yards 
acrost. . . 

He paused exhausted, as the whole group of natives stared in 
a bewilderment not quite crystallized into fresh terror. Only old 
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* * 

Zebulon Whateley, who wandermgly remembered ancient things 
but who had been silent heretofore, spoke aloud. 

"Fifteen year’ gone,” he rambled, “I heerd Ol’ Whateley say as 
haow some day we’d hear a child o’ Lavinny’s a-callxn’ its father’s 
name on the top o’ Sentinel Hill. . . .” 

But Joe Osborn interrupted him to question the Arkham men 
anew. 

“What was it, anyhaoiv, an’ haowever did young Wizard Whate- 
ley call it aout o’ the air it come from?” 

Armitage chose his words very carefully. 

"It was— well, it was mostly a kind of force that doesn’t belong 
in our part of space, a kind of force that acts and grows and shapes 
itself by other laws than those ol our sort of Nature We have no 
business calling in such things from outside, and only very wu ked 
people and very wicked cults ever try to. There was some of it in 
Wilbur Whateley himself— enough to make a devil and a pre- 
cocious monster of him, and to make Ins passing out a pretty 
terrible sight I’m going to burn his accursed diary, and if you 
men are wise you'll dynamite that altar-stone up there, and pull 
down all the rings of standing stones on the other hills Things 
like that brought down the beings those Whatelcys were so fond 
of— the beings they were going to let in tangibly to wipe out the 
human race and drag the earth off to some nameless place for 
some nameless purpose. 

"But as to this thing we’ve just sent back— the Whateleys raised 
it for a terrible part m the doings that were to come. It grew fast 
and big from the same reason that Wilbur grew fast and big— but 
it beat him because it had a greater share of the outsideness in it. 
You needn’t ask how Wilbur called it out of the air. He didn’t cal) 
it out. It was his twin brother, but it looked more like the father 
than he did." 
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